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PREFACE. 


The  purpose  of  thie  book  is  to  comprise  n'ithin  the  bounds  of  a  sitif 
f  olome  whatever  is  tmly  beautiful  and  admiruble  among  tlie  minor  poei 
<A  the  English  language.  In  executing  this  design,  it  has  boon  tlie  cc 
stant  endeavor  of  the  Editor  to  exercise  a  catholic  as  well  as  a  sevci-o  tast 
and  to  jndge  every  piece  by  its  poetical  merit  solely,  without  regard 
the  oanie,  nationality,  or  epoch  of  its  author.  Especial  care  has  also  be 
token  to  give  every  poem  entire  and  unmutilated,  as  well  as  in  the  m( 
anthentic  form  which  could  be  procurc<l ;  though  the  earliest  edition  of  . 
author  has  sometimes  been  preferred  to  a  later  one,  in  which  the  alteratio 
have  not  always  seemed  to  be  iuiprovemeute. 

The  arrangement  of  the  book  will  be  seen  to  bo  somewhat  novel ;  b 
it  ie  hoped  that  it  may  be  found  convenient  to  the  reader,  and  not  all 
gcther  devoid  of  (esthetic  congruity.  The  Editor  also  fiatters  himself  th 
ill  classifyiDg  so  many  immortal  productions  of  genius  according  to  thi^ir  ov 
ideas  and  motives,  rather  llian  according  to  their  chronology,  the  nativi 
I  and  sex  of  their  authors,  or  any  other  merely  oxteriml  order,  lie  has  exUi 
ited  the  incomparable  richness  of  our  language  in  this  department  of  liter 
ture,  ijnite  aa  Buccessfully  as  if  lie  had  followed  a  method  nioi-e  usual  in  sui 
collectioDfl. 

That  evMT  reader  should  find  in  thci-e  pages  every  otie  of  \u*  ^avci 
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poems  is,  perhaps,  too  much  to  expect ;  but  it  is  believed  that  of  those  o 
which  the  unanimous  verdict  of  the  intelligent  has  set  the  seal  of  iudii 
putable  greatness,  none,  whether  of  English,  Scotch,  Irish,  or  America! 
origin,  will  be  found  wanting.  At  the  same  time,  careful  and  prolonged 
research,  especially  among  the  writers  of  the  seventeenth  century,  and  ii 
the  current  receptacles  of  fugitive  poetry,  has  developed  a  consicerabl 
store  of  treasures  hitherto  less  known  to  the  general  public  than  to  scholar 
and  to  limited  circles.  Of  these  a  due  use  has  been  made,  in  the  con£den 
belief  that  they  will  not  be  deemed  unworthy  of  a  place  with  their  mor< 
illustrious  companions,  in  a  book  which  aspires  to  become  the  familia 
friend  and  companion  of  every  liousehold. 

New  Yokk,  August,  1856. 

•  M 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  IflE  ELEVENTH  EDITION. 

It  is  hoped  that  the  revised  edition  of  this  collection  of  poems,  which  i 
herewith  issued,  may  not  be  thought  in  any  respect  less  worthy  than  ifl 
predecessors  of  the  remarkable  favor  which  the  public  has  accorded  t 
the  work.  In  its  preparation,  the  poetry  produced  during  thefie  eigli 
years,  both  in  this  country  and  England,  has  been  perused,  and  th 
observations  of  the  numerous  critics  who  commented  upon  the  first  editio 
have  been  diligently  consulted.  Some  pieces  may  now  be  missed  whici 
were  formerly  to  be  found  in  our  pages ;  but  as  their  places  are  filled  b 
others  which  are  believed  to  possess  greater  merit,  while  the  volume  is  eoi 
siderably  enlarged,  it  is  presumed  that  these  changes  will  not  be  disa] 
proved,  especially  as  the  system  of  arrangement  and  the  general  charactn 
of  the  collection  remain  unaltered. 

New  Yoek,  August,  1866. 
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A  Funeral  Hymn 80i 

MARTX)WE,  CHRISTOPHER. 

Born  at  Canterbury,  Eng.,  Feb.  96, 1564;  died  Jane  16, 1588. 

Milk-Maid's  Song 25 

MARVKLU  ANDREW. 

Itorn  et  KlDgtUiD-opon-Hull,  England,  Nor.   1',  \6V);  died 
Aug.  16,  ICt). 

A  Drop  of  Dow 1- 

The  Ganlen 5 

Tho  Lover  to  the  (j  low-worms 24' 

H  oral  lun  Ode 85! 

Tho  Nymph  Complaining 49< 

Kuiigrants  in  Bermudas 70' 

MENDOZ.V,  LOPE  DE,    (Spanish.) 

Itorn  In   C«rrion  de  la*  Coudea,  SpiUn,  Aug.  V>,  1398;  died 
Mmrch  2«,  14:.!i. 

Serrano.    {J.  IT.  WifftrCt  traruUa  Hon,) 2S< 

MEKCER.  MARGARET. 

lt<Tn  at  AunapolU,  Md.,  in  1791 ;  died  nt  lUlin  .at,  Va.,  Sept 
19,  1^7. 

Exhortation  to  Prayer 77( 

MEREDITH,  GEORGE. 

Boru  in  Ilampehire,  Knglund,  about  H'X 

Love  in  tho  Valley "2* 

MERRICK,  JAMES. 

Itoro  In  Kogland  In  17*X);  died  In  1769. 

PsalmXXlII 79i 

MESSINGER,  ROBERT  HINCKLEY, 
born  in  Ikialon  about  l»ii7. 

Give  mo  tho  Old IS 

MILLER,  THOMAS. 

bom  in  Ciaiotborougb,  Englaud,  .Vug.  31,  \'*'*^. 

ToGeonroM TV 

The  (Iravo  of  a  Poetess 6.">, 

Tho  Happy  Valley  Ttv 

MILLER,  WILLIAM. 

A  native  of  Scotland,  now  living. 

Willie  Winkle 1'.^ 

MILLIKF^N.  RICHARD  ALFRED. 

Bom  in  thv  county  of  Cork,  Ireland,  in  17'iT  ;  'i:t>d  In  I9IS. 

Groves  of  Blamoy A: 
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Hymn  rrum  I'ulrd  CXLVIII 

O-KEEFE,  JOHN. 
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PHILOSTBATUB.    (Obsbt.) 
Ban  la  htmam,  Ormm,  •beat  181 

ToOslia.    i&  Jmuon'B iranthUkm.) 245 

PIKRPONT,  jomr. 

Bora  la  UUkUU,  Coaa.,  Apctt  «,  11SS;  dM  Aof.  N,  1M«. 

Mj  Child 170 

CentennUl  Ode ^ 774 

nSKSEY,  EDWARD  CX)ATE. 

Bora  U  Lowloa,  Oci^  18M;  diodat  Bidtt3M>r»,  April  II,  18f8L 

Serenade 270 

A  Health 878 

POE,  EDOAR  ALLAN. 

BwB  la  Bdtla»en,  Jui.,  1811 ;  dM  Oc  1 1,  IMk. 

Annabel   Lev 815 

The  EaTen 684 

The  Bells Ml 

POPE,  ALEXANDER. 

BwB  la  Loadoa,  Ifaj  tt,  1C88;  dtod  May  80, 1744 

TheRapeoftbe  Look 406 

Meeatah 747 

Pfing  Christian  to  his  Soul. .*..'..!!*.. .!'...!.*.  781 
UnlTenal  Prayer 810 

PEAED,  WINTHROP  MACK  WORTH. 
Bora  ia  Loadoa  la  ISM ;  dl«i  Julj  15, 1818. 

The  vicar 443 

Twentj-elght  and  Twent j-nino 448 

Charade 656 


PRIEST,  NANCY  AMELIA  WOODBURY, 
nora  a  Hiaadal;.  X.  H.,  aboat  18S4. 

Orer  the  Klrer 


780 


PRINOLE.  THOMAS. 

Bota  at  BUekUv.SeoUaad,  Jaa.  S,  1788(  dUd  Dae.  S,  1834. 

The  Lion  and  Giraffe 74 

Afar  in  the  Desert 75 

PROCTER,  ADELAIDE  ANNE. 

Bora  ia  London,  about  ISM ;  died  ihwv,  Fck,  1944. 

Doubtlof;  Heart 107 

'LOrrr.  father,    (Frawcis  Mjlhoxt.^ 

Born  iu  IrrUad  about  ltW5  ;  dlad  In  Paris,  BCaj  'l9,  1944. 

The  Bells  of  Shandon 62( 

PKT'DENTIUS,  AURELIUS.    (Latix.) 
Han  in  Spain,  MS. 

Each  Sorrowful  Mourner.  (J.  M.  XeaWa  traM- 
latiaru) 786 

il'ARLES,  FRANCIS. 

Bom  at  Stewirda,  near  Rnmford,  Eng.,  la  1597 ;  d  Sept  8, 1444. 

Sonnets 757 

FasUnff \  758 

Delight  in  Ood  onlf 612 

QUARLE9,  JOHN. 

3ea  of  Franda  Qnarlaa;  bora  In  FJuez,  Eaelaad,  In  16J4  •  di^d 
«r  tb«  PlafTua  in  144S. 

Dlrlne  Ejaculation 810 

RALEIGH.  SIR  WALTER. 

Bora  ia  Bodlcy,  Enie^  In  lUi;  b»haad«d  Oct  i9,  1619. 

Milkmaid's  Mother's  Answer 254 

lAMSAY.  ALLAN. 

Born  la  Crawford,  Scotland,  In  1485  ;  died  In  I7&S. 

Lochaber  no  More 865 

RANDOLrn,  THOMAS. 

Bora  la  lUdby,  Enjfland,  In  1405;  d.»d  Mir^h  17,  1434. 

.Soiiif  of  Fairieii.     (Leigh  ffunlU  tranOation.)  536 
BEAD.  TIIOM.VS  BLTHANAN. 

Barn  la  Cbaalar  cnnntj,  Pcnn.,  Mirch  M,  Wji. 

AutnniB's  Siehinir ffi 

The  Wlndf  Night io9 

SOBEP.TS,  SARAH. 

Hr>ra  ia   PorUmouth,  N.    IL ;   llraa  in  oar  cf  the  Wettern 
Sis  tea 

The  Voice  of  the  Oraas «17 

<0OEPa§,  SAMUEL. 


EONSARD,  PIERRE.    (Fsbkcsl) 

Bora  ia  VaadMBola,  Fraaoe,  la  »M{  died  la  IBdft. 

Return  cf  Spring.    {Anonymous  trannlaiUm,)    1( 

R08C0E,  WILLIAM. 

Bom  at  Mount  Pleaaaat,  aaar  lirerpool,  1753:  died  June 
30, 1881. 

On  the  Death  of  Bnms 65< 


R06C0E,  WILLIAM  STANLEY. 

Born  In  Eaflaad  In  1789;  died  October,  1848. 

Dirge 


SV 


Bern  a«ai  Loadoa,  Jolj  80  lYSS*  died  ti  hom^ia,  Dae.  18, 


A  Wish. 


881 


RYAN,  RICHARD. 

A  natlre  of  Scotlaad  i  lived  la  the  iMtceatorx. 

Oh,  Saw  ye  the  Lass. M 

S  ALI8,  JOHANN  OAUDENZ  VON.    (Gbbmax.) 
Bora  la  Orboaa,  Swttaerlaad,  la  1741 

Song  of  the  Silent  Land.    {LonafMontft  trans- 
lation.)  60 

SANDY&  OEORQR 

Bora  In  Biehopathorpe,  Eag:,  liTt  t  died  la  Kent,  March,  1818. 

Psalm  EXVI. 8© 

Psalm  XCII 90 

Psalm  CXLVIII 80 

SAPPHO.    (Orbbk.) 

Born  in  Leaboe  la  the  iizth  eeatarj  befoie  Cbriai. 

Blest  as  the  Immortal  Gods.    (A.  PhWips's 
tran^€ttion.) 

SCHILLER,  FREDERIC.    (Gbbmak.) 

Bora  la  Marbach,  Oenaaay,  Var.  10, 1748 ;  died  May  8, 180S. 

Indian  Death-Song.     (Froihingham*§  tran*- 
lotion,) 

SCOTT,  SIR  WALTER. 

Bon  la  Edlnborgh,  Aog.  IS,  1771 ;  died  Sept.  91, 1839. 

Jock  of  Hazeldean 

Locbinvar , 

Sonjf— The  Heath  this  Nlpht 

Song— A  Weary  I/)t  is  Thine 

Bonnet)  of  Bonnie  Dundee 

Border  Ball.id 

Pibroch  of  Donull  Dhu 

Coronach 

"Proud  Maisiti  lain  the  Wood" , 

Hymn  of  the  Hebrew  Maid 
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SHAKESPEARE^  WILLIAM. 

Born  in  StrntfoM-oo- Avon,  Knglnnd,  about  April  SH,  1544;  died 
April  23,  1615. 

Moruini! 

Sonp: — The  Greenwood  Tree 

Blow,  blow  th<»u  Winter  Wind 

Sonnets 

Sonnet* 

Come  away.  Death 

CrabWd  Ajre  and  Youth 

Dirge  of  linotren 

Sonjc  of  the  Fairy 

Ariel's  Sontr» 

Influence  of  Mu:iic 

WhoisSylvla? 
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SHAKESPEARE  and  JOHN  FLETCHKU. 

Take,  oh  take  those  Lips  Away 

SHELLEY,  PERCY  BYSSHE. 

Born  in  Flvld  Place,  Kngland,  Aug.  4, 1792 ;  di-  d  July  8,  18W. 

To  the  Ski  lark 

Arethusa 

The  Question 

The  Cloud 

Ode  to  the  We.«»t  Wind 

Autumn— A  Diipe 

To  N I  jrh  t : 

Dirge  for  the  Year 

LincH  to  an  Indian  Air 

Iajvc's  Pbilosophy 

To 

I.Ament , 

Ijiment 

To  a  Lady  with  a  Guitar 

To  Conatantia  Singing  , 

An  Exhortation 

Song — IUu^3ly,  rarely  comest  Tlioii 

Hymn  to  Intellectual  Beautv 

MuUbility ' 
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SHENSTONE,  WILLIAM. 

Bore  In  (LtlM-OwM,  EnfUmd,  la  1714;  dltd  Teh.  11, 1763. 

The  Schoolmistress 144 

BHISLEY,  JAMES. 

Bora  In  Loadoo,  about  1594 ,  died  Oct  »,  16M. 

Ylctoiions  M'^n  of  Earth 605 

Death's  final  Conqaest       717 

SIDNEY,  SIR  PHILIP. 

Bora  in  Peuhont,  EngUnd,  Not.  99,  ISM ;  dl«d  Oct.  7, 15M. 

Sonnets 240 

SIMMONS.  B. 

Aothor  of"  Loftvndi,  Lj^ct,  uad  oth«r  Pocnu,**  Edinbli,  IMS. 

Stanzas  to  the  Memory  of  Thomas  Hood 519 

SDfONIDES.    (Qbksk.) 

Bora  in  Jalia,  Uland  of  Cm,  b.  c  iS4;  dM  b.  c  449. 

Danau.    ( W,  Peter's  trannlatian,) 162 

SKELTON,  JOHN. 

Bora  in  CnmlwrUnd,  CogUnd,  toward  the  latter  part  of  tho 
lUb  eentary ;  died  Juna  il,  15S9. 

To  Mrs.  Martpiret  Ilnsscy 081 

SMITH,  CHARLOTTE. 

Bora  In  SuaMz,  Kngland,  in  1749 ;  died  in  1806. 

The  Nightingale's  Departure b 

SMITH,  HORACE. 

Bora  in  London,  Dec  31, 1779 ;  di«d  July  18, 1839. 

Hymn  to  the  Flowers 46 

On  the  Death  of  Goonce  the  Third 617 

Address  to  the  Mammy  at  Belzoni's  Exhibition.  697 

SMITH,  SYDNEY. 

Born  in  EaMx,  Eagiand,  Jqdo  3, 1771 :  died  in  London,  Feb. 
M;1M& 

Receipt  for  Salad 426 

SMITS,DIRK.    (Dutch.) 

Bora  in  RottrrdAm,  June  91),  1709;  died  April  95, 1752. 

On  the  Death  of  an  In&nt.    {H.  &  Van'Ihjk''$ 
trannlutUtn.) 161 

SOUTHEY,  CAROLINE  BOWLES. 

Bora  in  England,  Dtic  «,  178<;  diod  Jolj  SO,  1854. 

Autnmn  Flowers 98 

The  Pauper's  Death-bed 600 

The  Last  Jonmcy 601 

SOUTHEY,  ROBERT. 

Bora  in  Bristol,  Enfrlanil,  Aug.  IS,  1774;  died  March  21, 1843. 

The  Holly  Tn>e 110 

The  Incheape  Rock 4S2 

Battle  of  Blenheim 604 

**My  Days  among  the  Drad  ^ 728 

SOUTHEY,  P^  and  C. 

Greenwood  Shrift 721 

SPENCER,  ROBERT  WILLIAM. 
Bora  in  England  in  1770 ;  died  ISM.. 

To 188 

SPENSEP*,  EDMUND. 

Bora  in  LmkIod  in  1&&3;  died  Jan.  II,  1599. 

Sonnet 828 

Epithalamion 824 

STANLEY,  THOMAS. 

Bora  at  Cumberlow  Green,  Eng.,  In  1SS5 ;  died  April  19, 1678. 

TlieTomb 2rj8 

The  Exequies 264 

STERLING,  JOHN. 

Bora  at  Kaines  Ckatli;,  Scotland,  July  SO,  19C6;  dl«d  Sept.  18, 

The  SpircTree 72 

The  Husbandman 93 

To  a  Child 180 

Rose  and  the  Gauntlet 804 

The  Two  Oceans 698 

Shakespeare 689 

dTERNHOLD,  THOMAS. 

Ben  In  Hampehtre,  England  {  dcd  Aog.,  IMS. 

PMdmXYIIL    FlsrtFlrft 196 


STILL,  JOHN. 

Bora  In  Orantham,  England,  la  IMS;  dkd  In  1607. 

GoodAle 40 

STODDARD,  LAVINIA, 

Bora  in  OuUford,  Conn.,  Jane  89, 1787 ;  dM  I  j  ISSO. 

SouPs  Defiance.. « 6ft 

STODDARD,  RICHARD  HENRY. 
Bora  in  Hlngham,  Maea.,  July,  1895. 

The  Sea 4S 

The  Two  Bridet! 6» 

There  are  Gains  for  idl  our  Losses 6fiK 

STODDART,  THOMAS  T. 

Author  of  '  Songa  and  Poema,"  Edlnbargh,  1839. 

The  Angler*s  Trystlng  Tree 2 

STCRY,  WILLIAM  W. 

Bora  in  Salem,  Maaa.,  Feb.  19, 1819. 

TheYiolet 4 

STRODE,  WILLIAM. 

Bora  in  England  In  1600;  dUd  In  1644. 

Mnsle 621 

SUCKLING,  SIR  JOHN. 

Bora  In  Whitton,  England,  In  1609 ;  died  May  7, 1641. 

Song— Why  BO  Pale S8< 

SURREY.  LORD. 

Bora  In  Engl-nd  about  1516 ;  died  Jan.  9*  1547. 

Description  of  Spring 1( 

The  Means  to  AtUin  Happy  Life 661 

SURVILLE.  CLOTILDE  DE.    (FniKcn.) 

Bora  In  Vallon-eur-Ard^ehe,  Franee,  about  1405 ;  died  !■  IdMu 

The  Child  Asleep.  iLonQfeUotc'B  traiulaii^..)  IS 

SWINBURNE,  ALGERNON  CHARLES. 

Author  of  "AtalanU  In  Calydon  *  (London,  IMS^nnd  otte 
poema. 

"*  When  the  Hounds  of  Spring"* II 

SYLVESTER,  JOSHUA. 

Bora  in  England  In  1M3 ;  died  la  1618. 

Contented  Mind 6tt 

TANNAHILL.  ROBERT. 

Bora  in  Paialey,  Scotland,  June  8, 1774;  died  May  17, 1810. 

The  Midges  Dance  aboon  the  Bum 11 

TATE  AND  BRADY. 

Nabum  Tnte.  bora  in  Dublin  In  1659;  died  Aug.  19,  1715; 
Brady,  bora  in  Bandon,  Ireland,  Oct  98, 1659 ;  died  \Iay  9U^  1791. 

Psalm  C 80" 

TAYLOR.  BAYARD. 

Bora  In  Kennett  Square,  Pnintylyania,  Jan.  11, 1895. 

The  Arab  tothePulm 71 

Storm  SoD^ B 

The  Phantom SI* 

Hylas M 

TAYLOR,  HENRY. 

Bora  In  England,  about  18Q.S* 

Remembrance  of  the   Hon.    Edw.ard   Ernest 

Villiers 60 

Song — Down  lay  In  a  Nook 661 

TAYLOR,  JEREMY. 

Bom  In  Cambridge,  England,  lii  1613;  died  Aug.  13^  1667. 

Of  Heaven 7f 

TENNYSON,  ALFRED. 

Bora  In  Lincolnahlre,  England,  In  1810. 

Spring 1 

SonjT  of  the  Brook 8 

Bugle  Song loi 

EveninfT 10 

Song— The  Owl lo 

Second  Song,  to  the  same 10 

LuIIuby 11) 

Widow  and  Child IT 

The  Reconciliation  n 

rrt>m'*In  Memoriam'^ n 

Day  Dream n 

Lady  Clare ifi 

The  Letters m 
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Oome  tnto  the  Garden,  Maud 268 
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Aikme  no  More 290 
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Oh,  thatit  w«re  Possible SOO 

My  Love  has  Talked 880 

Cbarse  of  the  light  Brigade  at  Baiaklava 884 

The  May  Qneon 492 

Dirge MO 

Bruak,  Break,  Break ^25 

Daysthatarc  do  More 525 

Lady  of  SbjilloU 654 

Contemplate  all  this  Work 703 

The  Htrlfe 718 

Christmas 766 

Oh  yet  we  Trust 776 

War>- 777 

TERRY,  ROHE. 

Bm  la  Hartford,  Cooa^  wliar*  the  now  Htm. 

Trailing  Arbutus 86 

R«TedaMidl. 64 

Then 810 

Fishing  Song 624 

TERSTEEOEN,  QEBHARD.    (Osbmax.) 

Bora  la  WMtphalla,  la  1M7 ;  wai  •  ribboo-irm^er. 

DiTlneLore.    {J.  We^6u*9  tramlaHon.) 779 

Hymn  of  Praise.    {J.  WesUy's  tratu^AiHon,)..  794 

THACKERAY,  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE. 

Botb  la  CakutU  la  1811 ;  di«d  la  Loadoa,  Dw.  i4,  186S. 

Ballad  of  Bouinabaisse 189 

The  Mahogany  Tree 194 

At  the  Church  Gate 270 

White  Squall 481 

BfttUeof  Limerick 486 

Moloiiy'3  Lameo*. 487 

Mr.  Molony's  Account  of  the  Ball 488 

Acre  of  Wladom 688 

End  of  the  Play 691 

TH  IT  BLOW.  LOUD. 

bmn  JoD*  Ii>,  ITsl ;  d!«d  Jus*  3,  \$'i^. 

8oiiff  to  May 16 

Smni-l — The  Crimson  Moon 106 

Bonnet— To  a  Bird  that  Haunted  Lake  Laaken.  112 

Sonnet — lmm(>rtn1  Boautv 630 

bonnf  t— The  Nightingale  is  Mute 655 

Sonnet — Who  Best  can  Paint 667 

TOPLADT.  AUGUSTUS  MONTAGUE, 

Bom  ID  Karnhain,  Knglniid,  in  ITiO;  died  Aug.  II,  1778. 

Prayer,  Living  and  Dying 768 

TRENCH,  RICHARD  CHENEVIX. 

Bora  la  Em^lind,  Sept.  9,  ltM7. 

Hannottan 696 

CHLANT).  iOHANN  LUDWIO.    fOERMAX.) 

KfB  ia  TubliigfD,  GermaiiT,  April  '26,  17a7  :  died  tb«r«,  Nor. 
U,lWi. 

The  Paysjige.    (Anont/niouM  trarntfatfon.) ISO 

The  Castle  by  tho  Sea.    (LongfeUoic't  traim- 

hition.) 522 

The  LoHt  Cliurch.     {Sarah    11     Whitman' % 

tran*fUtfi'm  ) 70€ 

VAUGHAN,  HENUY. 

bora  ia  >'«vrt'>n,  Ku^l.ind,  ia  1«21 ;  died  in  1S95. 

The  Lee 70 

Rule:*  ar:'l  L^-SMms 787 

The  JVast 76<'» 

They  .-ire  all  Gvue 786 

Peace 71)1 

^"KKY.JONKS. 

BavB  la  S«If«jj,  Mku.,  about  16 1  i. 
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PART  I. 
POEMS      OF      NATURE. 


Thb  world  is  too  much  villi  a>  ;  lite  and  soon, 
Getting  and  (pending,  wo  lav  woau  our  jiowen : 
Lictle  iFC  ton  In  nuuro  Ihat  i»  ourii ; 
We  have  given  our  hcarta  awuy,  a  sordid  boon  ! 
Tliia  n-et  tbat  barn  her  boBom  to  Che  monn  ; 
The  winds  that  will  bo  howling  at  nil  hours. 
And  are  up-gathen.-J  now  like  Kli:e]iinB  (lowera ; 
Fi>r  Ihi«,  for  evor>-  thing,  we  are  out  of  tune  ; 
It  moves  us  not.— Great  God  •   I'd  rather  ho 
A  pagan  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn  ; 
So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pieUHanl  lea, 
Have  )ilim]>se.'i  Ihut  would  make  [ne  le:<n  Torlom; 
llavt  light  of  Protuus  risinB  from  the  sta. 
Or  bear  old  Triton  blow  his  wrcsthdd  horn. 

WoBUBWOBTn. 
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FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAF. 

ARGUMENT. 

n«Q  oat  of  an  ftrboar  In  a  grove,  seeth  a  great 
of  knights  and  ladiea  in  a  daanca  upon  the 
ksee  ;  tho  which  boing  ended,  they  all  kneele 
id  do  honour  to  the  dalsie,  some  to  the  flower, 
to  the  leafe.  Afterward  thla  gentlewoman 
bj  one  of  these  ladies  the  meaning  hereof 
this :  They  which  honour  the  flower,  a  thing 
[h  erery  blist,  are  such  as  louke  after  beautle 
\y  pleasure.  But  they  that  honour  the  leafe, 
deth  with  the  rr^Xnotwiihstiindingthe  frosts 
tr  st4.»nii<.'S,  are  tney  wh^^.h  follow  vertue  and 
alitlos,  without  regard  <    worldlj  respects. 

at  Phebii3  his  chair  of  gold  so  hie 
•led  up  the  sterry  sl^J  dofte, 
le  boole  was  entred  certainly : 
>ares  sweet  of  raine  descended  softe, 
:h«3  ground,  fele  times  and  ot'te. 
give  many  an  wholsome  aire, 
7  plaine  was  ydothed  faire 

ve  greene,  and  maketh  sniale  figures 
gen  here  and  there  in  fielde   and 

^ood  and  wholsome  be  the  shoures, 
^nueth  that  was  olde  and  dede 
:  time  ;  and  out  of  every  sede 
1  the  herbe,  so  that  every  wight 
^ason  wexeth  glad  and  light. 

)  glad  of  the  season  swete, 

[»ed  thus  upon  a  certaine  night: — 

in  ray  bedde,  slee[>e  ful  unmete 

)  me,  but  why  that  I  ne  might 

i  wist ;  for  there  nas  earthly  wiglit, 

K)8€,  had  more  hertes  ease 

>rlna(l  sicknesse  nor  disease. 


Wherefore  I  mervaile  greatly  of  my  selfe 
That  I  80  long  withouten  sleepe  lay ; 
And  up  I  rose  three  honres  after  twelfe, 
About  the  springing  of  the  day  : 
And  I  put  on  my  geare  and  mine  array, 
And  to  a  pleasaunt  grove  I  gan  passe, 
Long  er  the  bright  sunne  up  risen  was  ; 

In  which  were  okes  grete,  streight  as  a  lino, 
Under  the  which  the  grasse,  so  fresh  of  hevve 
Was  newly  sprong;  and  an  eight  foot  or  nine 
Every  tree  wel  fro  his  fellow  grew, 
With  branches  brode,  laden  with  leves  newe. 
That  sprongen  out  ayen  the  sunneshene, 
Some  very  redde,  and  some  a  glad  light  grene; 

Which,  as  me  thought,  was  right  a  pleasant 

sight ; 
And  eke  the  briddes  songe  for  to  liere 
Would  have  rejoiced  any  earthly  wight: 
And  I  that  couth  not  yet,  in  no  manere, 
Heare  the  nightingale  of  al  the  yeare. 
Ful  busily  herkened  with  herte  and  care, 
If  I  her  voice  perceive  coud  any  where. 

And,  at  the  last,  a  path  of  little  bredo 
I  found,  that  greatly  had  not  used  be: 
For  it  forgrowen  was  with  grasse  and  wetjde, 
That  wel  unneth  a  wighte  might  it  se : 
Thought  I,  ''This  path  some  whider  goth, 

parde  1 " 
And  so  I  followed,  till  it  me  brought 
To  right  a  pleasaunt  herber,  well  ywrougLt, 

That  benched  was,  and  with  turfes  newo 

Freshly  turved,  whereof  the  grene  gr&s, 

So  sniale,  so  thicke,  so  shorte,  bo  lr%^  ol\v^>^  ^ 


POEMS    OF    NATURE. 


That  most  like  unto  grene  wool,  wot  I,  it  was : ' 
The  hegge  also  that  yede  in  compas^ 
A.nd  closed  in  al  the  grene  herbere, 
With  sicamour  was  set  and  eglatere, 

Wrethen  in  fere  so  wel  and  cunningly, 

That  every  branch  and  leafe  grew  by  mesure, 

Plaine  as  a  bord,  of  an  height  by  and  by. 

I  see  never  thing,  I  you  ensure, 

So  wel  done ;  for  he  that  tooke  the  cure 

It  to  make,  y  trow,  did  all  his  peine 

To  make  it  passe  alle  tlio  that  men  have  seine. 

Ajid  shapen  was  this  herber,  roofe  and  alle. 
As  a  prety  parlour ;  and  also 
The  hegge  as  thicko  as  a  castle  walle. 
That  wlio  that  list  without  to  stond  or  go. 
Though  he  wold  al  day  prien  to  and  fro. 
He  should  not  see  if  there  were" any  wight 
Within  or  no ;  but  one  within  wel  might 

Perceive  all  tho  thot  yeden  there  withoute 
In  the  field,  that  was  on  every  side 
Covered  with  com  and  grasse ;  that  out  of 

doubt, 
Though  one  wold  seeke  alle  the  world  wide, 
So  rich  a  fielde  cold  not  be  espide 
On  no  coast,  as  of  the  quantity ; 
For  of  alle  good  thing  there  was  plenty. 

And  I  that  al  this  pleasaunt  sight  sie, 
Thought  sodainely  I  felt  so  sweto  an  aire 
Of  tlie  eglentere,  that  certainely 
There  is  no  herte,  I  deme,  in  such  dispaire, 
Ne  with  thoughtes  fro  ward  and  contraire 
So  overlaid,  but  it  should  soone  have  bote. 
If  it  had  ones  felt  this  savour  sote. 

And  as  I  stood  and  cast  aside  mine  cie, 

I  was  ware  of  the  fairest  medler  tree. 

That  ever  yet  in  alle  my  life  I  sie,* 

As  ful  of  blossomes  as  it  might  be ; 

Therein  a  goldfinch  leaping  pretile 

Fro  bough  to  bough ;  and,  as  him  list,  he  eet 

Here  and  there  of  buddes  and  floures  swete. 

And  to  the  herber  side  was  joyninge 
This  faire  tree,  of  which  I  have  you  tolde, 
And  at  the  laste  the  brid  began  to  singe, 
Whan  he  had  eeten  what  he  ete  wolde, 
80  passing  swetely,  that  by  manifolde 


It  was  more  pleasaunt  than  I  coud  devise. 
And  whan  his  song  was  ended  in  this  wi^ 

The  nightingale  with  so  mery  a  note 
Answered  him,  that  al  the  wood  ronge 
So  sodainely,  that  as  it  were  a  sote, 
I  stood  astonied ;  so  was  I  with  the  son^ 
Thorow  ravished,  that  til  late  and  longe, 
I  ne  wist  in  what  place  I  was,  ne  where ; 
And  ayen,  me  thought,  she  songe  ever 
mine  ere. 

Wherefore  I  waited  about  busilv, 
On  every  side,  if  I  her  might  see ; 
And,  at  the  laste,  I  gan  ful  wel  aspy 
Where  she  sat  in  a  fresh  grene  laurer  trec^ 
On  the  further  side,  even  right  by  me, 
That  gave  so  passinge  a  delicious  smelle, 
According  to  the  eglentere  ful  welle. 

Whereof  I  had  so  inly  great  pleasure, 
That,  as  me  thought,  I  surely  ravished  wa 
Into  Paradise,  where  my  desire 
Was  for  to  be,  and  no  ferther  passe 
As  for  that  day ;  and  on  the  sote  grasse 
I  sat  me  downe ;  for,  as  for  mine  entent, 
The  briddes  song  was  more  convenient. 

And  more  pleasaunt  to  me  by  many  folde, 
Tlian  meat  or  drinke,  or  any  other  thinge. 
Thereto  the  herber  was  so  fresh  and  colde 
The  wholesome  savours  eke  so  comforting 
That^  as  I  demed,  sith  the  beginninge 
Of  the  world  was  never  scene  or  than 
So  pleasaunt  a  ground  of  none  earthly  ma: 

And  as  I  sat,  the  brids  hearkening  thus, 
Me  thought  that  I  heard  voices  so<lainely, 
The  most  sweetest  and  most  delicious 
That  ever  any  wight,  I  trowe  truely, 
Heard  in  their  life ;  for  the  armony 
And  sweet  accord  was  in  so  good  musiko^ 
Tliat  the  voice  to  angels  most  was  like. 

At  the  last,  out  of  a  grove  even  by, 
That  was  right  goodly  and  pleasaunt  to  si( 
I  sie  where  there  came,  singing  lustily, 
A  world  of  ladies ;  hut,  to  tell  aright 
Their  grete  beauty,  it  lieth  not  in  my  mi( 
Ne  their  array ;  neverthelesse  I  shalle 
Telle  yon  a  part,  though  I  sptsake  not  of  i 
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wt«a  -while,  of  velr«t  wele  eittioge. 

ire  in  cladile,  and  the  semes  echone, 

itt  a  muiere  garaiBhinge, 

with  eroervids,  one  and  od^ 

bj ;  bnt  man/  a  riche  stone 

on  the  pnrfiiea,  ont  of  doute, 

re,  sieves,  uid  traines  round  abonte. 

)  pearles,  ronnde  and  orient, 

des  fine,  and  rubies  redde, 

Dj  aootber  stone,  of  wliich  I  went 

am  now  ;  and  everich  on  her  hedde 

ret  of  ^Id,  which  without  dread, 

of  statelj  riche  stones  set  \ 

:tj  lady  had  a  cliapelet 

bedJu  of  branches  fresh  and  grene, 

vrooght  and  so  marreloosly, 
(Fas  a  noble  sight  to  seue ; 
'Uarer,  and  some  ful  pleasauntlj 
ipelcts  of  woodbind,  and  saddoly 
'agnu*  cattui  ware  also 
t*  fre^he ;  but  there  were  many  of  llio 

imccd  and  eke  itonge  fu]  noberlv, 
thef  vedc  in  manner  of  compnce ; 
thore  rede  in  luld  the  company, 
her  sclfe :  but  alle  followed  the  pace 
g  ke|-lv,  whose  hevenl]'  li^red  face 
-aunt  n  a«,  Bud  Ler  wcle  shape  [lorson, 
beauty  phe  past  hem  everichon. 

■re  richly  beseene,  by  many  folde. 
1  also  in  every  mancr  thing : 
Lcd<le  I'ul  pleasaunt  to  beholde, 
ne  of  {^Idc  ridi  for  any  king : 
ich  of  dj^nuj  eattut  eke  bcnring 
iUid :  and  to  my  tii);lit  tnielj 
•  was  of  the  company. 

r  be^an  a  roundel  Itistcly, 
Sve  UfoyUy  deteri  moi/"  men  calle. 
tt  men  jolg  eouer  at  endormy," 
u  the  company  answered  alio, 
<ice4  fiweet  entuned,  nnd  so  siimie, 
9  thought  it  the  sweetest  melody 
er  I  heard  in  my  life  sotlily. 

u  they  came,  danncinge  and  singingc, 
'  Tz^lijdes  of  the  ir.ede  echnne, 
be  herber  where  I  was  sittinge ; 
id  woC,  DM  tfaoaght  I  was  wel  higone ; . 


For  than  I  might  avise  hem  one  by  one, 
Who  fairest  was,  who  coad  best  dance  oi 

singe, 
Or  who  most  womanly  was  in  alle  thinga. 

They  had  not  dannced  bnt  a  little  thrown 

Whan  that  I  hearde  ferre  of  sodainely. 

So  great  a  noise  of  thundering  tnimpes  Mowo, 

As  though  it  should  have  departed  tlie  skie 

And,  after  that,  within  a  while  I  sie. 

From  the  same  grove  where  the  ladies  came 


Ofm 


1  of  armes  cominge  such  a  route. 


Aa  alle  the  men  on  earth  had  been  assembled 
In  that  place,  welo  horsed  for  the  nones, 

Steringe  so  fast,  that  al  the  earth  trembled : 
But  fur  to  speko  of  riches  and  of  stones. 
Anil  men  and  horse,  I  trowe  the  largo  wones^ 
Of  Prestir  John,  ne  all  his  tresory, 
Might  not  unneth  have  boght  the  tenth  party 

Of  their  array :  who  so  lirt  heare  more, 

I  Aia\  rehearse  so  as  I  can  a  lite. 

Out  of  the  grove,  that  I  spake  of  before, 

I  sic  come  lirste,  al  in  tlieir  dokes  white, 

A  coin[>any,  that  ware,  for  their  delite, 

t'ha|)elets  fre.^he  of  okcs  sorialle, 

Xcwiy  Bproug,  find  trumjicts  thi-y  were  alle. 

On  every  trumpe  hanging  a  broad  banere 
Of  fine  tartarium  were  fiil  richely  bete  ; 
Every  trumpet  liis  lordes  armes  here; 
About  their  necked,  with  gruat  pearlcH  scte. 
Collera  brode ;  for  cost  they  wouli!  not  let*. 
As  it  would  seem,  fur  their  irochonys  echone. 
Were  set  alioute  with  mnny  a  precious  stone 

Their  hor^e  harnt-is  km  al  wliite  als.r. 
And  after  them  next  in  one  company. 
Came  kingcs  of  arme^  and  no  mo. 
In  clokes  of  white  clolh  i.fgi.jd  ricbely  , 
Chapelets  of  grci-ue  on  iheir  hetli--  mi  liie; 


IS  tliiit  Ihey  on  t  lieii  scodiones  lien 
c  with  jicarK',  ruby,  and  sapliere. 


And  eke  great  diamondea  many  one . 

But  nl  their  horse  hnrneis  and  other  gere 

Was  in  &  sote  accordingei  everichoiift, 

As  ye  have  herd  the  foreeaid  Irmav*****  ^«it«'. 


And  liv  sotiiiiniji.',  iln'i  "vii-  - 
And  their  fruidinge  tliej  did  » 
Aud,  nfter  liem,  canie  b  grcikt 


Of  jiernude!'  iiiid  purscvmiiiti-.  I'ko, 
Arrnit-d  iu  clotlies  .if  »}iiT^-  v^lvctle, 
And,  Imrdily,  tlicy  «-i.'ii.'  nn  tiling  Ui  soke, 
II»w  tlicy  on  tlicin  alioiild  IIr-  liumeis  sette ; 
Ami  every  man  liad  on  a  chnpelot; 
Sc(>cli(ino!i.  and  eko  liameis,  indeda, 
Tlu'vhad  in  sute  of  heiii  tliat  fore  t -*- 

Ntxl  .iftcr  l.iiTi  c:mw;  u,  nnimur  bt 
All  ^avf  l!i..ir  licndv.,  sivniMy  iiiiig 
And  pv,Tv  cIh^jm;  and  niiilf,  iis  to  d 
or  their  harneis  were  of  rnd  p.lde  ( 
Willi  clolh  iifirold,  uiid  fiiriid  with 
Were  the  trai>iiouro9  of  ihelr  Et«de| 
Wide  and  lar^'e,  lliat  tu  ttie  (;round^ 

And  every  lins-io  cif  bridle  and  pdtE 
Tliat  tlicy  li:id,  wa^i  wurtb,  as  I  wok. 
A  tlioiis^iiid  |iiiiiiide  ;  and  wi  their  lied do^, 
l)res>iil,  wiTU  iTowiif^  of  laui'i-r  preiie, 
The  best  made  lli;it  ever  I  bad  *^-nv ; 
And  evei'j  kniglit  liad  after  biin  rldintje 
Three  hencbemfii  ou  bi-m  awailinge. 

(If  «ld.-he  every  firs!,  on  a  sliort  Ironcjiuitn, 
Ills  lordes  bL-!ine  bare,  so  rirhly  Uifbt. 
Tbat  the  wor-i  w.ui  wortlit>  the  rausoim 
Uf  .my  kin;.' ;  Un-  -..-coml  u  ,«bipld  brif.'bl 
ISiire  at  hi-  barke ;  the  Ibnd  bare  npritrlit 
A  iiiijfiity  >|i>'i'>'.  full  ybarfie  (rruiind  and  keiie, 
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3g  to  lere,    Some  of  hanthoroe,  Md  some  of  the  wi 
iianerlj.  binde, 

iimpanf  Aud  many  mo  wliioh  I  had  not  in  mlndft 

And  st>  they  cvne,  tlieir  horws  froahdf  i 

inge, 
With  Ifloody  sonnea  of  hir  trompM  Ioad< 
There  sie  I  many  an  uncouth  dlsgaiuDge 
In  the  array  of  these  kiiightes  pronde, 
And  at.  tlie  hut,  as  evenly  as  they  coode, 
They  U.iok  their  plae«s  in  midden  of  the  m 

every  knight  turned  Lis  horsca  liedi> 

Is  fellow,  and  lightly  laid  a  Bpere 
i«  rest;  and  so  Jnstes  began 
very  part  obonl,  here  and  there ; 
g  brake  his  spere,  some  drew  down  i 
and  man ; 

nt  the  field  astray  the  steedcj  ran ; 
,  to  behold  their  mle  and  govemaiui< 
1  ensare,  it  was  a  great  plensaano^. 

■o  the  jnstM  lute  an  houre  and  noi 

11  tlio  that  rrnwned  were  in  lanrer  gna 

That thLTc »Hs ni.ni> aytiil  biin  i..ii;bt  su-rt 
And  the  jii9tin|M  al  wa»  left  oil' dene, 
And  fro  their  Iiorao  the  ninth  alight  nno: 
Ami  sa  did  nl  the  reuinntit  u^eriebone. 


And  forth  they  yi'de  togider,  twain  and  tu 
Tliiit  Id  l)ehi>ldc  it  was  a  worthy  Bi>.-bi, 
Toivnrd  the  ladica  on  the  grene  plain, 
TUflt  sonpe  And  Aiiaiiced,  (w  I  saitl  now  ri 
The  la<lies.  as  «.c.no  ns  they  gi.odly  niijib 
(  I'lake  of  both  the  song  and  dannee, 
yc'io  to  nuot  hem  with  fid  glad  ! 


A  lVe,b  d,aiH.l,.I  iipun  hi,  ), 

Tlieir  Btc,'de«  trapiied  and  rai.d  riglit, 
Without  .IillVrci..e,  a-^  their  |.ii-<K-:"ivi 
And  after  hem,  on  many  a  frt-^li  ror-. 
There  oanie  c.;'  arn^cd  kni^bU's  >a.'h  a 
Tlii.t  th.'v  U-i.raii  tlie  lar^;,;  lidd  abi.i 


i-lil 


And  al  tl 


aft^.T  th'.ir  deffrec:i. 
i-iKnveTimdtoflaarer?rene; 
Iho  like,  and  aoir.0  (.f  other  tree^-. 
;  :!it'ir  iioiids  biire  b'Hiirlio.s  .slicne, 


Cnto  a  taire  laarur  iliat  stood  fast  by. 
With  levi-^  ladi>,  the  bouiiliw  of  grclc  bre 
lo  my  dome  there  iiever  was,  iiak-di 
Man  that  had  seene  halfe  ^>  faire  a  tie ; 
l'\>r  niidenienth  tbiTC  might  it  well  have 

An  hundred  [KT-oms,  at  tlieirowne pieman 
Shadowed  fr..  the  liete  of  I'bebns  bright. 
So  that  they  -hohie  have  felt  no  grevaun 
( If  raiiR-  m;  iiaik>  !hat  hem  hurt.-  iniirht. 
Ti.i-  >avi,nr  eke  rejniee  «onlil  any  wigh! 
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had  be  ricke  or  melancolions, 
IS  90  very  good  and  vertaoos. 

irith  great  reverence  they  inclined  lowe 
le  tree  so  soote,  and  faire  of  hewe ; 
after  that,  within  a  little  throwe, 
began  to  singe  and  dannce  of  newe 
( 8<nige  of  love,  some  pldninge  of  nntrewe, 
"oninge  the  tree  that  stood  upright ; 
ever  yede  a  lady  and  a  knight. 

at  the  last  I  oast  mine  eye  aside, 
was  ware  of  a  Insty  company 
come  rominge  out  of  the  field  wide, 
in  bond  a  knight  and  a  lady ; 
adies  all  in  snrcotes,  that  richcly 
ed  were  with  many  a  riche  stone, 
3very  knight  of  grene  ware  mantles  on, 

onded  wcl  so  as  the  snrcotes  were : 
»verich  had  a  chapelet  on  her  hedde. 
b  did  right  well  npon  the  shining  here. 
of  goodly  flonres  white  and  redde; 
nightes  eke,  that  they  in  honde  ledde. 
e  of  hem  ware  chapelets  everichone, 
>efore  hern  went  minstreles  many  one. 

rpes,  pipes,  lutes,  and  sautry, 

Q  greene ;  and  on  their  heades  bare, 

•ers  flonres,  made  ful  craftely, 

a  sute,  goodly  chapelets  they  ware ; 

?o  dauncincro  into  the  mede  thov  fare. 

i  the  which  they  fonn  a  tuft  that  was 

jrsprad  with  flonres  in  compas. 

*to  they  enclined  everichone 

great  reverence,  and  that  ful  humbly ; 

it  the  laste,  there  began  anono 

1  for  to  singe  right  womanly 

jreret  in  praising  the  daisie ; 

s  me  thought,  among  her  notes  swete, 

lid  ^^  Si  donee  est  la  Margaretcy 

they  alle  answered  her  in  fere, 
^singely  wel,  and  so  pleasauntly, 
t  was  a  blisful  noise  to  here, 
not  how,  it  happed  sodainely 
)at  noone,  the  sunne  so  fervently 
bote,  tliat  the  prety  tender  flonres 
«t  the  beauty  of  hir  fresh  ooloures. 


Forshronke  with  heat;  the  ladies  eke  to-brent 
That  they  ne  wiste  where  they  hem  might 

bestowe ; 
The  knightes  swelt,  for  lack  of  shade  nie  shent ; 
And  after  that,  within  a  little  throwe. 
The  wind  began  so  sturdily  to  blowe, 
That  down  goeth  all  the  flonres  everichone, 
So  that  in  al  the  mede  there  left  not  one ; 

Save  such  as  succoured  were  among  the  levcs 
Fro  every  storme  that  might  hem  assaile, 
Growinge  under  the  heggos  and  thicke  greves : 
And  after  that  there  came  a  storme  of  haile 
And  raine  in  fere,  so  that,  withouten  faile, 
The  ladies  ne  the  knightes  nade  o  threed 
Drie  on  them,  so  dropping  was  hir  weed. 

And  whan  the  storm  was  cleane  passed  away, 
Tho  in  white  that  stoode  under  the  tree. 
They  felte  nothing  of  the  grete  aflfray, 
That  they  in  greene  withoute  had  in  ybe ; 
To  them  they  yede  for  routhe  and  pite. 
Them  to  comforte  after  their  great  disease, 
So  faine  they  were  the  helplesse  for  to  ease. 

Than  I  was  ware  how  one  of  hem  in  grene 
Had  on  a  crowne,  rich  and  wel  sittinge ; 
Wherefore  I  dem<5d  wel  she  was  a  queue. 
And  tho  in  greno  on  her  were  awaitinge ; 
The  ladies  then  in  white  that  were  conimingt 
Toward  them,  and  the  knightes  in  fere, 
Began  to  comforte  hem,  and  make  hem  chere 

The  queen  in  white,  that  was  of  grete  beautj 
Took  by  the  bond  the  queen  that  was  in  greno 
And  said,  "  Suster,  I  have  right  great  pity 
Of  your  annoy,  and  of  the  troublous  tene, 
"Wherein  ye  and  your  company  have  bene 
So  longe,  alas !  and  if  that  it  you  please 
To  go  with  me,  I  shall  do  you  the  ease. 

^  In  all  tho  pleasure  that  I  can  or  may : " 
Whereof  the  other,  humbly  as  she  might 
Thanked  her;  for  in  right  il  array 
She  was  with  storm  and  heat,  I  you  behight 
And  every  lady,  then  anone  right, 
That  were  in  white,  one  of  them  took  in  grent 
By  the  bond ;  which  whan  the  kniglits  hm 
sene. 
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In  like  wise  ech  of  tbem  tooke  a  knight 
Cladde  in  greene,  and  forthe  with  hem  thej 

fare, 
To  an  heggc,  where  they  anon  right, 
To  make  their  justes,  thej  wolde  not  spare 
Bonghes  to  hewe  down,  and  eke  trees  square, 
Wherwith  they  made  hem  stately  fires  grete, 
To  drye  their  clothes  that  were  wringinge 

wete. 

And  after  that,  of  herbes  that  there  grewe, 
They  made,  for  blisters  of  the  sunne  bren- 

ninge, 
Very  good  and  wholesome  ointmentes  new. 
Wherewith  they  y ede  the  sick  fast  anointinge ; 
And  after  that  they  yede  about  gaderinge 
Pleasannt  salades,  which  they  made  hem  ete, 
For  to  refreshe  their  great  unkindly  hete. 

The  lady  of  the  Leafo  than  began  to  praye 
Her  of  the  Floure  (for  so  to  my  seeminge 
They  sholde  be,  as  by  their  arraye) 
To  soupe  with  her,  and  eke,  for  any  thinge. 
That  she  shold  with  her  alle  her  people  bringc : 
And  she  ayen,  in  right  goodly  manere. 
Thanked  her  of  her  most  friendly  chere. 

Saying  plainely,  that  slie  would  obaye 
With  all  her  herte,  all  her  commaundement ; 
And  then  anon,  without  leager  delaye. 
The  lady  of  the  Leafe  hath  one  ysent. 
For  a  palfray,  after  her  intent. 
Arrayed  wel  and  faire  in  hameis  of  gold, 
For  nothing  lacked,  that  to  him  long  shold. 

And  after  that,  to  al  her  company 
She  made  to  purveye  horse  and  every  thinge 
That  tliey  needed ;  and  than  ful  lustily. 
Even  by  the  herber  where  I  was  sittinge 
They  passed  alle,  so  pleasantly  singinge. 
That  it  would  have  comforted  any  wight. 
But  than  I  sie  a  passing  wonder  sight ; 

For  than  the  nightingale,  that  al  the  day 
Had  in  the  laurer  sate,  and  did  her  might 
The  whole  service  to  singe  longing  to  May, 
All  sodaiuely  began  to  take  her  flight ; 
And  to  the  lady  of  the  Leafe,  forthright, 
She  flew,  and  set  her  on  her  bond  softely. 
Which  was  a  thing  I  marveled  of  gretely. 

The  goldfinch  eke,  that  fro  tlie  medler  tree 
Was  fled  for  heat  into  the  bashes  colde. 


Unto  the  lady  of  the  Floure  gan  flee, 
And  on  her  bond  he  sit  him  as  he  woldoi 
And  pleasauntly  his  wingee  gan  to  fold ; 
And  for  to  singe  they  pained  hem  both,  as  » 
As  they  had  do  of  al  the  day  before. 

And  so  these  ladies  rode  forth  a  great  pM 
And  al  the  rout  of  knightes  eke  in  fere; 
And  I  that  had  seen  al  this  wonder  case, 
Thought  I  wold  assaye  in  some  manere, 
To  know  fully  the  trouth  of  this  matere; 
And  what  they  were  that  rode  so  pleasann] 
And  whan  they  were  the  herber  passed  b 

I  drcst  me  forth,  and  happed  to  mete  ana 
Right  a  faire  lady,  I  do  you  ensure ; 
And  she  came  riding  by  herselfe  alone, 
Alle  in  white;  with  semblance  ful  demon 
I  salued  her,  and  bad  good  aventure 
Might  her  befalle,  as  I  coud  most  humbly 
And   she   answered,   *'  My  donghter,   g 
mercy ! " 

*^ Madame,"  quoth  I,  ^^  if  that  I  durst  enqn 
Of  you,  I  would  faine,  of  that  company, 
Wite  what  they  be  that  past  by  this  arbere 
And  she  ayen  answered  right  friendely:— 
^'My  faire  doughter,  alle  tho  that  pa« 

here  by 
In  white  clothing,  be  servaunts  everichoiM 
Unto  the  Leafe,  and  I  my  selfe  am  one. 

**See  ye  not  her  that  crowned  is,"  quoth  d 
"Alle  in  white?"— "Madame,"  quoth  I,  "y« 
"That  is  Diane,  goddosse  of  chastite ; 
x\nd  for  because  that  she  a  maiden  is. 
In  her  honde  the  braunch  she  beareth  thii 
That  agnns  castvs  men  calle  properly ; 
And  alle  the  ladies  in  her  company, 

"  Which  ye  se  of  that  herbe  chapelets  wet 
Be  such  as  ban  kept  alway  hir  maidenheet 
And  alle  they  that  of  laurer  chapelets  bet) 
Be  such  as  hardy  were,  and  manly  in  deed 
Victorious  name  which  never  may  be  ded* 
And  alle  they  were  so  worthy  of  hir  hond 
In  hir  time,  that  none  might  hem  withsto 

"And  tho  that  weare  chapelets  on  their  b 
Of  fresh  woodbinde,  be  such  as  never  wei 
To  love  untrue  in  word,  thought,  ne  dede^ 
But  aye  stedfast:  ne  for  pleasaunce,  ne  fei 
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I  tlwt  the;  shuuld  their  liertes  all  to- 

■*. 

never  flit  but  over  were  stedfast, 

t  their  lives  Utere  asunder  bra»t." 

faire  Msdame,"  quotii  I,  "  yet  I  would 

wliship,  if  that  it  mighte  he^ 
miglit  knowe  bj  some  manor  wave, 
tiat  it  hath  liked  your  beante, 
)nih  of  these  ladles  for  to  tell  me ;) 
bat  these  knightes  be  in  rich  armour, 
liat  thobeiugreueand  wesrethefioQrf 


irbj  that  s 


a  did  r 


3  that 


ime  unto  the  plot  of  flonres  faire!" 
right  good  will,  my  faire  douglilor," 

roar  desire  a  good  and  debonalro ; 
ae  crowned  be  very  eiempiaire 
ODonr  longing  to  chivalry ; 
ose  c«rtaine  be  called  the  Nine  Wortiiy, 

h  ye  may  mo  now  ridinge  alio  befiirt. 
I  hir  time  did  many  a  ooble  dede, 
r  their  wortbioes  fid  oft  have  bore 
owne  of  laurcT  leaves  on  their  hede, 
may  in  yonr  olde  bookes  rede ; 
)w  that  he  that  was  a  conqneronr, 
r  lanrer  alway  hia  moat  honour. 

ho  that  beare  bowea  in  their  honilo 

pre<;iou3  laurer  so  notable, 

li  as  were,  I  wol  ye  understonde, 

knightes  of  tlie  round  table, 

Le  the  Douseperia  houourable, 

they  beare  in  algiie  of  victory; 

itnesse  of  their  deedea  miglitily. 

,here  be  knightc  nlde  of  the  garter, 
1  hir  time  did  right  wortbily ; 
le  honour  they  did  to  the  laurer, 
if  it  they  have  Ibeir  laud  wholly, 
TOiinph  eke,  and  martial  glory; 
nnto  them  is  more  partite  richesse, 
iny  wight  imagine  can  or  gease, 

ine  leafe,  given  of  that  noble  b-ee 
■  wight  that  halh  done  worthily, 
li'  done  so  as  it  ought  lo  be, 
a  boniiur  thao  any  thing  earthly: 


Witnes  of  Rome  t!iat  founder  was  truly 
Of  aUe  knighthood  and  deeds  marveloos ; 
Record  1  take  of  Titus  Liviiis. 

'^And  as  for  her  that  crowned  is  in  graone, 

It  is  Flora,  of  these  fiourcs  goddcpse ; 

And  all  that  here  on  her  anaitiog  lieene. 

It  are  such  folk  that  loved  itUenesse, 

And  not  delite  in  no  huainease. 

But  for  to  hunte  and  hanke.  and  pleye  in 

raedea. 
And  many  other  suchlike  idle  dedes. 

"And  for  the  great  delite  and  pleasaonce 
They  have  to  tlio  lloure,  and  bo  reverently 
They  onto  it  do  such  obeisaunee. 
As  ye  may    se." — "  Now  faire  Uadamc,'' 

"If  I  durst  aske,  what  is  the  cause  and  why. 
That  knifthtes  have  the  enaigno  of  honour, 
Rather  by  the  leafe  than  the  flonre?" 

"Soothly,  donghl«r,"  quod  she,  "this  ia  the 

trouth : — 
For  knightes  ever  should  bo  persevering, 
To  ^eeke  honour  without  feinlisu  or  ^loulo. 
Fro  welo  to  better  in  all  manner  thinge; 
In  Btgne  of  which,  with  leaves  aye  lastinge, 
They  he  rewarded  after  tlieu-  degrc. 
Whose  lusty  grene  may  not  appaired  be, 

"  But  eie  keping  tlieir  beauto  fresh   and 

greene; 
For  there  nis  storme  that  may  hem  deface, 
Iluilo  nor  snow,  winde  nor  froHtes  kene; 
Wlierfore  they  have  tliis  property  and  graco 
And  for  the  flouro,  within  a  little  ?paca 
Wolle  be  lost,  so  simple  of  natiirti 
They  be,  that  they  no  greovanco  may  endure ; 

"And  every  st^irme  will  blowo  thera  sixwie 

aw  aye, 
Ne  they  lasto  not  but  for  a  aoaone; 
That  a  the  cause,  the  very  trouth  to  saye. 
That  Lliey  may  not,  by  no  way  of  resone, 
lie  put  to  no  such  occupation." 
"Madame,"  quoth  I,  "with  al  mine  who!i 

servise 
I  thanke  yoU  now,  in  luy  mo-.t  humblo  wise 

'  "For  now  I  am  ascertained  lliurglily. 
Of  every  thing  that  I  desired  to  knowo." 
"J  am  right  glad  that  I  \iavc  miil,  ^0^1X5  ^ 


PuKHS   OF    KATnRE. 


Ou)?lit  til  your  [ileii^uru,  il  vo  wille  me  trowe," 
Quod  sbo  uyen,  "Imt  to  whom  do  ye  owe 
Your  service!    Ami  wliicli  wille  ye  honoore, 
Tel  me  I  pray,  tbls  yerc,  Uie  Leefe  or  tlie 
Floiire?" 

lliongli   I   be   least 


The  busy  boo  her  lioney  now  she  minga ; 

Winter  ia  worn  that  waa  the  flowrea'  bi 
And  thus  I  see  nmong  these  pli*tissDt  thini 
Each  ewe  decajs.  and  yet  my  sorrow  sprin 


iiie  obMnaunce:" 
right  we]  done  cer- 


"Madame,"   i)Mot]i 

worthy, 
Unto  the  Lcafo  I  d 
"That  is,"  c[iiod  s 

taiidy ; 

And  I  pray  God  to  houour  yiy 
And  ke[io  you  fro  the  wicked 
Of  Mulebouclie,  and  all  his  or 
And  alle  that  good  and  well  i 

"For  licre  may  I  no  longer  ni 
I  iiiu-t  followe  the  great  com] 
That  ye  may  see  yonder  hefiM 
And  t'ortli,  as  I  contli,  most  h 
I  tooke  my  leve  ijf  hur,  as  shl 
After  them  ns  faste  as  over  ah 
And  I  drow  homeward,  for  it 

And  put  al  that  I  had  scene  in  writing, 
L' ndcr  snpiiort  of  them  that  lust  it  to  rtdi-. 
U  llitlc  hiioke,  thou  art  so  miconning, 
llc.wdiirstlhoupiittbyselfinpreesfordrede? 
It  i:i  wonder  that  tlioii  «escs=t  not  rede! 
Bitii  tli.1t  llion  vroft  fnl  lile  ivho  slinll  heliold 
Thy  rude  lantriige,  fill  bui<loiisly  unfold. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  Sl'P.IXG. 

.1  bloom  fiirtb 


The  soi'to  season,  that  hud 
briops, 

Willi  srwn  halb  clad  tlie  hill 


Tl 


ighliiiL'alowitli  ri'[ithcn<n. 
Tliolui'M^' tol,ci-iMnkuliJilh  t 


UiXi.: 


The  hart  li.-illi  biiHe  lii.-  oU\  head  on  tin.' 
pale. 
The  buck  in  brake  bis  irjnrui-   coiit  he  flings ; 

Tlie  fishes  Jiote  nilb  i:m-  i-*.,,,iircd  acaio ; 
The  Slider  ainrer.s|imi'/;,7H-a"fc.y  ?lio  flings; 
Tbe  sn-iCt  sH-n/AiiryiuMjt.t  Vii  the  flies  amalc ; ' 


THE  AIRS  OF  SPRDJO. 

SWBBTLT  breathing,  vomal  air. 
That  with  kind  warmth  doth  repair 
Winter's  ruins;  from  whose  breast 
Al!  the  gmna  and  spice  of  th'  East 
Borrow  their  perfames ;  whose  eye 
Gilds  the  mom,  and  dears  the  sky ; 
Whose  disheveled  tresses  shed 
Pearls  npon  the  violet  bed ; 
On  whose  brow,  with  caJin  smiles  di 
The  halcyon  sits  and  bnilds  her  nest 
Beauty,  youth,  and  endless  apring. 
Dwiell  Dpon  thy  rosy  wiog  1 


Tbo 


V  IJor 


?thro 


when  he  blow^ 
With  a  pregnant,  flowery  birth, 
C'anst  refresh  tho  leeniiug  earth. 
If  he  nip  tho  early  bnd ; 
If  be  blast  whiit's  fair  or  good  ; 
If  be  scatter  our  choice  flowers ; 
If  ho  shako  onr  iialls  nr  bowers ; 
If  bis  rude  breatli  threaten  «s, 
Thou  canst  sti-oke  great  ^Eoliis, 
And  from  him  the  grace  obtain. 
To  bind  him  in  an  iron  chain. 


I'.ETURN  OF  SI'RISG. 

t;o[)  shield  ye,  her.alds  of  Ihe  spring, 
Ye  faithful  swallows,  floot  of  wing, 

Honps,  cuckoo^  iii;;litingides, 
Turtles,  and  every  wilduf  bird, 
That  make  yonr  hundred  (■hiii>ing? 

Through  tho  green  wotids  and  . 


(iwl  shield  y 


T  dainl 


.all. 


bads,  and  blossoms  s-n all. 


£ARLT   SPRING. 
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he  whom  erst  the  gore 
md  Nardss  did  print, 
bhjme,  anise,  bahn,  and  mint, 
iloome  je  once  more. 

Id  je,  bright  embroidered  train 
'flies,  that  on  the  pliun, 
ach  sweet  herblet  sip ; 
new  swarms  of  bees,  that  go 
le  pink  flowers  and  yellow  grow, 
188  them  with  your  lip. 

3d  thonsand  times  I  call 

welcome  on  ye  all : 

season  how  I  love^ 
ry  din  on  every  shore — 
3  and  storms,  whose  snllen  roar 
>ade  my  steps  to  rove. 

PiKiisB  BoiraABD  (French). 
TnnaUtlon. 


SPRING 


1  upon  the  northern  shore, 
jt  new  year,  delaying  long ; 
loest  expectant  nature  wrong, 
long ;  delay  no  more. 

ys  thee  from  the  clouded  noons, 
reetness  from  its  proper  place  ? 
ouble  live  with  April  days, 
ss  in  the  summer  moons  ? 

3his,  bring  the  fox-glove  spire, 
tie  speedwelPs  darling  blue, 
nlips  dashed  with  fiery  dew, 
ns,  dropping- wells  of  fire. 

lew  year,  delaying  long, 
st  the  sorrow  in  my  blood, 
)ngs  to  burst  a  frozen  bud, 
1  a  fresher  throat  with  song. 


js  the  last  long  streak  of  srio\^ 
nrgeons  every  maze  of  quick 
the  flowering  squares,  and  thick 
roots  the  violets  blow. 

•s  the  woodland  loud  and  long, 
tance  takes  a  lovelier  hue, 


And  drowned  in  yonder  living  bluf^ 
The  lark  becomes  a  mghtless  song. 

Now  danoe  the  lights  on  lawn  and  lea, 
The  flocks  are  whiter  down  the  vale, 
And  milkier  every  milky  sail, 

On  winding  stream  or  distant  sea ; 

Where  now  the  seamew  pipes,  or  divee 
In  yonder  greening  gleam,  and  fly 
The  happy  birds,  Uiat  change  their  sky 

To  bnild  and  brood,  that  live  their  lives 

From  land  to  land ;  and  in  my  breast 

Spring  wakens  too :  and  my  regret 

Becomes  an  April  violet, 

And  bnds  and  blossoms  like  the  rest 

ALfBXD  TanmoH. 


*^WHEN  THE  HOUNDS  OF  SPRING." 

When  the  hounds  of  spring  are  on  winter^ 
traces. 

The  mother  of  months  in  meadow  or  plaip 
Fills  the  shadows  and  windy  places 

With  lisp  of  leaves  and  ripple  of  rain ; 
And  the  brown  bright  nightingale  amorous 
Is  half  assuaged  for  Itylus, 
For  the  Thracian  ships  and  the  foreign  faces; 

The  tongueless  vigil,  and  all  the  pain. 

Come  with  bows  bent  and  with  emptying  of 
quivers. 
Maiden  most  perfect,  lady  of  light. 
With  a  noise  of  winds  and  many  rivers. 

With  a  clamor  of  waters,  and  with  might ; 
Bind  on  thy  sandals,  O  thou  most  fleet. 
Over  the  splendor  and  speed  of  thy  feet  I 
For  the  faint  east  quickens,  the  wan  west 
shivers. 
Round  the  feet  of  the  day  and  the  feet  of 
the  night. 

j  Wnere  ahaL  wc  find  her,  how  shall  we  sing 
to  her, 
Fold  our  hands  round  her  knees  and  clinp? 
Oh  that  man's  heart  were  as  fire  and  could 
spring  to  her. 
Fire,  or  the  strength  of  the  streams  ^-^^^^ 
spring  I 


IS 
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For  the  stars  and  tlie  winds  are  onto  her 
As  raim^t,  as  songs  of  the  harp-player ; 
For  the  risen  stars  and  the  ftdlen  cUng  to  her, 
And  the  south-west  wind  and  the  west 
wind  sing. 

For  winter^s  rains  and  mins  are  over, 

And  all  the  season  of  snows  and  sans ; 
The  days  dividing  lover  and  lover, 

The  light  that  loses,  the  night  that  wins ; 
And  time  remembered  is  grief  forgotten. 
And  frosts  are  shun  and  flowers  begotten, 
And  in  green  underwood  and  cover 
Blossom  by  blossom  the  spring  begins. 

The  full  streams  feed  on  flower  of  rushes. 
Ripe  grasses  trammel  a  travelling  foot, 
The  faint  fresh  flame  of  the  young  year  flushes 

From  leaf  to  flower  and  flower  to  fruit ; 
And  fruit  and  leaf  are  as  gold  and  fire. 
And  the  oat  is  heard  above  the  lyre. 
And  the  hoofed  heel  of  a  satyr  crushes 
The  chestnut-husk  at  the  chestnut-root. 

And  Pan  by  noon  and  Bacchus  by  night, 
Fleeter  of  foot  than  the  fleet-foot  kid, 
Follows  with  dancing  and  fills  with  delight 

The  Mssnad  and  the  Bassarid ; 
And  soft  as  lips  that  laugh  and  hide. 
The  laughing  leaves  of  the  trees  divide, 
And  screen  from  seeing  and  leave  in  sight 
The  god  pursuing,  the  maiden  hid. 

The  ivy  falls  with  the  Bacchanal's  hair 
Over  her  eyebrows  shading  her  eyes ; 

The  wild  vine  slipping  down  leaves  bare 
Her  bright  breast  shortening  into  sighs ; 

The  wild  vine  slips  with  the  weight  of  its 
leaves. 

But  the  berried  ivy  catches  and  cleaves 

To  the  limbs  that  glitter,  the  feet  that  scare 
The  wolf  that  follows,  the  fawn  that  flies. 

AlOERXON  ChaBUH  SwiKBUKlfS. 


MARCH. 


The  cock  is  crowing. 
The  stream  is  flowing. 
The  small  birds  twitter, 
The  hike  doth  glitter, 
Ilie  green  field  sleeps  in  the  sun ; 


The  oldest  and  youngest 
Are  at  work  with  the  sirongef 
The  cattle  are  grazing, 
Their  heads  never  raisuCig ; 
There  are  forty  feeding  like  one  I 

Like  an  army  defeated 
The  snow  hath  retreated. 
And  now  doth  £are  ill 
On  the  top  of  the  bare  hUl ; 

The  ploughboy  is  whooping — aD 
There 's  joy  on  the  mountains 
There 's  life  in  the  fountains ; 
Small  clouds  are  sailing. 
Blue  sky  prevailing ; 

The  rain  is  over  and  gone  I 

Wxujui  Wc 


APRH.. 


Lessons  sweet  of  Spring  returnl 
Welcome  to  the  thoughtful  he 
May  I  call  ye  sense  or  learning, 
Listinct  pure,  or  heaven-taugl 
Be  your  title  what  it  may, 
Sweet  and  lengthening  April  da 
"While  with  you  the  soul  is  free, 
Ranging  wild  o'er  hill  and  lea; 

Soft  as  Memnon's  harp  at  momi 

To  the  inward  ear  devout. 
Touched  by  light  with  heavenly 
Your  transporting  chords  rin^ 
Every  leaf  in  every  nook, 
Every  wave  in  every  brook. 
Chanting  with  a  solemn  voice, 
Minds  us  of  our  better  choice. 

Needs  no  show  of  mountain  hofl 
Winding  shore  or  deepening  { 
Where  the  landscape  in  its  glor; 
Teaches  truth  to  wandering  n 
Give  true  hearts  but  earth  and  i 
And  some  fiowers  to  bloom  and 
Homely  scenes  and  simple  view 
Lowly  thoughts  may  best  inftisc 

See  the  soft  green  willow  spring 
Where  the  waters  gently  pass 

Every  way  her  free  arms  flingir 
O'er  the  moss  and  reedy  graa 


Long  m  winter  bUaU  are  fled, 
8m  her  lipped  irith  venul  red, 
And  her  kuuUy  flower  diapUyed 
Ere  her  leaf  cea  cast  a  shade. 

Ihoogh  the  rudest  hand  osstul  ber, 

Patiently  she  droops  awhile, 
But  when  ahowers  and  breezes  b^  ber, 

Wears  again  her  willing  smile. 
Tbos  I  learn  oontentment's  power 
From  the  digbted  willow  bower, 
Bead;  to'give  thanks  and  live 
On  ttie  least  that  Heaven  may  give. 

1^  the  qiuet  brooklet  leaving. 

Up  the  stormj  vale  I  wind, 
Haply  half  b  bocy  grieving 

For  the  shades  I  leave  behind, 
By  the  dusty  wayside  dear, 
yightingnlca  with  Joyous  cheer 
Sng,  my  sadness  to  reprove, 
Oladlier  than  in  ooltnred  grove. 

Wliere  the  thickest  bows  are  twining 
Of  tiie  greenest,  darkest  tree, 

There  they  plunge,  the  light  declining— 
.\II  may  hear,  but  none  may  sec. 

Foorle^s  of  the  pos^g  hoot^ 

Hardly  will  they  fleet  oloof ; 

So  tbey  live  in  modest  ways, 

Tm^  entire,  and  ceaseless  praise. 


ALMOST)  BLOSSOM. 

BLoeeon  of  the  almond-trees, 
April's  gift  to  April's  bees. 
Birthday  ormunent  of  spring, 
Fl;>ra's  fairest  danghterling; — 
Coming  when  no  flowerets  dare 
Trust  the  cniel  oater  air ; 
When  tie  royal  king-cnp  bold 
Dares  not  don  his  coat  of  gold ; 
.ind  the  sturdy  blackthorn  spray 
Keeps  hU  silver  for  the  Uay ; — 
Coming  when  no  flowerets  would, 
Bave  thy  lowly  sisterhood, 
Eariy  violets,  bine  and  white, 
Dying  for  their  love  of  light. 


Almond  blosscHn,  sent  to  teach  ns 

That  the  ^ring-days  soon  will  reaoh  d^ 

Lest,  with  longing  over-tried, 

We  die  as  the  violets  died — 

Blossom,  clonding  ell  the  tree 

With  thy  crimson  broidery. 

Long  before  a  leaf  of  groen 

On  the  bravest  bongh  is  seen ; 

Ah !  when  winter  winds  are  swin^ng 

All  thy  red  bells  into  ringing, 

With  a  bee  in  every  bell. 

Almond  bloom,  we  greet  thee  welL 


SPRING. 

BsQOLD  the  yonng,  the  rosy  Spring, 
Gives  Ut  the  breeze  her  scented  wing, 
While  virgin  graces,  warm  with  May, 
Fling  rosee  o'er  her  dewy  way. 
The  mnrmnring  blUows  of  the  deep 
Have  langalshed  into  mlent  sleep; 
And  mark  1  the  flitting  seB-birds  lave 
Tbeir  plnines  in  the  reflecting  wave; 
While  cranes  from  honry  winter  fly 
To  flatter  in  a  icinder  sky. 
Now  the  genial  star  of  dny 
Iiissolves  the  murky  clouds  away. 
And  cnltorcd  field  and  windinif  stream 
Are  freshly  ghttering  in  bis  beam. 

Now  the  earth  prolific  swells 
With  leafy  buds  and  flowery  bells; 
Gemming  shoots  the  Olive  twine; 
Clusters  bright  festoon  the  vino; 
All  along  the  branches  creeping, 
Through  Oie  velvet  foliage  peeping, 
Little  infant  frnits  wo  see 
Nursing  into  luxury. 
TimuIiUiD  of  Tboiui  Uoou.  i*A<xt 


SONG :   OS  MAY  MORNING. 

Now  the  bright  morning  star,  day's  harbingoi, 
Comes  dancing  from  the  east,  and  leads  witli 

The  flowery  May,  who  from  her  green  Inp 

throws 
The  yellow  cowslip,  and  tbe  ■^eift  v'»m-'rtw« 
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Hail,  boonteous  May,  that  doth  in^ire 
Mrth,  and  yonth,  and  warm  desire; 
Woods  and  groves  are  of  thy  dressing, 
Hill  and  dale  doth  boast  thy  blessing. 
Thus  we  salnte  thee  with  onr  early  song, 
And.  welcome  thee,  and  wish  thee  long. 

JOHK  MiLTCH. 


A  DROP  OF  DEW. 

See  how  the  orient  dew, 
8hed  from  the  bosom  of  the  mom 
Into  the  blowing  roses, 
(Yet  careless  of  its  mansion  new 
Fop  the  clear  region  where  'twas  born) 
Round  in  itself  incloses, 
And  in  its  little  globe's  extent 
Frames,  as  it  can,  its  native  element. 

How  it  the  purple  flower  does  slight. 

Scarce  touching  where  it  lies ; 
But  gazing  back  upon  the  skies, 
Shines  with  a  momful  light, 
Like  its  own  tear. 
Because  so  long  divided  from  the  sphere ; 
Restless  it  rolls,  and  unsecurc, 

Trembling,  lest  it  grow  impure ; 
Till  the  warm  sun  pities  it8  pain. 
And  to  the  skies  exhales  it  back  again. 

So  the  soul,  that  drop,  that  my. 
Of  the  clear  fountain  of  eternal  day, 
Could  it  within  the  human  flower  bo  seen. 
Remembering  still  its  former  height, 
Shuns  the  sweet  leaves  and  blossoms  green, 
And,  recollecting  its  own  light. 
Does,  in  its  pure  and  circling  tlioughts,  express 
The  greater  heaven  in  a  heaven  less. 
In  how  coy  a  figure  wound. 
Every  way  it  turns  away ; 
So  the  world  excluding  round. 
Yet  receiving  in  the  day. 
Dark  beneath,  but  bright  above ; 
Here  disdaining,  there  in  love. 
How  loose  and  easy  hence  to  go  1 
How  girt  and  ready  to  ascend  1 
Moving  but  on  a  point  below, 
It  all  about  does  upwards  bend. 
Such  did  the  manna's  sacred  dew  distil, 
White  and  entire,  although  congealed  and 
chill- 


Congealed  on  earth,  but  does,  dissolving, 
Into  the  glories  of  tlie  Almighty  sui. 


SONG. 

PncEBus,  arise, 

And  paint  the  sable  skies 

With  azure,  white,  and  red. 

Rouse  Menmon's  mother  trom  her  Tytlioii^ 

bed, 
That  she  thy  career  may  with  roses  spread, 
The  nightingales  thy  coming  each  where  snj 
Make  an  eternal  spring. 
Give  life  to  this  dark  world  which  lieth  dead 
Spread  forth  thy  golden  hair 
In  larger  locks  than  thou  was  wont  before^ 
And,  emperor-like,  decore 
With  diadem  of  pearl  thy  temples  fair : 
Chase  hence  the  ugly  night. 
Which  serves  but  to  make  dear  thy  i^orioi 

light. 
This  is  that  happy  mom, 
That  day,  long-wished  day, 
Of  all  my  life  so  dark, 
(If  cruel  stars  have  not  my  ruin  hwori*, 
And  fates  my  hopes  betray,) 
Which,  purely  white,  deserves 
An  everlasting  diamond  should  it  mark. 
This  is  the  mom  should  bring  unto  this  grm 
My  love,  to  hear,  and  recompense  my  love. 
Fair  king,  who  all  preserves. 
But  show  thy  blushing  beams, 
And  thou  two  sweeter  eyes 
Shalt  see  than  those  which  by  Peneus'  stream 
Did  once  thy  heart  surprise : 
Nay,  suns,  which  shine  as  dear 
As  thou  when  two  thou  didst  to  Rome  appMi 
Now,  Flora,  deck  thyself  in  fairest  guise. 
If  tliat  ye  winds  would  hear 
A  voice  surpassing,  far,  Amphion's  lyre. 
Your  fhrious  chiding  stay ; 
Let  Zephyr  only  breathe, 
And  with  her  tresses  play. 
Kissing  sometimes  those  purple  ports  of  deatU 
The  winds  all  silent  are. 
And  PhoBbus  in  his  chair 
Ensafi&oning  sea  and  air, 
Makes  vanish  every  star: 
Night  like  a  drankard  reels 


MAT. 


lb 


ond  the  hilla,  to  shim  his  flaming  wheels. 
fields  with  flowen  are  decked  in  every 
hue, 

doods  with  orient  gold  spangle  their 
bine: 

9  is  the  pleasant  place, 
nothing  wanting  is,  save  she,  alas  I 

William  Dsmofoin). 


SPRING. 

Kow  the  Instj  Spring  is  seen ; 

Golden  yeUow,  gaudy  bine, 

Daintily  invite  the  view. 
Everywhere,  on  every  green, 
Ro8«s  blushing  as  they  blow, 

And  enticing  men  to  pull ; 
Lilies  whiter  than  the  snow ; 
Woodbines  of  sweet  honey  ftdl — 

All  love*s  emblems,  and  all  cry: 

Ladies,  if  not  plucked,  we  die  I 

BsAimoirr  aitd  Flvtohxx. 


As  gladly  to  thehr  goal  they  run, 
Hail  the  returning  sun. 

Jaxw  Oatxb  PsmsvaLi 


MAY. 


EL  a  newer  life  in  every  gale ; 

The  winds  that  fan  the  flowers, 

with  their  welcome  breathings  fill  the  sail, 

Tell  of  serener  hours, — 

'  hours  that  glide  unfelt  away 

neath  the  sky  of  May. 

te  spirit  of  the  gentle  south-wind  calls 

From  his  blue  throne  of  air, 

where  his  whispering  voice  in  muadc  falls, 

Beauty  is  budding  there ; 

e  bright  ones  of  the  valley  break 

eir  slumbers,  and  awake. 

Braving  verdure  rolls  along  the  plain, 
And  the  wide  forest  weaves, 
eloome  back  its  playful  mates  again, 
A  canopy  of  leaves ; 
id  from  its  darkening  shadow  floats 
^osh  of  trembling  notes. 

r  and  brighter  spreads  the  reign  of  May ; 
Fhe  tresses  of  the  woods 
the  light  dalljiDg  of  the  west-wind  play , 
And  the  fhll-brimming  floods,  / 


SONG  TO  MAY. 

Mat  t  queen  of  blossoms, 

And  fdfllling  flowers, 
With  what  pretty  music 

Shall  we  charm  the  hours  ? 
Wilt  thou  have  pipe  and  reed, 
Blown  in  the  open  mead  ? 
Or  to  the  lute  give  heed 

In  the  green  bowers? 

Thou  hast  no  need  of  us. 

Or  pipe  or  wire. 
That  hast  the  golden  bee 

Ripened  with  flre ; 
And  many  thousand  more 
Songsters,  that  thee  adore, 
filling  earth's  grassy  floor 

With  new  desire. 

Thou  hast  thy  mighty  herds, 

Taine,  and  free  livers ; 
Doubt  not,  thy  music  too 

In  the  deep  rivers ; 
And  tl  e  whole  plumy  flight, 
Warbling  the  day  and  night — 
Up  at  the  gates  of  light. 

See,  the  lark  quivers ! 

When  with  the  jacinth 

Coj  fountains  are  tressed : 

And  for  the  mournful  bird 
Greenwoods  are  dressed, 

That  did  for  Tereus  pine ; 

Then  shaU  our  songs  be  thine. 

To  whom  our  hearts  incline : 
May,  bo  thou  blessed ! 

LoKO  Thvilow. 


SUMMER  LONGINGS. 

Lm  mananM  floridas 
De  Abril  y  Mayo. 

CALDBROIf. 

An  I  my  heart  is  weary  waiting — - 
Waiting  for  the  May — 
Waiting  for  the  pleasant  ramblcis 
Where  the  fragrant  bawihorti  \>TWTi\A\i^ 


POEUS  OF   HATDRE. 


With  thu  iroodbiuo  nliernating, 

Scent  the  deivy  nay. 
Ahl  laj  lieart  is  weary  waJtuig— 

Wuilini;  for  the  IVay. 

Ab  1  my  lieart  U  sick  with  longing, 
longing  for  tlie  May — 
LoDgiDir  to  escape  frotn  study, 
To  the  young  face  fiur  and  rnddy. 
And  tlie  tbousauil  cbarms  belonging 

To  tlic  sumraor'a  day. 

Ah!  my  beurt  ia  sii'k  wil 

Longing  for  the  May. 

All  1  my  heart  is  som  wi' 

Sighing  for  the  May — " 

Sighing  for  tlioir  sore  retnn 

When  the  summer  l.>eani9  « 

ilopi'S  iind  dowora  that,  I 

^Ul  tlie  winter  lay. 

Ah !  my  heart  is  sore  wil 

Sighing  for  the  May. 

/h!  my  heart  is  pained  with  throbbing, 
Tlirolil>ing  for  the  M.iy— 
Throbbing  for  the  sea-side  billowp, 
Or  the  IV  at  or- wooing  nnllows; 

Where  m  laughing  and  in  Bobbing, 

Glide  the  streams  oivay. 
Ah!  my  heart,  my  heart  is  throbbing, 
Tbrobbmg  for  the  May. 

Waiting  sad,  dejected,  weary. 
Waiting  for  the  May : 
Spring  goes  by  with  wasted  warnings — 
Moonlit  evenings,  snnbright  moruings — 
Summer  comes,  yet  dark  and  dreary 

Life  still  ebbs  away ; 

Man  is  ever  weary,  weary. 

Waiting  for  the  May  1 

Dish  Fiobe^cs  McCie-utt, 


NlGirr  IS  NTGH  GONE. 
IIev,  now  the  day 's  dawning; 
The  jolly  cock's  crowing; 
The  eastern  sky 's  glowing ; 

Stars  fade  one  by  oce ; 
The  thUUe-cock's  crying 


On  lovers  long  lying, 
Ooase  vowing  &nd  tnghiDs:' 
The  night  is  nigh  goii& 

The  fields  are  o'erflowing 
With  gowans  all  gloiring, 
And  whit«  liiies  growing, 

A  thousand  as  one; 
The  gwoei  ring-dove  cooing. 
His  love  notes  renewing. 
Now  moaning,  now  aniug; 

The  night  is  nigh  gone. 

The  season  eiceHing, 

In  scented  flowera  BmelUng, 

To  kind  love  compelling 

Our  hoarta  every  one; 
With  Bwect  hailada  moving 
The  maids  we  are  loving, 
Mid  mnaing  and  roving 

Tlie  night  is  nigh  gone. 


Of  war  aad  Mr  women 

The  young  knights  are  dreumUig. 
With  bright  breastplates  gle.iminR 

And  plumed  helmets  on ; 
The  barbed  steed  neighs  lordly, 
j\iid  shakes  his  mane  proudly, 
For  war-trumpets  loudly 

Say  niglit  is  nigh  gone. 

I  see  the  flags  flon-ing. 
The  warriors  all  glowing, 
And,  snorting  and  blowing. 

The  steeds  rushing  on ; 
The  lances  are  crashing. 
Out  broad  liladcs  come  flashing 
Mid  shouting  and  dashing — 

The  niglit  is  nigh  gone. 


MORSISG  IN  LONDON. 

E.viiTu  has  not  anything  to  show  more  f. 
Dull  woidd  he  be  of  soul  who  could  pas- 
A  sight  so  touching  in  its  majesty : 
Tliis  city  now  doth,  like  a  gannciit,  wctu 
The  beauty  of  the  morning;  siknl,  bare 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  thc;itrc*s.  imd  temp 


BARLT  BDHHEB. 
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the  llctdi,  and  to  the  tkj, 
and  g^tteriog  tn  the  mnokelcM  air. 
«nn  more  benntiftill  j  steep, 
splendor,  vaHey,  rook,  or  lull ; 
I,  never  fbit,  a  calm  so  deep ! 
^deth  at  bis  own  sweet  will ; 

th«  Terj  booses  seem  asleep ; 
It  mighty  heart  is  Ijing  still ! 


E  SABBATH  MORXING. 

t  awe  I  hiul  tlie  sacred  mom, 

r  wakus  while  all  the  fields  are  stiU  I 

calin  on  eveiy  breezo  is  boroe ; 
lormar  ^ni^les  from  the  rill ; 
uiswcn  softer  from  the  hill ; 

sings  the  linnet  from  the  thorn  r 
i  warbles  in  a  tone  less  shrill, 
icrcno!  haU,8acrcdSabbatlimom1 
Boat  dlent  bj  in  aiiy  drove; 
ilarid  yellow  Instre  throws; 
hat  hitcly  sighed  along  tlie  grove, 
L-d  their  downy  wings  in  dcnd  rc- 

1^'  rack  of  clouds  forgeU  to  move — 
lie  diiy  when  the  first  mora  arose ! 


OME !  THE  MERRY  SUMMEH 
MOSTHS. 

■  ;  the  merry  stiraracr  months  of 

,  song,  and  flowers; 

'.  ihe  gladsome  months  that  bring 

eufi[lc^:'^  to  bowers. 

>■  ht'.irt;   ,ind  walk  nbroad:   fling 

liill-,  or  rcjt  thyself  where  peace- 

ters  glide; 

leath  tlie  sh.idow  vast  of  patri- 

al  tree, 

gh  its  lc.ivc»  the  cloudlet  sky  in 

nniiiiillity. 

I  soft,  Us  velvet  touch  is  grntefHl 
■laDd ; 

e  kisa  of  maiden  love,  the  breeze 
nnrl  bland ; 
7 


The  dalsj  and  the  hntteronp  are  nodding 

conrteonsly; 
It  stirs  their  blood  irith  kindest  love,  to  bloM 

and  wdoome  thee ; 
And  mark  how  with  thine  own  tliin  looks— 

they  now  are  silvery  gray- 
That  blissfiil  breeze  is  wantoning,  and  wUi- 

pertig,  "Be  gay  r 

There  li  no  clond  that  sails  along  the  ocean 

of  yon  sky, 
Bot  hath  its  own  winged  mariners  to  give  it 

mdody; 
Then  secst  thdr  gHttering  fiins  outspread,  all 

gleaming  like  red  gold ; 
And  hark  I  with  ihriU  pipe  musical,  thwr 

merry  ooane  they  hold, 
God  bless  them  all,  those  little  ones,  who,  fiu* 

above  this  earth, 
Con  moke  a  scoff  of  its  mean  Joys,  and  vent 

a  nobler  mirth. 

Bat  soft  I  mine  ear  npoanght  a  sonnd, — fhnn 

yonder  wood  it  camel 
The  spirit  of  the  dim  green  glade  did  breathe 

his  own  glad  name : — 
Yes,  it  is  ho!  the  hermit  bird,  that,  apart 

from  all  hi»  kind, 
Slow  spells  his  bcails  monotonons  to  the  soft 

western  wind ; 
Cuckoo!  Cuckoo!  he  «ngs  again. — his  notca 

are  void  of  art ; 
But  simplest  strains  do  soonest  soimd  the 

deep  fouDte  of  the  heart. 

Good  I.ord !  it  is  a  gracious  boon  for  thought- 
crazed  wight  like  me. 

To  smell  agiun  these  summer  fiowers  beneath 
tliis  summer  tree! 

To  suck  once  more  in  every  tircath  their  lit- 
tle sonls  awny, 

And  fee<l  mj  fancy  with  fond  dreams  of 
youth's  briglit  summer  day. 

When,  nisliing  forth  like  untamed  wilt,  tlie 
reckless,  truant  boy 

Wandereil  through  greenwooils  all  day  long, 
a  mighty  heart  of  joy ! 

I'm  sadder  now — I  have  liad  cnnso;  bat  01 

I'm  proud  to  think 
That  each  pure  joy-fount  loved  of  joTt,  I  -j^ 

delight  to  drink; — 


FOBHS   OF   NaTL'RE. 


Uaf,  lilcissoni.  bl:t<it.  hiU,  vaUey,  Htrcain,  ibe 

calm,  nncIoudcJ  sky, 
Btill  mingle  mnac  with  my  dreams,  m  la  Uie 


■B  gone  I 


'i  loveliness  and  ligbt  M  roond 
me  aj.j-fc  and  cold, 
I'll  lienr  iodccd  life's  bcnviost  cnrae, — a  heart 
that  hath  woied  old ! 


Hark — liark!  the  Inrk  nt  hem 
Aii'l  riici-liiia 'gins  nrise, 


Cis?l 


n-.'iHT 


,t  tli(i> 


fin  pli-iliced  flowers  tltat  "l 
Ami  n-iiikins  Miiry-l.mls  bepO 

To  o|io  their  golden  eyei; 
With  Dvcrj-  thing  that  pretty  I 

My  hidy  sweet,  ariae; 


Keen  tm  are  the  lUiMwg 
or  thitC  giber  sphere, 

Whose  LD(«<D»e  lamp  narrows 
In  the  wbil«  dawn  clear, 
Until  we  hardly  see,  we  feel  that  it  U 

AH  the  earth  and  air 

With  thy  voic*  la  loud. 
As,  when  night  i"  hare. 
From  one  lonely  elond 
The  moon  rMns  ont  lior  tiesm!,  iin<l 
is  overflowed. 

What  thoQ  art  wa  know  not ; 

What  is  most  like  tiice? 
From  rainbow-olouds  there  flow 
I>rops  wi  bright  to  see, 
\a  from    thy    presence   showers   a  : 
melod». 


i 


n.. 


TO  THE  SKYLARK. 
,  blithe  (spirit: 


IJird  tiioi 
Tlj:it  from  hoavcn,  or  near  it, 
I'onrest  thy  full  heart 
[d  profn-iO  strains  of  unprcmcdilalcd  art. 

nifhcr  Mi!!  nnd  higher, 

From  the  earlli  thou  spriiige;f, 
Like  a  cloud  of  fire; 

The  blue  deep  thou  win;ri-l, 
And  Biiigiiig  still  dost  soar,  and  sonrin^-  ever 

111  tlic  golden  lighluiTi'T 

or  the  setting  sun, 
O'l'f  H-hieh  eloiiils  are  briplitening, 

Thou  dost  float  and  run ; 
Ukean  erulHMlinl  joy  whow  race  is  jnst  begun. 

Tlie  Jiale,  purple  even 

Melts  around  thy  flight; 
Like  ft  slar  of  he.ivcn, 
In  ihe  broad  daylight, 
rbon  fjl   unseen,  but  yet  J   hear  thy  shrill 
delight. 


Like  a  poet  hidden 

In  the  light  of  tbattgbt| 

Singing  hymns  imhidJon, 
Till  the  world  is  wrought 
To  svnipalliT  with  hopes  nnd  ftar^  it 

hike  ,1  high-born  maiden, 

Soothing  her  loTC-laden 

Soul  in  secret  hour 

^\'ilb  music  s«-eet  :^a  lovo,  wliidi  o- 

Like  a  glow-wonu  golden. 

In  a  dell  of  dew. 
Scri  tiering  mi  beholden 

Its  aijria!  hue 
.\nion;'  tlie  flowers  and  grass  which  = 

Like  ;i  rose  embowered 

In  its  own  green  leaves, 
Hy  nanu  winds  deflowered. 


Suimd  of  vernal  showers 
On  the  twinkling  griiss, 

Riiiu-a wakened  flowers, 

All  that  ever  WKs 

■bivoii''.  nud  frosh.  and  cle.ir,  thy  n 


THR   LASE 


Teadi  na  iprite  or  bird 

THut  airoet  thonfjhts  are  thine: 
I  have  nerer  Iicard 
Praiae  of  love  or  wina 
htt  panted  finrth  a  flood  of  rapture  bo  divine. 

Cborna  hTineneal, 

Or  triumphant  chant, 
Matched  with  thine  woold  he  all 

Bat  an  empty  vannt — 
k  tiling  wherein  we  feel  there  la  aoma  hidden 

What  otiijecta  are  the  fonntoina 

Of  thy  happy  gtrwn ) 
What  fields,  or  waves,  or  mountaJQa? 
That  ahapen  of  sty  or  plain  I 
fkat  love  of  thine  own  kind  !  what  ignorance 
of  painf 

With  thy  dear,  keen  joyance 

Longnor  cannot  In; 
Shades  of  annoyance 

Xever  come  near  thee ; 
\oa  lovcst,  lint  De"or  knew  love's  sad  satiety. 

Waking,  or  asleep, 

Tfaoii  of  denth  must  deem 
Things  more  tnie  or  deep 
Tlian  we  tnortnls  dream ; 
*r  bow  could  thy  notes  flow  in  sticb  n  c^y^ltu] 
stream  t 

We  look  before  and  after, 

And  pine  for  what  ia  not ; 
Oar  sinceredt  langhter 

With  some  pi^  ia  ft-noght ; 
>tr  twe«test  aongi  are  those  that  teU  of  sad- 
dest thooght 

Yet  if  we  conld  scorn 

Iloto,  and  pride,  and  fwx; 
If  we  were  tlitngs  bom 
Not  to  ahed  a  tear, 
Ifauwnot  how  thyjoy  we  ever  should  come 
near. 

Batter  tluB  all  measnrea 

Of  ddigfatfUl  sound; 
Better  than  aB  treaaurea 
Hut  in  books  are  fotuid, 
tkj  doE  to  poet  were,  thou  scomer  of  the 
granndl 


Teach  me  half  the  glodneas 

That  thy  brain  most  know, 
Soch  harmoniona  madness 
From  my  lipa  would  flow, 
The  world  should  listen  then,  na  I  am  listei] 
ing  now. 

FiioT  Bnaai  Sbiuii. 


THE  LARK. 

Binn  of  the  wilderness. 
Blithesome  and  oumberless, 

Sweet  be  thy  matin  o'er  moorland  and  leal 
Emblem  of  happiness. 
Blest  is  thy  dwelling-place — 

Oh  to  abide  in  the  desert,  with  tlieel 
Wild  is  thy  Iny,  and  loud, 
Far  in  the  downy  cloud; 

Love  gives  it  energy — love  gave  it  tnrtli) 
Wliere,  on  thy  dewy  wing — 
Wlicre  art  thou  journeying  ? 

Thy  lay  is  in  heaven — thy  love  is  on  earth. 

O'er  fell  and  fountain  sheen. 
O'er  moor  and  mountain  green. 

O'er  the  red  streiinier  that  heralds  the  day; 
Over  the  clouiUet  dim, 
Over  the  rainbow's  rim, 

Musical  clicrub,  soar,  singiiig,  away! 

Then,  when  the  gluaming  cuines, 
Low  in  the  heather  blooms. 

Sweet  nil!  thy  weloomo  and  bed  of  love  bel 
Emhlem  of  happincas. 
Blent  is  thy  dwelling-place — 

Oh  to  abide  in  the  de^rt  with  thee! 

Jaud  Uoao. 


SOSG. 

T 13  sweet  to  ho.ir  the  merry  l.irk, 

Th.it  bill?  a  blithe  gooU-iworrow ; 
But  su-eeter  Id  bark,  in  the  twinkling  dark 

To  the  soolliinjj:  soiig  of  sorrow. 
O  nightingale !    -What  doth  she  ail  ? 

And  ia  she  sad  or  jolly  1 
For  ne'er  on  earth  was  sound  of  mirth 

So  like  to  melancholy. 

The  merry  lark,  ho  so.irs  on  high, 
Xo  worldly  thouglit  o'en5l^;«^^\^ft•■ 


POEMS   OF   NATHBE. 


He  sings  alouil  to  xha  i'li':ir  blue  skj, 
AtiJ  the  dnjUplit  rhnt  awolcea  liim. 

A*  nwct't  a  lay,  bm  Icml,  na  goj, 
T}jp  DighCingnle  is  trilliDg; 

Willi  ft-i-ling;  bliiisi,  no  Ics?  than  Ub, 
fler  little  heart  is  tlirilling. 

Yet  ever  and  anon,  a  sigh 

Peers  through  hor  la\ish  mirtli ; 
For  the  larli'g  bold  song  is  of  the  sky, 

And  hers  is  of  the  eiirth. 
By  niglit  and  day,  alio  tnnes 

To  drive  awny  all  sorrow; 
For  hliss,  alas  I  to-night  tnog 

And  woe  may  come  to-nit 


SONG. 

Pack  o.lords  away,  and  welof 

With  uight  we  banish  sort 
Sweet  air,  blow  soft;  mount, 

To  give  niy  love  good -morrow 
Wiri'Ts  from  the  wind  to  please  her  uiind, 

Xotes  from  the  lark  I'll  borrow ; 
Binl,  prune  thy  wing;  nightingale,  aing, 

To  give  my  love  good-morrow. 

To  give  my  love  good-morrow, 

Notes  from  thcin  all  I'll  borrow, 

WaVe  from  thy  nest,  robin  redbreast. 
Sing,  birds,  In  every  furrow  ; 

An<l  from  eaeh  hill  let  mo.-ic  shrill 
Giro  my  fiiir  love  good-morrow. 

Blackbird  and  thrusli  in  every  bnsh. 
Stare,  linnet,  and  cock-sparrow. 

You  pretty  elce;*,  amongst  yourselre?, 
Sing  my  fiiir  love  good -morrow. 
To  give  my  love  good-morrow, 
Sing,  birds  in  every  furrow. 


THE  AN'GLER'S  TKYSTING-TREE. 

Siso,  aweet  thrushes,  forth  and  sing! 

Meet  the  mom  upon  tlie  lea; 
Are  the  emer.ilds  of  the  spring 

On  the  angler's  try  sting-tree? 

Tell,  sweet  thrushes,  tell  to  mel 


Are  there  bnds  on  onr  willow-tree  ? 
Bnds  and  birds  on  our  trysting-troe  I 

Sing,  sweet  tlimshos,  fbrth  and  sing  I 
Have  you  met  the  honoy-bee, 

Oireling  upon  rapid  wing, 
'Bonnd  the  angler's  try  sting-tree  T 
Up,  sweet  t.lirashcs,  np  and  see  I 
Are  there  bees  at  onr  willow -treef 
Birds  and  bees  at  the  lrysting-tre«. 

;,  sweet  thmshcs,  forth  and  sing! 
ire  the  fonnttuns  gushing  free? 
be  sooth  wind  wandering 
hrough  the  angler's  trystlng-treel 
Fp,  sweel  thrashes,  tcU  to  mel 
J  there  wind  np  our  willow-tree? 
rind  or  calm  at  oar  trystiug-treet 

;,  sweet  thrashes,  forth  and  singt 
Pile  OS  Willi  a  merry  glee ; 
the  flowery  haunts  of  spring — 
o  the  angler's  trysting-tree. 

Tell,  sivcot  thvnsbea,  tell  to  mc! 

Are  tliere  flowers 'neath  onr  willow-t:i> 

Spring  and  flowers  at  the  trji^ting-trci. 


THE  ANGLER. 

On!  the  gallant  flsher's  life. 

It  is  the  best  of  any : 
Tis  fall  of  plea'iure,  void  of  strife^ 

And  't  is  l)eloved  by  many ; 
Other  joys 

Only  this 
Lawful  is ; 
For  our  skill 
Breeds  no  ill. 
But  content  and  plcnmire. 

In  a  niorninp,  np  we  rise, 

Ere  Aurora's  peeping; 
Drink  a  cup  to  wash  onr  cye^. 

Leave  the  singgard  slcepinn; 

To  and  fro, 
With  our  knacks 
At  our  backs, 


To  Buch  streams 

As  the  Ttaunes, 

It  ire  have  the  leisure. 

WbeD  we  please  to  walk  abroad 

For  oar  recreation ; 
In  the  Gelds  is  oar  abode, 
Fall  of  delectation, 

Where,  in  a  brook. 

With  a  hoolc— 

Or  a  lake,— 

Ush  we  take ; 

There  ire  sit, 

For  a  bit, 
Tilt  we  fish  entangle. 

^t  htTa  gentles  in  a  horn, 
Te  have  pBBt«  and  worms  too ; 

¥e  un  watch  both  night  and  moi 
Buffer  rain  anil  atornia  too ; 
Kone  do  here 

Oatbs  do  fray 
Fish  away ; 
We  sit  still, 
Watch  onr  qnill ; 
Fubers  must  not  wrangle. 

Iflltnan's  excessive  heat 
Kiks  our  bodies  swelt«r, 
To  ID  osier  hedge  wo  get, 
for  a  friendly  shelter ; 
Wliere— inadyke. 
Parch  or  pike, 
Kuiu'h  or  daice, 
We  do  rhase, 
Bleak  or  gudgeon, 
Withont  grodging; 
"■f  are  still  contented. 

Of.  vt  sometimes  pass  an  hour 

Tnder  a  green  willow, 
IW  defends  as  from  a  shower, 

Hiiing  earth  our  pillow  ; 

Think  and  pray. 
Before  death 
Stops  onr  breath ; 
Other  joys 
Are  bnt  toys, 
And  to  be  lamented. 


VERSES  IN  PRAISE  OF  ANGLING. 

QniTSBtNo  fears,  heart-tearing  cares. 
Anxious  sighs,  nnttmely  tears, 

Fly,  fly  to  oonrtB, 

Fly  to  fond  worldlings'  sports. 
Where  strained  sardonicamilesareglosing  still 
And  grief  is  forced  to  langh  against  her  will, 

Where  mirth  'a  but  mummery. 

And  sorrows  anly  real  be. 


Fly  from  onr  country  paatiines,  fly. 
Sad  troops  of  human  misery, 

Come,  serene  looks. 

Clear  as  the  cryatal  brooks. 
Or  the  pare  azured  heaven  that  amilea  to  sea 
The  rich  attendance  on  onr  poverty ; 

Peace  and  a  secare  mind. 

Which  ail  men  seek,  we  only  find. 

Abused  mortals  I  did  yon  know 

Where  joy,  heart's  ease,  and  comforts  grow, 

You  'il  acorn  proud  towers 

And  seek  them  in  tbi 
Where  winds,  sooietimcs,  ol 

may  sh.ike, 
But  blustering  tare  could  oov 


;se  bowers, 

ir  woods  perhaps 


ertempestmake, 
ne  nigh  os, 
Saving  of  fountaina  that  glide  by  us. 

Ilere  's  no  f:intastic  mask  nor  dance. 
But  of  oar  kids  that  friak  and  prance; 

Unless  upon  the  green 
Two  harmless  lambs  a  re  butting  one  the  other, 
Which  done,  both  bleating  run,  each  to  his 
mother ; 

And  wounds  ore  never  found, 
Save  what  the  pluughsliare  gives  the 
groand. 


Unless  it  be 

The  fond  credulity 
Of  silly  fiali,  which  (worldling  like)  still  look 
Upon  the  bait,  but  never  on  the  hook ; 

Nor  envy,  'less  among 

Thebirda,  for  price  of  their  sweet  song. 

Go,  let  the  diving  negro  seek 

For  gems,  hiJ  in  sora<j  lortom  ciceV-. 


POEMS  OF  NATURE. 


We  (ill  jicarls  spom 

Siivc  whiit  the  dewy  .oora 
Oongenls  upon  each  little  spire  of  grnsa, 
Wbiuh  carek-aa  slieplierils  oeftt  dovn  im  they 
pii"s; 

And  gold  ne'er  here  nppeara, 

Sfivo  what  tlje  jellow  Oeres  bears. 

Blest  silent  groTo-i,  oh.  rimy  you  be, 
For  over,  iidrtli's  Let  nnr^ieryl 

May  pure  conliDts 

For  ever  pitcli  their  tff 
Upon  these  donna,  tbose  mei 

thcfo  mountain*, 
And  poaeo  stdt   slumber   by 
foitntuhi^ 

Which  wo  may  every  f 

Mut't^  when  n'o  eoina  a 


Til£  AXGLEli'S  W 

I  IS  tbese  flowery  mcmis  wouhl  bp. 

These  crystal  streams  should  solace  mo; 

To  whoso  hiirnionioiis  liiilililin!j  noise 

],  n'itli  my  angle,  wonld  rejoice, 
Sit  here,  and  see  the  turtlo-ilovc 
Court  his  chaste  male  to  acts  of  loi  e ; 

Or,  on  thiit  Imiik,  feel  the  west  wind 
Breathe  health  and  plenty ;  please  my  tniad, 
To  see  sweet  dew-iirops  ti>s  these  flowers, 
And  then  wii.>hoii  off  by  April  showers; 
Here,  liear  my  kcuua  sing  a  aoug: 
There,  see  a  blackbir.l  fowl  her  young, 

Or  a  lavcniek  build  lier  nest ; 

Here,  give  iny  weary  spirits  rest, 

And  raise  my  low-pitched  thoughts  ntjove 

Earth,  or  what  poor  mortols  love. 

Thus,  free  from  lawsuits,  and  the  noise 
Of  princes'  courts,  I  would  rejoice ; 

Or,  with  my  Bryan  and  a  book. 

Loiter  long  days  near  Shawford  brook ; 

There  sit  by  him,  and  eat  my  meat ; 

There  see  the  sun  both  rise  and  set; 

There  hid  good  morning  to  next  day; 

Tliere  meditate  my  time  away; 

Anil  angle  on ;  and  beg  tu  have 

A  qiiitt  pasjago  to  a  welcome  grnvo. 


THE  boboldtb:       ^H 

Boboune!  Uiut  in  tlie  meadow, ^H 
Or  beneath  the  ornhord's  idiadow, 
Eeepest  up  a  constant  rattle 
Joyoua  03  my  children's  prattle, 
Welcome  to  the  north  again  I 
Welcome  to  mine  ear  thy  strain, 
Welcome  to  mine  eye  the  sight 
Of  thy  huS,  thy  black  and  vrhite. 
Brighter  plomcs  may  greet  the  gaa 
Bj  the  hunks  of  Amazon ; 
Sweeter  tones  may  weave  the  spell 
Of  enchanting  Philomel ; 
Bat  the  tropic  bird  would  fail. 
And  the  Eogliah  niglitingole. 
If  we  should  compare  their  worth 
With  thine  endless,  gnahing  mirth. 

■ffben  tlio  idea  of  May  arc  post, 
June  and  Sommer  nearmg  Atst, 
While  from  depths  of  bine  above 
Comes  the  miglity  breath  of  love, 
Cnllin;:  out  each  bud  and  flower 
With  resistless,  gecret  |)ower,— 
Waking  hope  and  fond  deare, 
Kindling  the  erotic  fire,— 
Riling  youths'  and  mniilcns'  dreams 
With  mysterious,  pleasing  themes; 
Tlieii.  amid  the  sunlight  clear 
Floating  ill  the  fragrant  air. 
Thou  dost  All  each  heart  with  pleasm 
By  thy  glad  ecstatic  measure. 

A  single  note,  so  sweet  ami  low, 
Uke  a  full  heart's  overflow, 
Forms  the  prelude;  but  tlie  strain 
Gives  1^0  such  tone  again, 
For  the  wild  and  saucy  song 
Leaps  and  skips  the  notes  among. 
With  such  quick  and  sprirtive  play, 
Ne'er  was  madder,  merrier  lay. 

Gayest  songster  of  tlio  Spring! 
Thy  melodies  before  mo  bring 
Visions  of  some  drcaiii-built  land, 
Where,  by  constant  zcidiyrs  fanned, 
I  might  walk  the  livelong  ilay, 
Kmbosomed  in  jierpelual  May. 
Nor  care  nor  fear  thy  bosom  knows; 
For  thee  a  tempest  never  blows; 


THE  CUGKOO. 


Bat  when  our  northerQ  Summer  ^s  o^er, 
Bj  Delaware's  or  SebayUdll's  shore 
The  wild  rice  lifts  its  airy  head, 
And  rojal  feasts  for  thee  are  spread. 
And  when  the  Winter  threatens  there, 
Th J  tireless  wings  yet  own  no  fear, 
Bat  bear  thee  to  more  sonthem  coasts, 
Par  beyond  the  reach  of  firosts. 


Bobolink  I  still  may  thy  gladness 
Take  from  me  all  taints  of  sadness ; 
im  my  sool  with  trnst  nnshaken 
In  that  Being  who  has  taken 
Gare  for  every  living  thing. 
In  Sammer,  Winter,  Fall,  and  Spring. 

Thomas  Hili. 


TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

Hail,  beaateons  stranger  of  the  grovel 

Thoa  messenger  of  Spring  I 
Kow  heaven  repairs  thy  roral  seat. 

And  woods  thy  welcome  sing. 

8oon  as  the  daisy  decks  the  green. 

Thy  certain  voice  we  hear. 
Bast  thoa  a  star  to  gaide  thy  path, 

Or  mark  the  rolling  year  ? 

Deligbtfol  \'istant!  with  theo 

I  hail  the  time  of  flowers, 
And  hear  the  soand  of  music  sweet 

From  birds  aniong  the  bowers. 

The  schoolboy,  wandering  through  the  wood 

To  pull  the  primrose  gay, 
Starts,  thy  most  curious  voice  to  hear. 

And  imitates  thy  lay. 

What  time  the  pea  puts  on  the  bloom, 

Thon  flicst  thy  vocal  vale. 
An  annual  guest  in  other  lands, 

Another  Spring  to  haiL 

Sweet  bird !  thy  bower  is  ever  green, 

Thy  sky  is  ever  clear ; 
Thou  hast  no  sorrow  in  thy  song, 

Ifo  Winter  in  thy  year  I 

Oh,  could  I  fly,  rd  fly  with  thee  I 

We  'd  make,  with  joyful  wing. 
Oar  annual  visit  o^er  the  globe, 

Attendants  on  the  Spring. 

JOHH  LooAir. 


TO  THE  CUCKOO. 


0  BLiTHB  new-comer  I  I  have  heard* 

1  hear  thee  and  r^oice. 

0  Cuckoo  I  shall  I  call  thee  bird. 
Or  but  a  wandering  voice  ? 

While  I  am  lying  on  the  grass, 
Thy  twofold  shout  I  hear; 
From  hill  to  hill  it  seems  to  pass, 
At  once  far  oflj  and  near. 

Though  babbling  only  to  the  vale, 
Of  sunshine  and  of  flowers, 
Thou  bringest  unto  me  a  tale 
Of  visionary  hours. 

Thrice  welcome,  darling  of  the  Spring 
Even  yet  thou  art  to  me 
No  bird,  but  an  invisible  thing, 
A  voice,  a  mystery ; 

The  same  that  in  my  school-boy  days 

1  listened  to— that  cry 

Which  made  me  look  a  thousand  wayH, 
In  bush,  and  tree,  and  sky. 

To  seek  thee  did  I  often  rove 
Tlirough  woods  and  on  the  green ; 
And  thou  wert  still  a  hope,  a  love- 
Still  longed  for,  never  seen. 

And  I  can  listen  to  thee  vet : 
Can  lie  upon  the  plain 
And  listen  till  I  do  beget 
That  golden  time  again. 

O  blessed  bird !  the  earth  we  pace, 
Again  appears  to  be 
An  unsubstantial,  faery  place, 
That  is  fit  home  for  thee ! 

"William  "Woedswobti 


THE  CUCKOO  AXD  TIIE  XIGIITEN 

GALE. 

I. 

The  God  of  Love, — ah  henedkiU  ! 
Uow  mighty  and  how  great  a  lord  is  he  I 
For  ho  of  low  hearts  can  make  high ;  of  hi 
He  can  make  low,  and  unto  death  bring  nig 
And  hard  hearts,  ho  can  make  them  kind  t^ 
free. 
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IL 

Within  a  little  time,  as  hath  heen  found, 

He  can  make  sick  folk  whole  and  fresh  and 

somid: 
Them  who  are  whole  in  body  and  in  mind, 
He  can  moke  ^ck ;  bind  can  he  and  unbind 
All  that  he  will  have  bound,  or  have  unbound. 

m. 

To  tell  his  might  my  wit  may  not  suffice ; 
Foolish  men  he  can  make  them  out  of  wiso^ 
For  he  may  do  all  that  he  will  devise ; 
Loose  livers  he  can  make  abate  their  vice, 
And  proud  hearts  can  make  tremble  in  a  tric^i. 

IV. 

In  briefi  the  whole  of  what  he  will  he  may ; 
Against  him  dare  not  any  wight  say  nay ; 
To  himible  or  afflict  whomever  he  will, 
To  gladden  or  to  grieve,  he  hath  like  skill ; 
But  most  his  might  he  sheds  on  the  eve  of 
May. 

V. 

For  every  true  heart,  gentle  heart  and  free, 
That  with  him  is,  or  thinkcth  so  to  be. 
Now,  agiunst  May,  shall  have  some  stirring, — 

whether 
To  joy,  or  be  it  to  some  mourning ;  never, 
At  other  time,  methinks,  in  like  degree. 

VL 

For  now,  when  they  may  hear  the  small  birds' 

song. 
And  see  the  budding  leaves  the  branches 

throng. 
This  unto  their  remembrance  doth  bring 
All  kinds  of  pleasure,  mixed  with  sorrowing; 
And  longing  of  sweet  thoughts  that  ever  long. 

VIL 

And  of  that  longing  heaviness  doth  come, 
Whence  oft  great  sickness  grows  of  heart  and 

home; 
Sick  are  they  all  for  lack  of  their  desire ; 
And  thus  in  May  their  hearts  are  set  on  fire, 
3o  that  they  burn  forth  in  great  martyrdom. 

vni. 

In  sooth,  I  speak  from  feeling;  what  though 

now 
Old  am  I,  and  to  genial  pleasure  slow ; 


Tet  have  I  felt  of  fflckness  through  the  II 
Both  hot  and  cold,  and  heart-aches  e^ 

day,— 
How  hard,  alas!  to  bear,  I  only  know 

iz. 

Such  shaking  doth  the  fever  in  me  keep 
Through  all  this  May,  that  I  have  little  8t< 
And  also  'tis  not  likely  unto  me. 
That  any  living  heart  should  sleepy  be, 
In  which  Love's  dart  its  fiery  point  doth  sU 


But  tossing  lately  on  a  sleepless  bed, 
I  of  a  token  thought,  which  lovers  heed  * 
How  among  them  it  was  a  common  tale. 
That  it  was  good  to  hear  the  nightingale 
Ere  the  vile  cuckoo's  note  be  utterdd. 


And  then  I  thought  anon,  as  it  was  day, 
I  gladly  would  go  somewhere  to  essay 
If  I  perchance  a  nightingale  might  hear; 
For  yet  had  I  heard  none,  of  all  that  year 
And  it  was  then  the  third  night  of  th^  Mi 


And  soon  as  I  a  glimpse  of  day  espied, 
No  longer  would  I  in  my  bed  abide ; 
But  straightway  to  a  wood,  that  was  hard 
Forth  did  I  go,  alone  and  fearlessly. 
And  held  the  pathway  down  by  a  brook-i 

xni. 

Till  to  a  lawn  I  came,  all  white  and  grea 

I  in  so  Mr  a  one  had  never  been : 

The  ground  was  green,  with  daisy  powd< 

over; 
Tall  were  the  flowers,  the  grove  a  lofty  cc 
AH  green  and  white,  and  nothing  else 


seen. 


xrv. 


There  sat  I  down  among  the  fair,  f 

flowers, 
And  saw  the  b''*ds  come  tripping  from  i 

bowers. 
Where  they  had  rested  them  all  night; 

they. 
Who  were  so  joyful  at  the  lignt  of  day, 
Began  to  honor  May  with  all  thb'«*  pow« 


THE   CDCEOO   A.KD   TEB   NIGBTINQALE. 


fbej  know  that  service  all  b;  rote ; 
«  was  manj  aad  manf  e.  lovelj  note — 
iging  loud,  oj  if  thoj  had  compltuned ; 
h  their  notes  another  manner  feigned ; 
be  did  nag  all  oat  with  the  fall  throat. 

xn. 
med  themselves,  Slid  made  themselves 

and  leaping  light  npon  the  spraj ; 
r  two  and  two  together  were, 
e  as  thaj  bad  chosen  for  the  jear, 
int  Valentine's  returning  day. 


ile  the  stream,  whose  bank  I  sat  npon, 
dng  SQcb  a  noise  as  it  ran  on, 
at  to  the  sweet  birdji'  harmony; 
ht  that  it  was  the  beat  melody 


delight,  bat  Low  I  never  wot, 
imbcr  and  a  swoon  was  caught, 
ulecp  and  yet  not  waking  wholly  ; 
'.  lay.  the  Ouckoo,  bin]  unltoly, 
leaoc,  or  1  beard  bim  in  my  thought. 


t  was  right  upon  a  tree  fast  by, 

0  was  then  ill  satined  but  I  ? 

d.  quotb  I,  that  died  upon  the  rood, 

(c  and  thy  base  throat  keep  all  that  'a 

d; 

ejoy  have  I  now  of  thy  cry. 


I  with  the  Cuckoo  thns  'gan  chido, 
eit  buiih  that  was  me  fast  beside, 
the  lust?  Xigbtiagole  so  »ng, 
■  clear  i  oice  mode  a  loud  rioting, 
through  all  the  greenwood  wide. 


d  sweet  Nightingale !  for  my  heart's 

ut  thoQ  stayed  a  little  while  too  long ; 
uve  had  the  aony  Oockoo  here, 
hatli  been  before  thee  with  her  song ; 
t  OB  berl  she  hath  done  me  wrong. 


Bat  hear  yon  now  a  wondrous  thing,  I  pray; 
As  long  as  in  that  swooning-flt  I  lay, 

Methought  I  wist  right  well  what  Ihaae  birds 

And  had  good  knowing  both  of  their  intent. 
And  of  their  speech,  and  all  that  they  ivonld 
say. 

The  Kightjngale  thus  in  my  hearing  spake : — 
Good  Onckoo,  seek  some  other  bush  or  broke, 
And,  prithee,  let  us,  that  con  ung,  dwell  here ; 
For  every  wi^t  eschews  thy  song  to  hear, 
Bnch  nnoouth  edn^ng  verily  dost  tboa  make. 


What  1  quoth  she  then,  what  is 't  that  ails  thee 

now? 
It  seems  to  me  I  sing  as  well  as  thoa ; 
For  mine's  a  song  that  is  both  truo  and 

Although  I  cannot  quaver  so  in  vain 

As  thou  dost  in  thy  throat,  I  wot  not  how. 


AB  men  may  understanding  haie  of  rne, 
Bat,  Nightingale,  so  may  tlicj  not  of  tlice; 
Fur  tliou  haat  many  a  foolish  and  quaint 

cry: — 
Tbou  snjest  Oske,  Osek,  then  how  may  I 
Have  knowledge,  I  thee  pray,  what  this  may 

bef 


Ah !  fool,  quoth  she,  wist  thou  not  what  it  ist 
Oft  aa  I  say  Oseb,  Oske,  1  wis, 
Then  mean  I,  tlmt  I  should  be  wondrous  tcin 
That  shamefully  they  one  and  all  were  slain. 
Whoever  against  Love  mean  aiiglit  amiss. 


And  also  would  I  that  t)icy  all  n-ero  dead, 
Who  do  not  think  in  love  their  life  to  lead. 
For  who  is  loth  the  God  of  Love  to  obey 
Is  only  St  to  die,  I  dare  well  say ; 
And  for  that  cause  Osee  I  cry ;  take  heed  I 


Ay,  quoth  the  Cuckoo,  that  is  a  quaint  law- 
That  all  must  love  or  die ;  but  1  withdraw. 
And  take  my  leave  of  oil  aac^i  (wm^aiL^. 
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For  mj  intent  it  neither  is  to  die, 

Uor  ever  while  I  live  Love's  yoke  to  draw. 

XXIX. 

For  lovers,  of  all  folk  that  be  alive, 
The  most  disquiet  have,  and  least  do  thrive ; 
Most  feeling  have  of  sorrow,  woe,  and  care, 
And  the  least  welfare  cometh  to  their  share ; 
What  need  is   there   against  the  truth  to 
strive? 


What !  qaoth  she,  thou  art  all  out  of  thy  mind. 
That,  in  thy  churlishness,  a  cause  canst  find 
To  speak  of  Love's  true  servants  in  this  mood ; 
For  in  this  world  no  service  is  so  good, 
To  every  wight  that  gentle  is  of  kind. 

-*   -^   -^  *  T 

For  thereof  comes  all  goodness  and  all  worth ; 
And  gentiless  and  honor  thence  come  forth ; 
Thence  worship  comes,   content,  and    true 

heart's  pleasure. 
And  full-assured  trust,  joy  without  measure. 
And  jollity,  fresh  cheerfulness,  and  mirth ; 

xxxn. 

And  bounty,  lowliness,  and  courtesy. 
And  seemliness,  and  faithful  company. 
And  dread  of  shame  that  will  not  do  amiss ; 
For  he  that  faithfully  Love's  servant  is, 
Elather  than  be  disgraced,  would  chuse  to  die. 

xxxin. 

And  that  the  very  truth  it  is  which  1 
Now  say, — in  such  belief  I  'U  live  and  die ; 
And,  Ouckoo,  do  thou  so,  by  my  advice. 
Then,  quoth  she,  let  me  never  hope  for  bliss. 
If  with  that  counsel  I  do  e'er  comply. 

xxxrv. 

Good  Nightingale!  thou  speakest  wondrous 

fair. 
Yet,  for  all  that,  the  truth  is  found  elsewhere ; 
For  Love  in  young  folk  is  but  rage,  I  wis, 
And  Love  in  old  folk  a  great  dotage  is ; 
Who  most  it  useth,  him  't  will  most  impair. 


For  thereof  come  all  contraries  to  gladness ; 
riieuce  sickness  comes,  and  overwhelming 
sadneaa, 


Mistrust  and  Jealousy,  despite,  debate, 
Dishonor,  shame,  envj  importanate, 
Pride,  anger,  mischief^  poverty,  and  mi 

XXXYI. 

• 
Loving  is  aye  an  office  of  despair, 

And  one  thing  is  therein  which  is  not  i 

For  whoso  gets  of  love  a  little  bliss, 

Unless  it  always  stay  with  him,  I  wis 

He  may  full  soon  go  with  an  old  man's 


And  therefore.  Nightingale!   do  thoa 

nigh; 
For,  trust  me  well,  in  spite  of  thy  quau 
If  long  time  from  thy  mate  thou  be,  or 
Thou  'It  be  as  others  that  forsaken  are; 
Then  shalt  thou  raise  a  clamor  as  do  L 


xxxnn. 

Fie,  quoth  she,  on  thy  name,  bird  ill  be 
The  God  of  Love  afflict  thee  with  all  U 
For  thou  art  worse  than  mad  a  thousand 
For  many  a  one  hath  idrtues  manifold, 
Who  had  been  naught,  if  Love  had  nevo 

XXXTX. 

For  evermore  his  servants  Love  amend 
And  he  from  every  blemish  them  defei 
And  maketh  them  to  bum,  as  in  a  fire, 
In  loyalty  and  worshipful  desire ; 
And,  when  it  likes  him,  joy  enough 
sendeth. 


Thou  Nightingale  [  the  Cuckoo  said,  be 
For  Love  no  reason  hath  but  his  own  i 
For  to  th'  untrue  he  oft  gives  ease  and 
True  lovers  doth  so  bitterly  annoy, 
He  lets  them  perish  through  that  griep 


With  such  a  master  would  I  never  be, 
For  he,  in  sooth,  is  blind,  and  may  not 
And  knows  not  when  ho  hnrts  and  wl 

heals; 
Within  liis  court  fuU  seldom  tmth  ayail 
So  diverse  in  his  wilfulness  is  he. 

Then  of  the  Nightingale  did  I  take  not 
How  from  her  inmost  heart  a  sigh  slie  ht 


THE   CDCEOO   AND   THB   MOHTINOALE. 


id:  Alw  that  ever  1  was  born  I 

e  word  bare  I  now,  1  'm  so  foriotn ; 

ilh  that  word,  she  into  t«an  bunt  oat 


laa  I  mj  very  heart  will  break, 

■he,  to  hear  this  chnrliah  bird  thus 


t,  and  of  his  holy  serricee; 
3od  of  Love !  thou  help  n 


a  this  Cackoo  I  maj  wreat 


t,  Buthought,  I  started  up  anon, 
>  the  brook  I  ran  and  got  a  stone, 
■I  the  Cuckoo  hardilj  I  cast, 
B  for  dnsad  did  S;  aw(^  full  fast ; 
ad,  in  aooth,  was  I  when  he  was  gone. 


I  he  flew,  the  Cnckoo,  ever  and  aje, 
Tying:    "Farewelll — farewell,  Popln- 

i  scomftil  mockery  of  mo ; 

I I  hnnt»d  him  from  tree  to  tree, 
was  &r,  all  ont  of  sight,  away. 

XtVL 
xaightway  came  the  Nightingale  to  me, 
kid:   Forsooth,  my  friend,  do  I  thank 
ee. 

loQ  wert  near  to  rescae  mo ;  and  now 
lie  God  of  Love  I  make  a  row, 
n  this  ^y  I  will  thy  songstress  bo. 


idsfiett,  I  thanked  her ;  and  she  said : 

I  iHshap  no  longer  be  disniayed, 

b  thou  the  Cuckoo  heard,  ere  thou 

vd'st  me; 

I  Eve  it  shall  amended  be, 

nazt  May  comes,  if  I  am  not  aft'iud. 


ie  thinjt  will  I  coonsel  thee  also: 
iduM  tnist  not  thou,  nor  tus  Love's  saw ; 
,t  b«  laid  is  ao  oatrageons  lie. 
atUiv  sliall  me  bring  thereti>,  qaoth  I, 
in  md  It  bith  done  me  mighty  woe. 


Tea,  hath  it?   Use,  quoth  she,  this  medicine: 
This  Majr-time,  every  day  before  thon  dine. 
Go  look  on  the  fl-esb  daisy;  then  say  I, 
Although,  for  piun,  thou  mayst  be  like  to  die, 
Thon  wilt  be  eased,  and  less  wilt  droop  and 
pine. 

And  mind  always  that  thon  be  good  and  troe, 
And  I  wHI  sing  one  song,  of  many  new, 
For  love  of  thee,  as  loud  as  I  may  cry. 
And  then  did  she  begin  this  song  full  high, 
"  Beshraw  all  them  that  are  in  love  untrue." 


And  soon  as  she  bad  sung  it  to  an  end, 
Now  fiirowell,  quoth  she,  for  I  hence  most 

And,  God  of  Love,  that  can  right  well  and 

may, 
Send  onto  thee  as  mickle  Joy  this  day, 
As  ever  he  to  lover  yet  did  send. 


Thus  takes  the  Niglitiugale  lier  leave  of  me; 
I  pray  to  God  witli  her  always  to  be. 
And  joy  of  love  to  send  her  evermore; 
And  shield  us  from  the  Cuckoo  and  her  lore. 
For  there  is  not  so  false  a  bird  m  she. 


Forth  then  she  flew,  tlic  gentle  Nightingale, 
To  oil  the  birds  that  lodgeil  witliin  that  dole, 
And  gathered  each  ond  all  into  one  place. 
And  them  besoiiglit  to  hear  her  doleful  case; 
And  thus  it  n~as  that  she  began  her  tale : 


The  Cuckoo,— 'tis  not  well  that  I  shouii? 

now  she  and  1  did  each  the  other  chide, 
And  without  ceasing,  since  it  was  daylight; 
And  now  I  pray  you  all  to  do  me  right 
Of  that  false  bird,  whom  Love  cannot  abide. 


Then  spaku  one  bird,  and  fall  assent  all  gave: 
This  matter  askcth  counsel  good  ns  grave ; 
For  birds  we  are — oil  here  together  hroughl ; 
And,  in  good  sooth,  the  Cuckoo  here  \s  twA", 
And  therefore  wb  a  Parliament  \(\\\\\aw. 
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Anil  thereat  slioJl  tljo  Eiigle  be  our  Lord, 
An'l  otliar  Peers  wbo»;  Donies  ore  an  lecord. 
A  Gucnmoitii  lo  tlic  Cuckoo  sha]]  be  tent, 
Aod  judgment  tbore  tie  given',  w,  tlist  inteal 
Fuling,  we  finally  i>hull  moke  aooord. 


AdiI  all  this  sliall  be  doue,  witbont  a  nit;, 
Tlio  morrow  after  Saint  Valentbe's  day, 
Under  a  maple  that  ij  well  b 
Before  the  cbaniber-iTiiidow 
At  Woodstouk,  on  the  mq 


She  thanked  them;  and  tin 

took, 
And  flc^v  into  a  hawthorn  1^ 
And  there  she  snt  and  eiing,. 
"For  terra  of  life  Love  ehl 

So  loudly,  that  I  with  that  s 


Unlearned  Book  and  rude,  us  well  I  know, — 
For  be:iiitj  thou  hast  none,  nor  eloquence, — 
Who  did  on  thee  the  hariiiness  bestow 
To  appear  before  my  Ladyl  But  a  sense 
Thou  surely  hast  of  her  benevolence, 
Whereof  her  hourly  bearing  proof  doth  give 
For  of  all  ^ood  aho  is  the  best  alive. 

Alaa,  [)Oor  Book!  for  thy  unworthiness 
To  show  to  her  some  ploiisant  meanings,  wri 
In  winning  words,  aince  througli  her  gentile* 
Thee  she  accc[>ts  as  for  her  service  flt! 
Oh !  it  repents  me  I  have  neither  wit 
Kor  leisure  unto  ihcc  more  worth  to  give; 
For  of  all  good  she  is  the  best  alive. 

Beseech  her  meekly  with  all  lowliness, 
Though  I  be  for  from  her  I  reverence, 
To  think  upon  my  truth  and  steadfastness; 
And  to  abridgu  my  sorrow's  violence 
Caused  by  the  wish,  as  knows  your  Hajiienc* 
She  of  her  liking  proof  to  me  would  pve; 
For  of  all  good  sho  is  the  best  .ilive. 


Pleasore's  Aurorii,  day  of  glnilsoineriess  1 
Luna  by  nijtht,  with  heaveo'y  influence 


uined  I  root  of  beaotj  and  poodncsel 
Write,  and  allay,  by  your  beneficece*. 
My  Kghs  breathed  forth  in  idlence,— <:oi 

pve! 
Since  of  oil  good  you  are  the  heat  alivo. 

TbiIoh  or  Wiuuji  VTotanrrwia, 


I 
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SBKpOheeel 

[How  every  tree, 
Every  bower, 
Every  flower, 
A  new  life  ^voa  to  others'  joy^: 
While  that  I 
Grief-Btricken  lie, 
Nor  can  meet 
t  WiUi  any  sweet 

.   But  what  foster  mine  destroys. 
What  are  all  tlie  senses'  pleasures, 
When  the  mind  has  lost  all  mi-asur^ 

Hear,  oh  hear! 
How  sweet  and  tltar 
The  nightingale 
And  water's  fall 
In  concert  juia  for  others'  ear; 
While  to  me, 
'For  harmony, 

Echoes  despair, 
And  every  drop  provokes  .1  tear. 
What  are  all  the  senses'  pleasurof. 
When  the  soul  baa  lost  all  moasiin  - 


THE  GREEN  LINNET. 

Bf.m'.ath  these  fruit-tree  bouirh?,  thai 
Their  snow-whito  blossoms  on  my  he 
With  brightest  sunahino  round  me  sp: 

Of  Spring's  unclouded  weather — 
In  this  sequsfltercd  nook,  how  sweet 

.it  ujion  my  orchard-seat ! 
And  birds  and  flowers  once  more  to  j 

My  last  year's  friends  together. 

One  have  I  marked,  tlie  happiest  gue 
In  all  thU  covert  of  the  blest ; 
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As  he  followed  the  light 
Of  the  fleet  njmph^s  flight 
To  the  brink  of  the  Dorian  deep. 

"  Oh,  save  me !    Oh,  guide  me ! 

And  bid  the  deep  hide  me, 
For  he  grasps  me  now  by  the  hair! '' 

The  loud  Ocean  heard, 

To  its  blue  depth  stirred, 
And  divided  at  her  prayer ; 

And  under  the  water 

The  Earth^s  white  daughter 
Fled  like  a  sunny  beam ; 

Behind  her  descended 

Her  billows,  unblended 
With  the  brackish  Dorixm  stream. 

like  a  gloomy  stain 

On  the  emerald  main^ 
Alpheus  rushed  behind, — 

As  an  eagle  pursuing 

A  dove  to  its  ruin 
Down  the  streams  of  the  cloudy  wind. 

Under  the  bowers 

Where  the  ocean  powers 
Sit  on  their  pearlM  thrones ; 

Through  the  coral  woods 

Of  the  weltering  floods, 
Over  heaps  o£ unvalued  stones; 

Through  the  dim  beams 

Which  amid  the  streams 
Weave  a  network  of  colored  light* 

And  under  the  caves, 

Where  the  shadowy  waves 
Are  as  green  as  the  forest^s  night — 

Outspeeding  the  shark, 

And  tlie  sword-fish  dark, 
Under  the  ocean  foam ; 

And  up  through  the  rifts 

Of  the  mountain  clifls 
They  passtxl  to  their  Dorian  home. 

And  now  from  their  fountains 

In  Enna's  mountains, 
Down  one  vale  where  the  morning  basks 

Like  friends  once  parted, 

Grown  single-hearted, 
They  ply  their  watery  tasks. 

At  sunrise  th^  leap 

From  their  cradles  steep 
lo  the  cave  of  the  shelving  hill ; 


At  noontide  they  flow 

Through  the  woods  below, 
And  the  meadows  of  asphodel ; 

And  at  night  they  sleep 

In  the  rocking  deep 
Beneath  the  Orty^an  shore; — 

like  spirits  that  lie 

In  the  azure  sky, 
When  they  love  but  live  no  mora. 


THE  FOUNTAIN. 

Into  the  sunshine, 

FuU  of  light, 
Leaping  and  flashing 

From  mom  till  ni|^t; 

Into  the  moonli^t, 

Whiter  than  snow. 
Waving  so  flower-like, 

When  the  winds  blow  I 

Into  the  starlight, 

Rushing  in  spray, 
Happy  at  midnight— 

Happy  by  day  I 

Ever  in  motion, 

Blithesome  and  cheery, 
Still  climbing  heavenward. 

Never  aweary; 

Glad  of  all  weathers, 

Still  seeming  best, 
Upward  or  downward, 

Motion  thy  rest : 

Full  of  a  nature 

Nothing  can  tame. 
Changed  every  moment- 

Ever  the  same ; 

Ceaseless  aspiring, 

Ceaseless  content, 
Darkness  or  sonshine, 

Thy  element; 

Glorious  fountain  I 

Let  my  heart  be 
Fresh,  changefhl,  oooataiiti 

Upward,  like  thee! 

JAnsBsMuL 
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LITTLE  STREAMa 

tnttaa  are  ligtit  and  ebadow ; 
tLroQgb  tli«  putnre  meadow, 
by  the  green  waj-sidej 

I  the  forest  dim  and  wide, 

I  tlie  hamlet  atill  and  eniall — 

wttage,  by  the  ball, 

-Din'd  abbey  itill ; 
here  and  there  a  mill, 

tribute  to  the  river — 

reams,  I  love  yoa  ever. 

■  music  is  there  flowing— 
Bg  plants  in  them  are  growing; 
ife  is  in  them  oil, 
CB  innocent  and  small ; 
irdi  come  down  to  drink, 
I  of  their  leafy  brink ; 
rees  beside  them  grow, 
ig  them  witb  branches  low ; 
:we«n,  the  sanshine,  glancing 
little  waves,  is  d.inclnp. 


]!!  have  ilowei 


il  and  fair  as  any; 
'trong,  and  green  bur-reed  ; 
■lierb,  » illi  ci)ttoii--i;eJ ; 
heail,  witli  eye  of  jet ; 
e  wBlcr-violeL 
lie  flowering-nish  you  meei, 
B  piamy  meadow-sweet; 
L  places  deep  and  itilly, 
'like,  the  water-lily. 

tre«nii<,  their  voircs  cheerv, 
forth  welconiM  to  the  weary, 
t  on  from  day  to  day. 
It  itint  and  withoat  stay ; 
ipoD  tbeir  flowery  bank, 
nld  time  pilgrims  drank — 
:aTe  seen,  as  now,  pass  by, 
isber,  and  dragon-fly ; 
bright  things  that  have  tbeir  dwelling, 
the  little  streams  are  welling. 

in  valleyi  green  and  lowly, 
miag  not  and  Riding  slowly ; 
•  wild. 


Fretting  like  a  peevish  cbikl ; 
Tbrongb  the  bamlet,  where  all  day 
In  tbeir  waves  the  children  play ; 
Running  west,  or  running  east. 
Doing  good  to  man  and  beast — 
Always  giving,  weary  never, 
Little  streams,  I  love  you  ever. 

llul  Bb« 


THE  WATER  I    THE  WATER  \ 

The  Water  I  the  Water  1 

The  joyous  brook  for  me. 
That  tuneth  through  the  quiet  night 

Its  ovor-living  glee. 
The  Water  I  the  Water! 

That  sleepless,  merry  heart, 
Which  gurgles  on  unstintedly. 

And  lovetb  to  impart. 
To  all  arouud  It,  some  small  measure 
Of  its  own  most  perfect  pleasure. 

Tho  Water!  the  Water! 

The  gentle  stream  for  me. 
That  gtislies  from  tlie  old  gray  stone, 

Beside  the  aldcr-trto. 
The  Waterl  the  Water! 

That  ercr-bubbling  sprinij; 
I  loved  and  looked  on  while  a  child, 

In  deepest  wondering, — 
And  asked  it  whence  it  came  and  went, 
And  when  ita  irea-^ures  houIiI  lie  spent 

The  Waterl  the  Water! 

Tlie  merry,  wanton  brook 
Thot  bent  itself  to  pleasure  me, 

I. ike  mine  old  shepherd  crook. 
The  Waterl  tho  Wotcr: 

Tliat  sang  so  sweet  ot  noon. 
And  sweeter  still  all  night,  to  win 

Smiles  from  the  pale,  proud  moon. 
And  from  the  little  fairy  faces 
That  glcutii  in  heaven's  remotest  plaoM. 

Tlio  Water!  the  WaUrl 

Tlie  dear  and  blessed  thing, 
That  all  day  fed  the  little  tlowerb 

On  its  banks  blosson\iu((. 
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The  Water  1  the  Water! 

That  mnrmared  in  my  ear 
H^imis  of  a  saint-like  parity, 

That  angola  well  might  hear, 
And  whisper  in  the  gates  of  heaven. 
How  meek  a  pilgrim  had  heen  shriven. 

The  Water  I  the  Water  I 

Where  I  have  shed  salt  tears. 
In  loneliness  and  friendliness, 

A  thing  of  tender  years. 
The  Water  1  the  Water  I 

Where  I  have  happy  been, 
And  showered  upon  its  bosom  flowers 

Culled  from  each  meadow  green ; 
And  idly  hoped  my  life  would  be 
So  crowned  by  love's  idolatry. 

The  Water!  the  Water! 

My  heart  yet  bums  to  tliink 
ITow  cool  thy  fountain  sparkled  forth, 

For  parolied  lip  to  drink. 
The  Water !  the  Water  I 

Of  mine  own  native  glen— 
The  jrlftdsoine  tongue  I  oft  have  heard, 

Hut  ne'er  shall  hear  again, 
Thuujrh  fancy  fills  my  ear  for  aye 
With  sounds  that  live  so  far  away  I 

The  Water  I  the  Water ! 

The  mild  and  glassy  wave. 
Upon  whoso  broomy  banks  I  've  longed 

To  find  my  silent  grave. 
The  Water !  the  Water ! 

O,  blost  to  me  thou  art ! 
Thus  sounding  in  life's  solitude 

The  nmsic  of  my  heart, 
And  filling  it,  despite  of  sadness, 
With  droamings  of  departed  gladness. 

The  Water!  the  Water! 

The  mournful,  pensive  tone 
That  whispered  to  my  heart  how  soon 

This  weary  life  was  done. 
The  Water!  theAVater! 

That  rolled  so  bright  and  free. 
And  bade  me  mark  how  beautiful 

Was  its  soul's  purity ; 
And  how  it  glanced  to  heaven  its  wave. 
As,  wandering  on,  it  sought  its  grave. 

WxLUASf    MOTHCKWBLL. 


SONG  OF  THE  BROOK. 

I  ooMS  from  haunts  of  coot  and  hei 

I  make  a  sudden  sally 
And  sparkle  out  among  the  fern, 

To  bicker  down  a  valley. 

By  thirty  hills  I  hurry  down, 
Or  slip  between  the  ridges ; 

By  twenty  thorps,  a  little  town, 
And  half  a  hundred  bridges. 

Till  last  by  Philip's  farm  I  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  river ; 

For  men  may  come  and  men  may  g 
Hut  I  go  on  for  ever. 

I  chatter  over^ stony  ways, 
In  little  sharps  and  trebles: 

I  bubble  into  eddying  bays, 
I  babble  on  the  pebbles. 

With  many  a  curve  my  banks  I  fret 
By  many  a  field  and  fallow, 

And  many  a  fairy  foreland  set. 
With  willow- weed  and  mallow. 

I  chatter,  chatter,  as  I  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  river ; 

For  men  may  come  and  men  may  g< 
But  I  go  on  for  ever. 

I  wind  about,  and  in  and  out, 
With  hero  a  blossom  sailing, 

And  here  and  there  a  lusty  treat, 
And  here  and  there  a  gr.ayling, 

And  here  and  there  a  foamy  flake 

Upon  me,  as  I  travel, 
With  many  a  silvery  waterbreak 

Above  the  golden  gravel ; 

And  draw  them  all  along,  and  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  river ; 

For  men  may  come  and  men  may  gc 
But  I  go  on  for  ever, 

I  steal  by  lawns  and  grasis^  plots ; 

I  slide  by  hazel  oovers; 
I  move  the  sweet  forget-me-nolii 

That  grow  for  happy  loT«rs. 


■lip,  I  did*,  I  gloom,  I  gUnoe, 

Amniig  my  i^lrimming  •walloWS, 

make  tba  netted  sunbeam  dance 
Agaiiwt  mj  nndj  Bhallows. 

monnnr  imder  moon  and  atars 
In  brunblj  wildernesses; 

linger  by  my  shingly  bars; 
I  Ifnter  roand  my  cresses ; 

Ind  oat  again  I  curve  and  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  lirer; 

?ar  men  may  eome  and  men  may  g 
Bat  I  go  on  for  ever. 


THE  QUESTION. 

;aiaD  that,  as  I  wandered  by  the  way, 
Tint«r  was  changed  soddenlj  to  Spring, 
gentle  odon  led  my  steps  astray, 
d  with  the  sonnd  of  waters  mnrmnring, 
f  a  sfael^  bank  of  turf,  which  lay 
T  a  copse,  and  hardly  dared  to  fling 
Mn  arms  roand  the  bosom  of  the  stream, 
Li^«d  it  and  then  tied,  as  tboa  mightest 

i  grew  pied  wind-flowers  and  violets, 

ei — those  pearled  Arctnri  of  the  earth, 

constellated  flower  that  never  sets ; 

t  oilipe;    tender  blue-bells,  at  whose 

birth 

tod  scarce  heaved;  and  that  tall  flower 

thatweta 

Bottler's  face  with  heaven-collected  tears, 

«a  the  low  wind,  its  playmate's  voice,  it 


d  in  the  warm  hedge  grew  hosh-egiantine, 
n  MW'btnd  and  the  moonlight- colored 


i  ch«TT-bloaioms,  and  white  caps  wlio^o 
'  tilt  bright  dew  yet  drained  not  by  the 


i  nld  roaea,  and  ivy  serpentine 

ih  iu  dark  boda  and  leaves  wandering 


And  flowers  azore.  black  and  streaked  with 

gold. 
Fairer  than  any  wakened  eyes  behold. 

And  nearer  to  the  river's  trembling  edge, 
There  grew  broad  flag-flowers,  purple  prankt 

with  white; 
And  starry  rivu"  bnds  among  the  sedge 
And  floating  water-lilies,  broad  and  bright, 
Which  lit  the  uok  that  overhang  the  hedge 
With  moonlight  beams  of  their  own  watery 

light; 
And  bulrasbes,  and  reeds  of  such  deep  green 
As  soothed  the  dazzled  eye  with  sober  sheen. 

Methonght  that  of  these  visionary  flowers 
I  made  a  nosegay,  bonnd  in  snch  a  way 
That  the  same  bnes,  which  in  their  natural 

bowers 
Were  mingled  oi  opposed,  the  like  nrray 
Kept  these  imprisoned  children  of  tlio  Hoar; 
Within  my  hand — and  then,  elato  atid  gay, 
1  hastened  to  the  spot  whence  I  liftd  come, 
That  I  might  there  present  itl  Oh  to  whom? 


Tub  bubbliiigbruok  doth  leap  ivjicn  I  come  by. 
Because  my  feet  find  measure  with  its  call ; 
The  birds  know  when  the  friend  they  lovu  in 

nigh, 
For  I  am  known  to  them,  both  great  and 

The  flower  that  on  the  lonely  hill-side  grows 
EipccU  rae  Ihoro  when  Spring  its  bloom  lin.i 

given; 
And  many  a  tree  and  bush  my  wanderings 

And  e'en  the  clouds  and  silent  stars  of  hea- 

For  he  who  with  his  Maker  walks  aright, 
Shall  be  their  lord  as  Adam  was  before; 
His  car  i-iniU  eatcli  cnch  sound  with  new  do- 

hght, 
Each  object  wear  the  dress  that  then  it  wore: 
And  he,  as  when  erect  in  soul  tie  stoml, 
Dear  from  his  Father's  lips  that  all  U  ilivv\. 
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POEMS   OF   NATURB. 


TO  THE  SMALL  CELANDINE. 

Pansiks,  lilies,  kingcnpa,  daisies ; 
T^t  them  live  upon  their  praises ; 
Long  as  there's  a  snn  that  sets, 
Primroses  will  have  their  giory ; 
Long  as  there  are  violets, 
They  will  have  a  place  in  story : 
There's  a  flower  that  shall  he  mine, 
Tis  the  little  Celandine. 

Eyes  of  some  men  travel  far 
For  the  finding  of  a  star ; 
Up  and  down  the  heavens  they  go, 
Men  that  keep  a  mighty  ront  I 
I  'm  as  great  as  they,  I  trow. 
Since  the  day  I  found  thee  out, 
Little  flower  I — ^I  '11  make  a  stir. 
Like  a  sage  astronomer. 

Modest,  yet  withal  an  elf 
Bold,  and  lavish  of  thyself; 
Since  we  needs  must  first  have  met, 
I  have  seen  thee,  high  and  low, 
Thirty  years  or  more,  and  yet 
'T  was  a  face  I  did  not  know ; 
Thou  hast  now,  go  where  I  may. 
Fifty  greetings  in  a  day. 

Ere  a  leaf  is  on  a  bush. 

In  the  time  before  tlie  thrush 

Has  a  thought  about  her  nest, 

Thou  wilt  come  with  half  a  call, 

Spreading  out  thy  glossy  breast 

Like  a  careless  prodigal ; 

Telling  tales  about  the  sun. 

When  we've  little  warmth,  or  none. 

Poets,  vain  men  in  their  mood, 
Travel  with  the  multitude ; 
Never  heed  them ;  I  aver 
That  they  all  are  wanton  wooers ; 
But  the  tlirifty  cottager, 
Who  stirs  little  out  of  doors, 
Joys  to  spy  thee  near  at  home ; 
Spring  is  coming,  thou  art  come  I 

Comfort  have  thon  of  thj  merit, 
Kindly,  anassnming  spirit  I 


Careless  of  thy  neighborliood, 
Thon  dost  show  th j  pleasant  face 
On  the  moor,  and  in  the  wood. 
In  the  lane ; — there  'a  not  a  places 
Howsoever  mean  it  be, 
But  'tis  good  enough  for  thee. 

ni  befall  the  yellow  flowers, 
Children  of  the  flaring  Hours ! 
Buttercups,  that  will  be  seen, 
Whether  we  will  see  or  no ; 
Others,  too,  of  lofty  mien ; 
They  have  done  as  worldlings  do, 
Taken  praise  that  should  be  thine 
Little,  humble  Celandine. 

Prophet  of  delight  and  mirth, 
lU-requited  upon  earth ; 
Herald  of  a  mighty  band, 
Of  a  joyous  train  ensuing; 
Serving  at  my  heart's  command. 
Tasks  that  are  no  tasks  renewing, 
I  will  sing,  as  doth  behoove, 
Hynms  in  praise  of  what  I  love ! 


TO  VIOLETS. 

Welcome,  muds  of  honor, 

You  do  bring 

In  the  Spring, 
And  wait  upon  her. 

She  has  virgins  many. 

Fresh  and  fair ; 

Yet  you  are 
More  sweet  than  any. 

Y'  are  the  Maiden  Podea, 

And  so  graced, 

To  be  placed, 
'Fore  damask  roses. 

Yet  though  thus  respected, 

By  and  by 

Ye  do  lie, 
Poor  ^ria,  ne^eoted* 


m 


TO  PRIMROSES. 


do  je  weep,  aweet  babes  I    Can  teara 
Speak  grief  in  joa, 
Who  were  but  bom 
Jast  as  the  modest  morn 
Teemed  her  refreshing  dew  I 
is!  je  bava  not  known  that  thower 
Tbat  mars  s,  flower ; 
Sot  felt  th'  nnkind 
Breath  of  a  bloating  wind ; 
Xnr  are  ye  worn  with  ;eara; 
Or  warped,  as  we, 
Who  Uiink  it  strange  to  see 
prettj  flowers,  like  to  orphans  young, 
:ing  bj  tears  before  ;e  have  a  toogne. 

L,    whimpering  yoongliogs,   and  make 
known 
The  reason  why 
Ye  droop  and  weep. 
Is  it  for  want  of  aleep, 
Or  childish  lullabj! 
that  ve  have  not  seen  as  yet 
The  violet? 

Or  brought  a  kiss 
From  that  sweetheart  to  this! 
No,  iLo;  this  sorrow,  shown 
liv  your  tears  shed, 
Would  have  this  lecture  read ; — 
t  Chbgs  of  greatest,  so  of  meanest  worth, 
ifivi'd   with   grief  are,   and  with   tcnrs 
brought  forth," 


TO  BLOSSOMS. 

FuB  pledges  of  a  fruitful  tree. 
Why  do  ye  fall  so  fast? 
Tour  date  is  not  so  past 

But  yiin  may  stay  yet  here  awhile 

To  blnsh  and  gently  araile, 

And  go  at  last. 

What :  were  je  bom  to  >« 
An  hoar  or  half's  delight, 
And  BO  to  bid  good-nigbt7 


'Tia  pity  Katare  bronght  ye  forth, 
Merely  to  show  yonr  worth. 
And  lose  yon  quite. 

But  you  are  lovely  leaves,  where  we 
May  read  how  soon  things  have 
Their  end,  tiiongh  ne'er  so  brave; 

And,  after  they  have  shown  their  pride 
Like  yoQ  awhile,  they  glide. 
Into  the  grave. 


TO  DAFFODILS. 

Fair  daffi>dils  I  we  weep  to  see 

Yon  haste  away  so  aoon ; 
As  yet  the  early-rising  ran 

Has  not  attained  his  noon : 
Stay,  stay 

Until  the  hastening  day 
Has  ran 

Bat  to  the  even-song ; 
And,  having  prayed  together,  we 

Will  go  with  yon  along. 

We  have  short  time  to  stay  as  yon , 
We  liave  as  abort  a  Spring; 

As  4iiick  a  growth  to  meet  decay. 
As  you,  or  any  Ibing; 

We  die, 
As  yonr  hours  do;  and  dry 

Like  to  the  summer's  rain. 

Or  03  the  pearls  of  raoming  dew, 

Ne'er  to  he  found  again. 


DAFFODILS. 

,  lonely  as  a  cloud 
That  floats  on  high  o'er  vales  and  hills. 
When  all  at  once  I  saw  a.  crowd— 
A  host  of  golden  daffodils 
Beside  the  lake,  beneath  the  trocs, 
Flutteringand  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

Continnons  as  the  stars  Ihiit  shine 
And  twinkle  on  the  milky  way, 
They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  tlie  margin  of  ti  \ia.y  -. 


POEUS   OF   NATURE, 


Tbii  tlioUBQud  saw  I,  at  a  glance, 
Tossing  llieir  heais  in  sp rightly  dance. 

Ttie  wave?  benide  them  dnucod,  but  they 

Outdid  the  Sjinrkling  navcE  in  glee : 

A  poet  could  not  bnt  be  gay, 

In  such  fljocimd  company; 

I  gazeil^ftnd  gazed — bnt  little  thought 

What  wculUi  the  show  ti>  iiie  had  brought: 

For  oft,  ivlien  on  ray  couch  I  lie, 
In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood. 
They  Hash  upon  that  inward  eye 
'Which  is  the  blis9  of  solitude, 
And  then  my  heart  with  pleasur 
And  dances  with  the  daffodil 9. 


TRAIIJSG  ARBUTCS. 

DAni.iNQs  of  the  forest  1 
Blossoming,  alone, 
Wli^.n  Earth's  grief  is  sorest 
Fur  hiT  jewels  gone — ■ 
Ere   llic  l.-ist  snow-drift  melts,  ywir  lender 
liiids  have  blown. 

Tinged  with  color  faintly, 
Uko  liie  morning  sky, 
(Jr,  more  pale  and  anintly. 
Wrapped  in  ieayes  ye  lie — 
Even  Hs  ehildrcu  sleep  in  faith's  siinpiieilv. 

There  ihc  wild  wood-robin. 
Hymns  your  solitude ; 
And  the  rain  comes  sobbln;.- 
Through  the  bndding  wood, 
While  the  low  south  wind  sigh-i,  but  dare  not 
be  more  rude.  ■■, 

Were  your  pure  lips  fashioned 
Out  of  air  and  dew — 
Starlight  un impassioned. 
Dawn's  most  tender  hue, 
And   scented  by   the   woods   that   gathered 
i-weetsforyou? 

Kniri'-it  and  moat  lonely, 
Friiiii  tlie  world  apart; 
Made  fur  beauty  onlv. 


griu^e  BA  mokea  tlit 


dream  of  Art ! 

Were  not  niorlul  sorrow 
An  immortal  shade. 
Then  would  I  to-morrow 
Such  a  flower  he  inad«, 
re  in  the  dear  woods  whvre  iiiy  ]u«i 
cJiildliood  played. 


i 


THE  RHODORA.  m 

I   ON   BEINO    AASED,    mtENCS   IB  tSt' 

FLOW  Kit  t 

r,  when  »ea-wiuds  pierced  our  soli- 

the  fresh  Ithodora  in  the  woocU 
ng  its  leafless  blooms  in  a  dump  nook, 
M  the  desert  and  (ho  sluggish  brook : 
rple  patala  fallen  in  tha  pool 
juatie  the  blark  waters  with  their  beauty 

Here  might  the  roil-binl  eouio  his  pluraeri  W 

And   court  the  flower  that  cheapens  hi; 

Ehodora  1  if  the  sages  ask  thee  why 

This  chann  is  wasted  on  the  marsh  and  sky 

Dear,  tell  tliem,  Iliat  if  eyes  were  made  for 

seeing, 
Then  beauty  ia  its  own  esonsa  for  being. 

Why  thou  wert  there,  0  riral  of  the  rosel 
I  never  thought  to  ask ;  I  never  knew. 

But  in  my  simple  ignorance  suppose 
The  selfsame  Power  tliat  brought  me  thera 


Jht  yoi 


10  Emuos 


TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY, 


crimson- tipped  flower, 

u»h  aniang  the  «oure 
riiy  slender  stem ; 
now  is  past  my  power, 
Thou  bonnie  (lem. 


THE   DAISY. 


a7 


Alas !  it  '•  no  thy  neebor  sweet, 
The  bonnie  lark,  oompanion  meet, 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet 

Wi^  speckled  breast, 
When  upward-springing,  blithe,  to  greet 

The  pnrpling  east 

Caold  blew  the  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thj  early,  hnmble  birth ; 
Yet  cheerAilly  thon  glinted  forth 

Amid  the  storm — 
Scarce  reared  above  the  parent  earth 

Thy  tender  form« 

The  flaonting  flowers  onr  gardens  yield, 
High  sheltering   woods   and   wa's   mann 

shield; 
Bat  thon,  beneath  the  random  bield 

0'  clod  or  stone, 
Adorns  the  histio  stibble-field, 

Unseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad, 
Thy  snawie  busorh  sunward  spread, 
Tlion  lifts  thy  nnassaming  head 

In  hamble  guise ; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed, 

And  low  thou  lies ! 

Sach  is  the  fate  of  artless  maid. 
Sweet  floweret  of  the  rural  shade ! 
By  love's  simplicity  betrayed. 

And  guileless  trust. 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soiled,  is  laid 

Low  i'  the  dust. 

Sai-h  is  the  fate  of  simple  bard, 

On  life's  rovgh  ocean  luckless  starred  ; 

Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  lore, 
Tm  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 

And  whelm  him  o'er  I 

Sach  fate  to  suflering  worth  is  given, 
^o  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striven, 
'W  human  pride  or  cunning  driven 

To  misery^s  brink. 
Till,  wrenched  of  every  stay  but  Heaven, 

He,  mined,  sink  I 


Even  thou  who  moum^st  the  Daisy's  fate. 
That  fate  is  thine— no  distant  date ; 
Stern  ruin's  ploughshare  drives  elate, 

Full  on  thy  bloom, 
Till  crushed  beneath  the  furrow's  weight 

Shall  be  thy  doom ! 

BOBBBT  BOIHIB 


TO  A  DAISY. 

Thebb  is  a  flower,  a  little  flower 
With  silver  crest  and  golden  eye, 
That  welcomes  every  changing  hour, 
And  weathers  every  sky. 

The  prouder  beauties  of  the  field. 
In  gay  but  quick  succession  shine ; 
Race  after  race  their  honors  yield, 
They  flourish  and  decline. 

But  this  small  flower,  to  Nature  dear, 
While  moons  and  stars  their  courses  run, 
Enwreathes  the  circle  of  the  vear, 
Companion  of  the  sun. 

It  smiles  upon  the  lap  of  May, 
To  sultry  August  spreads  its  charm, 
Lights  pale  October  on  his  way, 
And  twines  December's  arm. 

The  purple  heath  and  golden  broom. 
On  moory  mountains  catch  the  gale ; 
O'er  lawns  the  lily  sheds  perfume, 
The  violet  in  the  vale. 

But  this  bold  floweret  climbs  the  hiU, 
Hides  in  the  forest,  haunts  the  plen, 
Plays  on  the  margin  of  the  rill, 
Peeps  round  the  fox's  den. 

Within  the  garden's  cultured  round 
It  shares  the  sweet  carnation's  IkmI  : 
And  blooms  on  consecrated  ground 
In  honor  of  the  dead. 

The  lambkin  crops  its  crimson  gem  ; 
The  wild  bee  murmurs  on  its  breast ; 
The  blue-fly  bends  its  pensile  stem. 
Light  o'er  the  skylatVa  tve?>\.. 


POEHS   US  MATUBE. 


Tis  Flora's  page— in  every  place, 
III  every  soiisuii,  frenli  and  &Tr ; 
It  opeae  with  poronniol  gnee, 
And  blossoms  over;  where. 

On  ivasle  iiud  woodland,  rock  and  plain, 
Its  humble  biida  unheeded  riee ; 
TLe  roiie  has  but  a  summer  rtiifU ; 
Tlii-Duisy  neverdii-sl 

Juna  Uonsoimt, 


A 


Thmiigh  111*  msuiatti 


l\  youth  from  rock  to  rock  I  went. 
From  liill  to  hiJl,  in  discontent 
Of  plcflsnro  high  and  tnrbiilent — 

Must  plcawd  wlien  most  imeai^y  ; 
But  now  my  own  delights  I  make. 
My  thirst  nt  every  rill  can  skke. 
And  gladly  Nature's  love  [.nrlake, 

Of  thee,  Bweet  Daisy ! 

Thee,  Winter  in  the  garland  wears 
That  thinly  decks  his  few  t'rny  hairs ; 
Spring  parts  the  clonds  with  softest  airs. 

That  she  may  sun  thco ; 
Whole  summer-fields  are  liiine  by  right ; 
And  Autumn,  melancholy  wipbt, 
n.itli  in  thy  rrimson  bead  delight 
Wlien  rains  are  on  thee. 


1u^ 


i>u  iireetM  tbo  traveller  in  Ibo  lane  ; 
■a^od  at  his  grectinc;  thee  ;ig!liu, 
Yet  nothing  daunted 
■I-  grieved,  if  tliou  be  set  at  naught; 


And  oft  alone  in  nooka  romote 
We  meet  thoe,  like  a  pleosBUt  tbonglit 
When  guoh  ure  wanl«d. 


Be  violets  in  their  sacred  mews 

The  flowers  the  wanton  lepbyni  chooM 

Proud  be  the  rose,  with  rains  and  de« 

ller  head  impearling ; 
Thou  liv'st  nith  less  ambitions  aim. 
Yet  hast  not  gone  without  thy  Aiine  j 
*liou  art  indeed  by  many  s  claim 

The  poet's  darling. 


i 


f  to  a  rock  IWim  rains  he  fly, 
)r,  some  bright  day  of  April  iky, 
mprisoned  by  hot  sunshine,  lie 

Hear  the  green  holly, 
Vnd  we-arily  at  length  should  faro ; 
Ic  needs  hnt  look  about,  and  there 
Phou  art  1 — a  friend  at  hand,  t<>  scare 

His  melancholy. 

A  Luiidred  times,  by  rock  or  bower, 
F.re  thus  1  have  lain  couched  an  hour. 
IIhvo  I  dei'ived  from  thy  sweet  [■"«  I't 

Some  apprehension ; 
Some  steady  love ;  Bomo  brief  delight 
Some  memory  Uiat  had  taken  tiiglit : 
Some  chime  of  fancy,  wrong  or  right : 

Or  stray  invention. 


If  stately  passions  In  mo  bnrn. 
And  one  chance  look  to  thee  phonid 
I  drink  out  of  an  hLinibler  urn 

A  lowlier  pleasure ; 
Tin;  homely  sympathy  that  heeds 
The  common  life  our  nature  broods  ■ 
A  wisdom  fitted  to  the  needs 

Of  hearts  at  leisure. 


Fresh -smitten  by  the  morning  ray, 
Wlion  thou  art  up,  alert  and  pay. 
Then,  cheerful  flower !  my  B]iiritB  | 

With  kindred  gladness ; 
Atid  when,  at  dusk,  by  dews  nppre 
Tli.iii  sink'st,  the  image  of  thy  rest 
Until  often  eased  my  pensive  brens 

Of  careful  sadness. 


THE   DAIST. 
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And  all  daj  long  I  number  yet, 
All  seasons  through,  another  debt, 
Which  I,  wherever  thou  art  met, 

To  thee  am  owing ; 
An  instinct  call  it,  a  blind  sense ; 
A  happ  J,  genial  influence, 
Coming  one  knows  not  how,  nor  whence. 

Nor  whither  going. 

Child  of  the  year  t  that  round  dost  run 
Thy  pleasant  course, — when  day  's  begun, 
As  ready  to  salute  the  sun 

As  lark  or  leveret — 
Thy  long-lost  praise  thou  shalt  regain, 
Nor  be  less  dear  to  future  men 
Than  in  old  time ; — thou  not  in  vain 

Art  Nature^s  favorite. 


TO  THV  SiJCE  FLO  WEB. 

With  little  here  to  do  or  see 

Of  things  that  in  the  great  world  be 

l>aiiiy  !  again  I  talk  to  thee, 

For  thou  art  worthy ; — 
Thou  unassuming  commonplace 
Of  Nature,  with  that  homely  face, 
And  yet  with  something  of  a  grace, 

Which  love  makes  for  thee  I 

Oft  on  the  dappled  turf  at  ease 

I  sit,  and  play  with  similes — 

Loose  types  of  things  through  all  degrees, 

Thoughts  of  thy  raising ; 
And  many  a  fond  and  idle  name 
I  give  to  thee,  for  praise  or  blame. 
As  is  tlie  humor  of  the  game, 

While  I  am  gazing. 

A  nun  demure,  of  lowly  port ; 

Or  sprightly  maiden  of  Love's  court, 

In  thy  simplicity  the  sport 

Of  all  temptations ; 
A  queen  in  crown  of  rubies  drest ; 
A  starveling  in  a  scanty  vest ; 
Are  all^  s  seems  to  suit  thee  best. 

Thy  appellations. 


A  little  Cyclops  with  one  eye 
Staring  to  threaten  and  defy. 
That  thought  comes  next, — ^and  instantl\ 

The  freak  is  over ; 
The  shape  will  vanish, — ^and  behold 
A  silver  shield  with  boss  of  gold 
That  spreads  itself  some  fairy  bold 

In  fight  to  cover. 

I  see  thee  glittering  from  afar, — 
And  then  thou  art  a  pretty  star ; 
Not  quite  so  fair  as  many  are 

In  heaven  above  thee  I 
Yet  like  a  star,  with  glittering  crest. 
Self-poised  in  air  thou  seem^st  to  rest ; — 
May  peace  come  never  to  his  nest. 

Who  shall  reprove  thee ! 

Bright  flower !  for  by  that  name  at  last, 

When  all  my  reveries  are  past, 

I  call  thee,  and  to  that  cleave  fast, — 

Sweet,  silent  creature  I 
That  breath'st  with  me  in  sun  and  air, 
Do  thou,  as  thou  art  wont,  repair 
My  heart  with  gladness  and  a  share 

Of  thy  meek  nature  I 

WiLLiAJC  Words woETu. 


SONG  OF  SPRING. 

Laud  the  first  Spring  daisies ; 

Chaunt  aloud  their  praises ; 

Send  the  children  up 

To  the  high  hill's  top  ; 

Tax  not  the  strength  of  their  young  liauds 

To  increase  your  lands. 

Gather  the  primroses. 

Make  handfuls  into  posies ; 

Take  them  to  the  little  girls  who  are  at  work 

in  mills: 
Pluck  the  violets  blue, — 
Ah,  pluck  not  a  few  1 
Knowest  thou  what  good  thoughts  from  Ilea 

ven  th<^  violet  instQs  ? 

Give  the  children  holidays, 
(And  let  these  bo  jolly  daya. 


-411 


rOEIIS   OF    MATURE. 


Grant  frtediiiii  In  the  I'liLlJren  in  this  jojonB 

Spring; 
Betl*r  men,  hereafter, 
Shall  we  have,  for  luu^liter 
Freely  shouted  to  iLe  woods,  till  all  the 

echoes  ring, 
fiend  tlie  children  up 
To  the  liigh  hill's  top. 
Or  deep  into  the  wood's  reoewea, 
To  woo  Spring's  caresses. 

See,  the  birds  together. 
In  this  Ejilendid  weatlier, 
TTorship  God— (for  lie  is  a 

And  ench  feathered  neighbor 
.EnterB  on  his  labor, — 
Sparrow,   robin,   redpole,   fini 

Olid  the  wren, 
is  the  year  advances. 
Trees  their  naked  branches 
Clothe,  and  seek  yonr  plensun 

apparel. 
Insect  and  wild  heaat 
Keep  no  Lent,  but  feast; 
Spring  breathes  njMjn  the  earth,  and  their 

joj  's  increased. 
And  the  rgoicing  birds  break   forth  in  one 

loud  carol. 

AL,  come  and  woo  the  Spring ; 

List  to  the  birds  that  sing ; 

Pluck  the  primroses ;  plnck  tlic  violets ; 

PInck  the  daisies, 

Sing  their  praises; 

Friendship    with    the   flowers    some    noble 

thought  begets. 
Come  forth  and  gather  these  sweet  elves, 
(More  ivitching  are  they  than   the  fays  of 

Clime  forth  and  gather  them  yourselves ; 
I.earn  of  these  gentle  flowers  whose  worth 
is  more  than  gold. 

CoTiic,  come  into  the  wood ; 

Pieri'o  into  the  bowers 

Df  these  gentle  flowers, 

Which,  nut  in  solitude 

Dwell,  but  with  each  other  keep  society  : 

And  with  a  simple  piety, 


Are  rewlj  tu  be  woven  >nto  garlaiic 

Or,  upon  summer  e&rth, 

To  die,  in  virgin  worth ; 

Or  to  be  strewn  before  the  bride. 

And  the  bridegroom,  by  her  side. 


tot  I 

t 


Come  forth  on  Sundays; 
Come  forth  on  Mondays ; 
Come  forth  on  any  day ; 
Children,  come  forth  to  play ; — 

ihip  the  God  of  Natiuv  in  foar  dil 

ibip  Him  at  your  taaks  with  best  i 

ieavor ; 

ihip  Him  in  yonr  aporta;  worship  11 

ihip  Him  in  the  wildwood  ; 
ihip  Him  amidst  the  flowers ; 
e  greenwood  bowers; 
i  the  batterenpB,  and  raise 
'  voices  in  His  praise ! 


THE  BROOM-FLOWER. 

Oi£  the  Broom,  the  yellow  Broom, 

The  ancient  poet  sung  it. 
And  dear  it  is  on  summer  days 

To  lie  at  rest  among  it. 

I  know  the  realms  where  people  sny 
The  flowers  have  not  their  fellow  ; 

I  know  where  they  shine  out  like  suns. 
The  crimson  and  the  yellow. 

I  know  where  ladies  live  enchained 

In  luxury's  silken  fetters. 
And  flowers  as  bright  as  glittering  gems 

Are  used  for  written  letters. 

But  ne'er  was  flower  so  fair  as  this. 

In  modem  days  or  olden ; 
It  growcth  on  its  nodding  stem 

Like  to  a  garland  golden. 

Aiid  all  about  my  mother's  door 
Shine  out  its  glittering  busheN. 


FLOWERS. 
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And  down  the  gien,  where  dear  as  light 
The  moontain-water  gashes. 

Take  all  the  rest ;  hut  give  me  this, 
And  the  hird  that  nestles  in  it ; 

T  love  it,  for  it  loves  the  Broom — 
The  green  and  jellow  linnet 

Well,  call  the  rose  the  qneen  of  flowers. 
And  hoast  of  that  of  Sharon, 

Of  lilies  like  to  marhle  cups, 
And  the  golden  rod  of  Aaron : 

I  eare  not  how  these  flowers  may  he 
Beloved  of  man  and  woman ; 

The  Broom  it  is  the  flower  for  me, 
That  groweth  on  the  common. 

Oh  the  Broom,  the  yellow  Broom, 

The  ancient  poet  song  it. 
And  dear  it  is  on  smnmer  days 

To  lie  at  rest  among  it 

Mast  Howttt. 


THE  BRAMBLE  FLOWER. 

Tirr  fmit  ftill  well  the  schoolboy  knows, 

Wild  bramble  of  the  brake ! 
80,  put  thou  forth  thy  small  white  rose ; 

I  love  it  for  his  sake. 
Though  woodbines  flaunt  and  roses  glow 

O'er  all  the  fragrant  bowers, 
Thou  need'st  not  be  ashamed  to  show 

Thy  satin-threaded  flowers ; 

For  dull  the  eye,  the  heart  is  dull, 

That  cannot  feel  how  fair. 
Amid  all  beauty  beautiful, 

Thy  tender  blossoms  are, 
How  delicate  thy  gauzy  frill. 

How  rich  thy  branchy  stem. 
How  soft  thy  voice  when  woods  are  still, 

And  thou  sing'st  hymns  to  them ; 

While  silent  showers  are  falling  slow. 

And,  'mid  the  general  husli, 
k  sweet  air  lifts  the  little  bough, 

Lone  whispering  through  the  bush  t 


The  primrose  to  the  grave  is  gone ; 

The  hawthorn  flower  is  dead  ; 
The  violet  by  the  mossed  gray  stone 

Hath  laid  her  weary  head ; 

But  thou,  wild  bramble!  back  dost  bring, 

In  all  their  beauteous  power. 
The  fresh  green  days  of  life's  fair  Spring, 

And  boyhood's  blossomy  hour. 
Scorned  bramble  of  the  brake !  once  more 

Thou  bidd'st  me  be  a  boy. 
To  gad  with  thee  the  woodlands  o'er, 

In  freedom  and  in  joy. 

Ebskkzzs  Elliott. 


THE  WILD  HONEYSUCKLE. 

Fair  flower,  that  dost  so  comely  grow, 

Hid  in  this  silent,  dull  retreat. 
Untouched  thy  honeyed  blossoms  blow, 
Unseen  thy  little  branches  ppreet : 
No  roving  foot  shall  crush  thee  liere, 
No  busy  hand  provoke  a  tear. 

Bv  Nature's  self  in  white  arravcd. 

She  bade  thee  shun  the  vulgar  eye, 
And  planted  here  the  guardian  shade. 
And  sent  soft  waters  murmuring  by 
Thus  quietly  thy  summer  goes — 
Thy  days  declining  to  repose. 

Smit  with  those  charms,  that  must  decay 

I  grieve  to  see  your  future  doom; 
They  died — nor  were  those  flowers  more  jray ^• 
The  flowers  that  did  in  Eden  bloom ; 
Unpitying  frosts  and  Autumn's  power 
Shall  leave  no  vestige  of  tins  flower. 

From  morning  suns  an;l  evening  dews 

At  first  thy  little  being  came : 
If  nothing  once,  you  nothing  lose. 
For  when  you  die  you  are  the  same ; 
The  space  between  is  but  an  hour. 
The  frail  duration  of  a  flower. 


POEMS    OF    NXTUKE. 


THE  BRIER. 

Mt  brier  that  ameiicdst  sweet, 
Wlien  ptntle  Spring's  first  Lent 
iiiiii  through  tlij  qiiiot  Teins^ 
Tliiiii  that  coiildst  injure  Qooe, 
lint  wcinlikt  lie  left  alone, 
Aloue  tlioii  leutt,>.t  ]iie,  aiiJ  iioiigUt  of  thine 


Wliut .  liiilb  no  poet's  Ivra 
O'er  tiiee,  BWQCI-brentliing  1 
Hnngfondly.  illor  wdl? 
Anrl  vol,  metliiiiks,  witli  the 
A  i>oet's  9yiii|iiilliy, 
WLelher   in   (venl  or  woe,  in  life 
might  d\rell. 

Hard  usDfco  both  must  1>ear, 
Few  lifltids  jour  joulli  will  r 
Few  bosoms  cherish  joiij 
Tiiiir  tender  jiriiBO  must  bleeu 
Ero  you  ore  Hiveet ;  bnt,  freed 
Trora  life,   vou  tlieu  (iL-o  prized ;  thus  prized 


0  i-n. 


Dkap 


>  THE  PASDEI.ION. 

n  llowcr,  tliat  grnw'st  beside 


Frin^-iiii;  the  dn^ly  ivnd  with  harmless  gold  ! 

Fir-1  idedL-o  of  Milliesome  M.iy, 
WUkh  cliildivn  iiluck,  nnd,  AiU  of  pride,  iip- 
boid— 
Ili^li-Iiearteil   Imwaneers,   o'erjnycd    that 
they 
An  Eldorado  in  Ihe  grfls»  hnve  found, 

Wliii'li  nnt.  the  rirh  eiirlli's  ample  rouml 
Hnym.itih  in  iv,.Hlih;— th'm  art  m^ire  dear 


Tlinii  idl  lb..  I 


-l>li,( 


ybe. 


Tlirotigh  llie  i-riinev;.!  hii^h  i>f  Indian  ?ena ; 

'x.-rwrinkle<i  the  lean  broir 
Ol'a^-e,  IM  loU  llje  b.ver's  bei^ri  of  ea-e. 


T  ia  the  Spring'))  krge«B,  which  tU«  mztXUtrt  now 
To  rich  and  poor  Blilcu,  witli  lavbL  hand; 
Though  most  hoarbt  never  uriJerEinuil 
Td  take  it  at  Qod'ti  mine,  bnt  ginw  bj 
The  offered  wealth  with  unrewarded  ejt. 

TI)ou  art  luy  troplui  and  mine  Italy ; 
To  look  at  thee  unloekn  n  wiirmpr  cUme; 

The  eyes  thou  givust  nio 
Are  in  the  heart,  and  huud  not  gpMe  or  tioMi 
Not  in  mid  June  Ihe  guldeD-cutraxwd  ^M- 
.more  euninier-Iike,  varra  rariakiiMnl 
Uie  whitei  lily's  hrtvtj  toni, 
Mnqnered  Syhuris,  thnn  1,  n-lioo  fint 
\  the  dnrk  green  Iby  yeHow  drcta 

I  tliiiik  I  of  deep  ehodowe  on  the  grms : 

tdowa  where  in  Bun  Uio  catth'  grsM, 

Where,  as  the  breeies  paes, 

•atning  rashes  lean  a  thonsaiid  vara; 

lavea  that  slnmbw  In  ■  ciondf  nutae, 

iMn  in  tbB  wind  j  of  wMan  bine, 

"1  lint  from  the  di?tanee  sparkle  thn-.tirli 

Somi,  ivr.odlai.d  pip;  aud  of  a  sky  ,ib..v., 

Where  one  nliite  I'luud  like  ft  stray  Uu\ 


Ml  iliiMhi-nd's  enrlieat  thonghls  are  liiiku 
liilii  Ihee; 
llir  M-ht  ..t  ri,,.,-.  cdls  back  the  robin's  *ODE 

Wlio,  from  the  dark  old  tree 
Beside  llie  door,  pang  clearly  all  day  long; 

Ami  1,  i<eenrc  hi  childish  piety. 
Listened  as  if  I  heard  an  angel  sing 

With  iicn'3  from  heaven,  which  he  dii 
l>ring 
Frc^li  every  day  to  tny  untainted  ears, 
When  birds  and  Howcrs  and  I  were  happ; 


IIow  like  a  priwligal  doth  nature 
When  thou,  for  all  thy  gold, 

Thou  leachest  me  to  deem 
More  sacredly  „{  uvcry  human  heart. 


Sini'O 
Of  h 


retlec 
lid  e<.uhl  SOT. 


lujoy  II 


.omhv 


Did  we  Imt  p.iy  the  love  we  owe. 
And  with  a  child's  nmlonbtinfi  tvisdom  loo. 
On  all  tlie-e  livinp  |.npes  of  Cod'a  book. 


THB  TIOUT. 

01  Ua^  UiBioM,  4>iiig.ttiM  Tlolet: 

TUna  odor,  Hk*  ft  iaj, 
Ttarai  aolMlaalj-  In  momnT^  mrdi  to  let 

A  tfKHH^t  of  lomnr  tea. 

As  brotth  rfdhtmt  Add*  i^on  iii7brow 
Bbnra  Umngli  Qitt  open  door 

Ua  MNiad  of  vlnd-bonw  belk,  moro  fweet 
Bndlow, 
And  ndd«r  than  of  jron 

k  aoBMB  aftr,  fttm  that  bdorcd  plaoe. 

And  that  bdoTOd  hoar, 
VkiB  Bfc  hnag  ripening  In  Ioto'b  gcdden 
gnoe, 

lika  pi^M  aboTO  a  tiower. 

AiVrinf  |0M  dnglng  throngb  Ita  T«ed7  graaa ; 

Tba  laik  dn^  o'er  my  head, 
DramKi  fn  the  ikr—O  paaa,  ye  ri^ona,  petal 

I  would  that  I  were  dead  1— 

Whf  faaat  thon  opened  that  forbidden  door 

From  which  I  ever  flee  t 
U  \-aniahedJo7l  0  Lovo,  that  art  no  more, 

Let  taj  vexed  ipirit  be  < 


OTioletl  thjoi 

HbUi  aeardked,  and  atnng  to  grief 
Tbia  annnj  da^,  aa  if  a  oorse  did  atain 

Thy  velvet  loa£ 

Woiuil  W.  B>o*i. 


FLOWEBa 

I  wiu  not  have  the  mod  Clytie, 
WhoM  head  is  tamed  by  the  mm ; 
The  tnlip  ii  a  courtly  qaean, 
Whom,  therefore,  I  will  ahun ; 
The  oowdip  is  a  oonnby  wench 
The  violet  ia  a  onn ; — 
But  I  wfll  woo  the  d^^  roae, 
The'queen  ot  every  one. 

The  pea  la  hot  a  wanton  wUal^ 

la  too  modi  hiate  to  wed, 

And  daapa  bar  ilnga  on  ever^  band ; 


Nor  wHI  I  dreojy  roeemarya^ 
That  alwaya  nKHDiM  ^  oaad  ;— 
fiat  I  will  woo  tba  dain^  roae, 
With  her  dHwka  oftcndw  red. 

The  lily  li  all  in  wUte,  like  a  aalnt. 

And  ao  li  no  mate  for  mo^ 

And  the  daiay'a  ofaeA  ia  tipped  with  a  blnah 

Bfae  ia  of  CQoh  low  degree ; 

Josnine  ia  awee^  and  haa  many  loves, 

And  the  toomn's  betrothed  to  the  bee ; — 

Bnt  I  will  pli^  with  the  ddnty  rose, 

For  fUreat  of  allla  ahe. 


THE  B08E. 

Oo,  lovely  loae  I 

Tell  her  that  waatea  her  time  and  me 

That  now  ahe  knows. 
When  I  reaemble  her  to  thee, 
How  sweet  and  lUr  ahe  seems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that's  young, 
And  shans  to  have  her  graces  spied. 

That  hadBt  thoa  sprang 
In  deserts  where  no  men  abide, 
Thoo  mnst  hare  nnoommended  died. 

Small  is  the  wortli 
Of  beantj  from  the  light  retired; 

Bid  her  oome  fo^th — 
Suffer  herself  to  be  desired. 
And  not  blosh  so  to  be  admired. 

Then  die,  that  she 
The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

Uay  read  in  thee — 
How  small  a  part  of  time  tliey  share 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair. 

EDinTEn>  WAILS& 


CANZONET. 

Flowbbs  are  tnsh,  and  bushes  green, 

Oheerily  the  linnets  sing ; 
Winds  are  soft,  and  shies  serene ; 

Time,  however,  soon  shall  throw 
Winter's  9D0W 

0  'er  the  bniom  broaBb  ol  Sv"^*^ 


^^^I_L^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

U                                               POEUS  OF 

1 

NATOEB. 

Hope,  that  buila  ill  lover's  hMrt, 

The  honey-dropping  moi*n, 

Lives  mil  through  the  scom  offeara; 

On  a  night  in  June, 

Time  makes  lovo  iteelf  depart; 

Kisses  our  pole  pathway  leaver  that  felt  t 

Time  find  Bcorn  congeal  the  mind — 

LiHlliSUDltiud 

Age,  the  withered  elingef, 

Freeze  affection's  Hunnest  tears. 

On  oa  mnt«1;  gates. 

And  wraps  the  thought  of  his  last  be<)  in  1 

Time  shall  make  the  hnshes  green; 

chUdhood'fl  dwsies. 

Time  dissolve  the  winter  bdow; 

Winds  he  soft,  and  skic-s  serene ; 

See  (and  scorn  all  duller 

Linnets  ninB  their  wonl«d  "tnun- 

Taste)  liov?  Ileavcn  loves  color; 

But  again 

great  Katnre,  clearly,  joys  in  red  a 

ISliphted  love  slinll  never 

green; 

Ltn.  M  CxnOE. 

PlBUiUtfOIlo/  Lo»D  BTEiHOroBD. 

Of  violets  and  pinlts, 
ft  thousand  flushing  buee  made  aolely 

■    ' 

besceii; 
flee  her  whitest  lilies      ■ 
Ohill  the  silver  showers, 

CUORUS  OF  FLO! 

rbat  a  red  tnoath  is  her  rose,  the  worn 
of  her  flowers. 

Ws  Are  tho  svreet  flow* 

IJorri  of  simny  showers, 

(Think,  wlionii'er  you  sec  us,  what  ■ 
Utterance,  i 


Ofs( 


id  bright, 
delight, 
siire,  by  oui 


We  fill  the  air  with  pi. 
breath : 
All  who  see  us  love  us — 
We  befit  all  places ; 

Cnto  sorrow  we  give  smiles — and 


U]irk  our  ways,  how  noiseless 
All,  and  sweetly  voiceless, 
Though  the  March-winds  pipe  to  make  > 
passage  clear; 
Xot  a  whisper  tells 
Where  our  small  seed  dwells, 
Nor  is  known  the  moment  green  when  • 
tips  appear. 
We  thread  the  earth  in  silence. 
In  silence  build  our  bowers — 
And  leaf  by  leaf  in  silence  show,  till  we  laugh 
a-top,  sweet  flowers. 

The  dear  lumpish  baby. 
Humming  with  the  May-bee, 
HaiN   as   with    his    bright    star,    stumbling 
Ihroncrh  the  grass; 


DselesBuess  divine-st, 

Ofa  use  the  finest, 
Painteth  as,  the  teachers  of  the  end  of  af. 

Travelers,  weary-eyeii. 

Bless  us,  far  and  wide ; 
Unto  sick  and  prisoned  thoughts  we  give  si 
den  truce; 

Kot  a  poor  town  window 

Loves  its  sickliest  planting. 
But  its  wall  speaks  loftier  tnitb  than  Baby 
nian  vaunting. 

Sagest  yet  tho  uses 

Mixed  with  our  sweet  juices, 

Whether  man  or  May-fly  profit  of  the  bnlii 
As  fair  fingers  healed 
Knights  from  the  olden  field. 

We  hold  cups  of  mightiest  force  to  give  I 
wildest  calm. 
Even  tlie  terror,  poison. 
Hath  its  pica  for  blooming  ; 

Life  it  gives  to  reverent  li|is,  though  death 
the  presuming. 

And  oh!  our  sweet  soul -laker. 
That  thief,  tho  honey-maker. 
What  a  house  hath  he,  by  the  thymj  glen 
In  his  talking  rooms 
IIow  the  feasting  fumes 
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1  the  gold  oops  oyerflow  to  the  mouths  of 
men!  ' 

The  hutterflies  come  aping 
Thoee  fine  thieyea  of  ours, 
id  fintter  round  our  rifled  tope,  like  tickled 
flowers  with  flowers. 

See  those  tops,  how  beanteoost 
What  fair  service  duteous 
mnd  some  idol  waits,  as  on  their  lord  the 
Nine. 
Elfin  court  'twould  seem, 
And  taught,  perchance,  that  dream 
hich  the  old  Greek  mountain  dreamt,  upon 
nights  divine. 
To  expound  such  wonder 
Human  speech  avails  not , 
^  there  dies  no  poorest  weed,  that  such  a 
glory  exhales  not. 

Think  of  all  these  treasures, 
Matchless  works  and  pleasures, 
rerj  one  a  marvel,  more  than  thought  can 
say 
Ttien  tliink  in  what  bright  showers 
We  thicken  fields  and  bowers, 
id  with  what  heaps  of  sweetness  half  stifle 
wanton  May ; 
Think  of  the  mossy  forests 
By  the  bee-birds  haunted, 
id  all  those  Amazonian  plains,  lone  lying 
as  enchanted. 

Trees  themselves  are  ours ; 
Fruits  are  bom  of  flowers ; 
jach,  and  roughest  nut,  were  blossoms  in 
the  Spring ; 
The  lusty  bee  knows  well 
The  news,  and  comes  pell-mell, 
nd  dances  in  the  gloomy  thicks  with  dark- 
some antheming ; 
Beneath  the  very  burden 
Of  planet-pressing  ocean, 
\-  wash   our  smiling  cheeks  in  peace — a 
thought  for  meek  devotion. 

Tears  of  PhoBbus — missings 
Of  Cytherea's  kissings, 
ave  in  us  been  found,  and  wise  men  find 
them  still ; 


Drooping  grace  unfurls 
Still  Hyacinthus'  curls. 
And  Narcissus  loves  himself  in  the  selfish 
rill; 
Thy  red  lip,  Adonis, 
Still  is  wet  with  morning; 
And  the  step  that  bled  for  thee  ♦he   rosy 
brier  adorning. 

Oh  I  true  things  are  fables, 
Fit  for  sagest  tables. 
And  the  flowers  are  true  things — ^yet  no  fa- 
bles they ; 
Fables  were  not  more 
Bright,  nor  loved  of  yore  - 
Yet  they  grew  not,  like  the  flo'  ers,  by  every 
old  pathway ; 
Grossest  hand  can  test  us — 
Fools  may  prize  us  never — 
Yet  we  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise — ^marvels  sweet 
for  ever. 

Who  shall  say  that  flowers 
Dress  not  heaven's  own  bowers? 
Who  its  love,  without  us,  can  fancy — or  aweet 
floor? 
Who  shall  even  dare 
To  say  we  sprang  not  there — 
And  came  not  down,  that  Love  might  bring 
one  piece  of  heaven  the  more  ? 
Oh !  pray  believe  that  angles 
From  those  blue  dominions 
Brought  us  in  their  white  laps  down,  'twixt 
!beir  golden  pinions. 

LsiGH  Ilorr. 


FLOWERS. 

Spake  full  well,  in  language  quaint  and  olden, 
One  who  dwelleth  by  the  castled  Rhine, 

When  he  called  the  flowers,    so  blue  and 
golden. 
Stars,  that  in  earth's  firmament  do  shine. 

Stars  they  are,  wherein  we  read  our  histor}'- 
As  astrologers  and  seers  of  eld ; 

Yet  not  wrapped  about  with  awful  mystery, 
Like  the  burning  stars  w\uc\i  \X\^^  \>si\\vi\vi 


16 


POEMS   OF   NATURE. 


Wondrons  traths,  and  manifold  as  wondrons, 
God  hath  written  in  those  stars  above ; 

But  not  less  in  the  bright  flowerets  under  us 
Stands  the  revelation  of  his  love. 

Bright  and  glorious  is  that  revelation, 
Writ  all  over  this  great  \9orld  of  ours — 

flaking  evident  our  own  creation, 
In  these  stars  of  earth,  these  golden  flow- 
ers. 

And  the  poet,  faithful  and  far-seeing. 

Sees,  alike  in  stars  and  flowers,  a  part 
Of  the  self-same,  universal  being 

• 

Which  is  throbbing  in  his  brain  and  heart. 

Gorgeous  flowerets  in  the  sunlight  shining, 
Blossoms  flaunting  in  the  eye  of  day. 

Tremulous  leaves,  with  soft  and  silver  lining. 
Buds  that  open  only  to  decay ; 

Brilliant  hopes,  all  woven  in  gorgeous  tissues, 
Flaunting  gayly  in  the  golden  light ; 

Large  desires,  with  most  uncertain  issues. 
Tender  wishes,  blossoming  at  night ; 

These  in  flowers  and  men  are  more  than 
seeming ; 

Workings  are  tliey  of  the  self-same  powers 
Which  the  poet,  in  no  idle  dreaming, 

Seeth  in  himself  and  in  the  flowera 

Everywhere  about  us  are  they  glowing — 
Some,  like  stars,  to  tell  us  Spring  is  bom ; 

Others,  their  blue  eyes  with  tears  overflowing, 
Stand,  like  Ruth,  amid  the  golden  corn. 

Not  alone  in  Spring's  armorial  bearing, 
And  in  Summer's  green-emblazoned  field. 

But  in  arms  of  brave  old  Autumn's  wearing, 
In  the  centre  of  his  brazen  shield ; 

Not  alone  in  meadows  and  green  alleys. 
On  the  mountain-top,  and  by  the  brink 

Of  sequestered  pools  in  woodland  valleys. 
Where  the  slaves  of  Nature  stoop  to  drink  • 

Not  alone  in  her  vast  dome  of  glory, 
Not  on  graves  of  bird  and  beast  alone, 

But  in  old  cathedrals,  high  and  hoary, 
On  the  tombs  of  heroes,  carved  in  stone ; 


In  the  cottage  of  the  mdest  peasant ; 

In  ancestral  homes,  whose  cmmbling 
ers, 
Speaking  of  the  Past  mito  the  Present, 

Tell  us  of  the  ancient  Games  of  Flowc 

In  all  places,  then,  and  in  all  seasons. 
Flowers  expand  their  light  and  soul 
wings. 

Teaching  us,  by  most  persuasive  reasons 
How  akin  they  are  to  human  things. 

And  with  childlike,  credulous  affection, 
We  behold  their  tender  buds  expand— 

Emblems  of  our  own  great  resurrection, 
Emblems  of  the  bright  and  better  lane 

HXNBT  Wamwosth  LoKOimu 


HYMN  TO  THE  FLOWERa 

Day-stabs  t   tbat  ope  your  eyes  with  i 
to  twinkle 
From  rainbow  galaxies  of  earth's  crea 
And  dew-drops  on  her  lonely  altars  sprl 

As  a  libation  I 

Ye  matm  worshippers  I  who  bending  lo 

Before  the  uprisen  sun — God's  lidless  e 

Throw  ft'om  your  chalices  a  sweet  and  I 

Incense  on  high ! 

Ye  bright  mosaics!  that  with  storied  b€ 

The  floor  of  Nature's  temple  tessellate 

What  numerous  emblems  of  instructive  < 

Your  forms  create ! 

'Neath  cloistered  boughs,  each  floral  bell 
swingeth 
And  tolls  its  perfume  on  the  passing  a 
Makes  sabbath  in  the  fields,  and  ever  rini 

A  call  to  prayer. 

Not  to  the  domes  where  crumbling  arcb 
column 
Attest  the  feebleness  of  mortal  hand, 
Bat  to  that  fane,  most  catholic  and  soleii 

Which  God  hath  plani 
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Uhedral,  boandleaa  as  onr  wonder, 
4)neaaM«BB  lamps  the  son  and  moon 
pply— 
tba  wiods  and  wsTes,  its  organ 

Its  dome  the  skj. 

A  in  solitude  and  ehade  I  wonder 
:h  the  green  aisles,  or,  stretched  opon 
esod, 

the  silence,  reverently  ponder 
The  ways  of  God— 

iceleas   lips,  O   Flowers,  are  liring 
eachora, 

up  a  pulpit,  and  each  leaf  a  book, 
g  to  my  fancy  nameroas  teachers 
From  lonolieat  nook. 

postles  1  that  in  dewy  splendor 

|>  without  woe,  and  blush  withoni  i 


ri^rt  not,  Solomon  1  in  all  thy  glory, 
A"  the  lilies  cry,   "  la  robes  like 


rcet-jtentiid  picture:*,  llcavenly  Art- 

which  ttiou  ptdntest  Nataro's  wide- 
.read  ball, 

l^lightfal  lesson  thou  impartest 
Oflovetoall. 

e.-^  are  ye.  Flowers  1  though  made 

r  pleasure : 

iu^  o'er  field  and  ware,  by  day  and 

;H.t, 

r«rT  scarce  yonr  sanction  bids  me 

'eafore 

JIarmlesB  delight. 

nl  sagee !  what  mstmntors  hoary 
ich  a  world  of  thought  could  furnish 

ling  e>lyz  a  memento  mori, 
T«t  fonut  of  hope. 


Posthwnoaa  glorieal  angel-like  collection  I 
Upraised  from  seed  or  bulb  interred  in 

e  are  to  me  a  type  of  resurrection, 
And  second  birth. 

Were  I,  O  God,  in  chnrchlesa  lands  remain 
ing. 
Far  from  all  voice  of  teachers  or  divines, 
My  soul  would  find,  in  flowers  of  thy  ordain- 
ing, 

Priests,  sermons,  shrines  t 
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I  STOOD  tiptoe  Di>on  a  little  hill. 

The  ait  was  cooling,  and  so  very  still. 

That  the  sweet  buds,  which  with  a  modest 

pride 
Pull  droopingly,  in  slanting  curve  aside. 
Their  scanty -leaved  and  finely -tape  ring  stems, 
Had  not  yet  lost  their  starry  Miudems 
Caught  from  the  early  sobbing  of  the  morn. 
The  clouds  were  pare  and  white  as  flockii 

And  frosli   from   the  clear   brook ;   sweetly 

tliey  slept 
On  the  blue  fields  of  heaven,  and  then  there 

A  little  noiseless  noise  among  tbo  leaves. 
Born  of  the  very  sigh  that  sileuce  heaves ; 
For  not  the  faintest  motion  could  be  seen 
Of  all  the  shades  that  slanted  o'er  the  green. 
There  waa  wide  wandering,  for  llie  greediesl 

To  peer  about  upon  variety — 
Far  round  the  horizon's  crystal  air  to  skim, 
And  trace  the  dwindled  edgings  of  its  brim — 
To  picture  out  the  quaint  and  curious  bend- 
ing 
Of  a  fresh  woodland  alley  never-ending — 
Or  by  tlie  bowery  clefts,  and  leufy  slielves. 
Guess  where  tliejauuty  streams  refresh  tbem 

1  gazed  awhile,  and  felt  as  light  and  free 
As  though  the  funning  wings  of  Mercury 
Hod  played  upon  my  lieels:   I  was  light- 

hearted, 
And  maoy  pleasures  to  my  \»\o\v  «>Ux^«&\ 
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So  I  straightway  began  to  pluck  a  posy, 
Of  luxuries  bright,  milky,  soft  and  rosy: 
A  bush  of  May-flowers  with  the  bees  about 

them; 
Ah,  sure  no  tasteful  nook  could  be  without 

them! 
And  let  a  lush  laburnum  oversweep  them. 
And  let  long  grass  grow  round  the  roots,  to 

keep  them 
Moist,  cool,  and  green ;  and  shade  the  violets, 
That  they  may  bind  the  mosn  in  leafy  nets. 

A  filbert-hedge  with  wild  brier  overtwined. 
And  clumps  of  woodbine,  taking  the  soft 

wind 
Upon  their  summer  thrones ;  there  too  should 

be 
The  frequent  chequer  of  a  youngling  tree, 
That  with  a  score  of  light  green  brethren 

shoots 
From  the  quaint  mossiness  of  aged  roots, 
Round  which  is  heard  a  spring-head  of  clear 

waters, 
Babbling  so  wildly  of  its  lovely  daughters. 
The  spreading  blue-bells:  it  may  haply  mourn 
That  such  fair  clusters  should  be  rudely  torn 
From  their  fresh  beds,  and,  scattered  thought- 
lessly 
By  infant  hands,  left  on  the  path  to  die. 

Open  afresh  your  round  of  starry  folds, 
Ye  ardent  marigolds ! 

Dry  up  the  moisture  from  your  golden  lids, 
For  great  Apollo  bids 
That  in  these  days  your  praises  should  be 

sung 
On  many  harps,  which  he  has  lately  strung ; 
And  when  again  your  dewiness  he  kisses, 
Tell  him,  I  have  you  in  my  world  of  blisses : 
So,  haply,  when  I  rove  in  some  far  vale, 
His  mighty  voice  may  come  upon  the  gale. 

Here  are  sweet  peas,  on  tiptoe  for  a  flight — 
With  wings  of  gentle  flush  o'er  delicate  white. 
And  taper  Angers  catching  at  all  things, 
Tc  bind  them  all  about  with  tiny  rings. 
Linger  awhile  upon  some  bending  planks 
That  lean  against  a  streamlet's  rushy  banks. 
And  watch  intently  Nature's  gentle  doings : 
Tlioy  will  be  found  softer  than  ring-doves' 
cooings. 


How  silent  comes  the  water  round  that  \m 
Not  the  minutest  whisper  does  it  send 
To  the  o'erhanging  sallows :  blades  of  gn 
Slowly  across  the  cheqner'd  shadows  paa 
Why  you  might  read  two  sonnets,  ere  tl 

reach 
To  where  the  hurrying  freshnesses  aye  pro 
A  natural  sermon  o'er  their  pebbly  beds; 
Where  swarms  of  minnows  show  their  fi 

heads. 
Staying  their  wavy  bodies  'gainst  the  atrei 
To  taste  the  luxury  of  sunny  beams 
Tempered  with  coolness.    How  they  c 

wrestle 
With  their  own   sweet  delight,   and   i 

nestle 
Their  silver  bellies  on  the  pebbly  sand ! 
If  you  but  scantily  hold  out  the  hand, 
That  very  instant  not  one  will  remain ; 
But  turn  your  eye,  and  they  are  there  5g 

The  ripples  seem  right  glad  to  reach  tJ 

cresses, 
And  cool  themselves   among  the  erne 

tresses; 
The  while  they  cool  themselves,  they  fr 

ness  give. 
And  moisture,  that  the  bowery  green  may  1 
So  keeping  up  an  interchange  of  favors. 
Like  good  men  in  the  truth  of  their  b 

viors. 
Sometimes  goldfinches  one  by  one  will  d 
From  low-hung  branches;  little  space  ' 

stop. 
But  sip,  and  twitter,  and  their  feathers  si 
Then  off  at  once,  as  in  a  wanton  freak : 
Or  perhaps,  to  show  their  black  and  go 

wings. 
Pausing  upon  their  yellow  flutteringa. 

Were  I  in  such  a  place,  I  sure  should  pn 
That  nought  less  sweet  might  call  my  thou 

away. 
Than  the  soft  rustle  of  a  maiden's  gown 
Fanning  aw^ay  the  dandelion's  down ; 
Than  the  light  music  of  her  nimble  toes 
Patting  against  the  sorrel  as  she  goes. 
How  she  would  start  and  blush,  thus  t< 

caught 
Playing  in  all  her  innocence  of  thooffht ' 
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0  laad  her  gwitlj  o'er  the  brook, 

htx  half-muling  lips  and  downward 

k; 

e  for  WIS  moment  tonch  her  nrist ; 

one  moment  to  her  breathing  list ; 

she  leAvea  me,  maj  she  often  turn 

r  e;es  looking  throngh  her  locks  au- 


ezt  t  a  tuft  of  evening  primrusea, 
uch  the  mind  ma;  hover  tjll  it  dozes : 
hieh  it  well  might  take  a  pleasant 

it  Hia  ever  startled  bj  the  leap 

I  into  ripe  floners;  or  b;  the  flitting 

IS  moths,  that  aje  their  rest  are  qiiit- 

p: 

lie  moon  lifting  ber  siIvlt  rim 

1  cloud,  and  with  a  gradaal  swim 

'  into  the  bine  with  all  her  hght. 

»■  of  Bweet  poets !  dear  delight 
(ur  world  and  all  its  gentle  livers ; 
■r  '.f  ilonds,  halo  of  crystal  rivers, 
with  I'^ave!',  and  dew,  and  tumtiling 

•f  liiTclv  eves  to  lovely  dreams ; 
f  l"nt-li:ic*i,  and  wandering, 
.it  i-vi'.  and  tender  pondering! 

Cjt  I  praise  above  all  otlier  glories 
lile  DS  on  t4>  tell  delightful  xtories. 
It  has  made  the  sage  or  poet  write. 

fair  paradise  of  Nature's  lig'ht  f 
aim  grandenr  of  a  sober  line, 
the  waving  of  the  motintnin  pine : 
ifrn  a  tale  ifl  beantifnllv  stnid, 

the  safetj  of  a  hawthorn  ;;lnde ; 
t  U  moving  on  lusorioiis  winp, 
J  is  hut  in  pleasant  smotherings ; 
wT  riMcs  hmsh  against  our  faces, 
wering  lanrels  spring  from  diamond 

■1  w«  see  the  Jasmine   and  swcet- 

oomv  grapes  hiaghing  from   green 

it  our  fnt,  the  voice  of  crystal  buh- 

uat  ooca  Kwtjttoto  all  onr  troa- 

II 


So  that  we  feel  uplifted  from  the  world, 
Walking  npon  tbe  white  clonds  wreathe<l  and 
curled. 

So  felt  he  who  flnt  told  how  Psjohe  went 
On  the  smooth  wind  to  realms  of  wonder- 
ment; 
What  Psjobe  felt,  and  Love,  when  their  full 

First  touched;  what  amorous  and  fondling 

They  gave  each  otlier's    cheeks — with    all 

their  sighs, 
And  how  they  kist  each  other's  tremulous 

eyes; 
The  silver  lamp — the  ravishment — the  wou- 

Tlie  darkness — loneliness — the  fearful  tlinn- 

Their  woes  gone  by,  and  both  to  beaven  up 

To  bow  for  gratitude  before  Jove's  throne. 

So  did  he  feel,  who  pnlled  the  boughs  aside. 
That  we  might  look  into  a  forest  wide, 
To  catch  a  glimpse  of  Fauns,  and  Dryades 
Coming  with  j^oftest  rustle  throiifrli  tbe  trees; 
And  garlands  woven  of  flowers   wild,   and 

Upheld  on  ivory  wrista,  or  sporting  fi'ct : 
Telling  as  how  fair  trembling  Syrini  fled 
Arcadian  Pan,  with  socli  a  fearfnl  dread. 
Poor  Nymph,— poor  Pan, — bow  did  be  weep 

to  find 
Nought  bnt  a  lovely  sighing  of  tbe  wind 
.Along  the  rcciiy  stream !  it  half-beard  strain. 
Full  of  sweet  desolation — balmy  pain. 

What  first  inspired  a  bard  of  old  to  ?ing 
Sarfissiis  pining  o'er  tbe  untainted  spring! 
In  some  deliciouit  ramldc  he  had  found 
A  little  space,  with  boughs  all  woven  round; 
And  in  the  midst  of  all,  a  clearer  pool 
Than  e'er  retlectod  in  its  pleasant  cool 
Tbe  blue  sky  here  aud  there  serenely  peeji- 

ing, 
Through  tendril  wreaths  fiiu  fasti  call  y  creep- 


And  on  tbe  bank  a  lonely  dower  he  spied, 
A  meek  and  forlorn  flower,  with  nought  <•,( 
pride. 
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DroopiDg  its  beanty  o^er  the  watery  clear- 
ness, 

To  woo  its  own  sad  image  into  nearness. 

Deaf  to  light  Zephyros  it  would  not  move ; 

[-{ut  still  wonld  seem  to  droop,  to  pine,  to 
love. 

S(»  while  the  poet  stood  in  this  sweet  spot, 

Some  fainter  gleamings  o'er  his  fancy  shot ; 

Nor  was  it  long  ere  he  had  told  the  tale 

Of  young  Narcissus,  and  sad  Echo's  bale. 

Where  had  he  been,  from  whose  warm 
head  outflow 
That  sweetest  of  all  songs,  that  ever  knew 
That  aye  refreshing,  pure  dcliciousness. 
Coming  ever  to  bless 

The  wanderer  by  moonlight — to  him  bring- 
ing 
Shapes  from  the  invisible  world,  unearthly 

singing 
?rom  out  the  middle  air,  from  flowery  nests. 
And  from  the  pillowy  silkiness  that  rests 
Full  in  the  speculation  of  tlie  stars  ? 
Ah  I  surely  he  had  burst  our  mortal  bars ; 
Into  some  wondrous  region  he  had  gone, 
To  search  for  thee,  divine  Endymion  I 

He  was  a  poet,  sure  a  lover  too, 
Who  stood  on  Latmos'  top,  what  time  there 

blew 
Soft  breezes  from  the  myrtle  vale  below ; 
And  brought>,  in  faintness  solemn,  sweet,  and 

slow, 
A  hymn  from  Dian's  temple;  while  npswell- 

rhe  incense  went  to  her  own  starry  dwell- 
ing. 

But  though  her  face  was  clear  as  infants' 
eyes. 

Though  she  stood  smiling  o'er  the  sacrifice, 

The  poet  wept  at  her  so  piteous  fate, 

Wept  that  such  beauty  should  be  desolate. 

Bo  in  flue  wrath  some  golden  sounds  he 
won, 

And  gave  meek  Cynthia  her  Endymion. 

Queen  of  the  wide  air ;  thou  most  lOvely 
queen 
Df  all  the  brightness  that  mine  eyes  have 
seen  I 


As  thou  exceedest  all  things  in  thy  shiue. 
So  every  tale  does  this  sweet  tale  of  thine 
O  for  three  words  of  honey,  that  I  might 
Tell  but  one  wonder  of  thy  bridal  night! 

Where  distant  ships  do  seem  to  show  tl 
keels, 
PhoBbus  awhile  delayed  his  mighty  whedi 
And  turned  to  smile  upon  thy  bashful  ey« 
Ere  he  his  unseen  pomp  would  solemnun^ 
The  evening  weather  was  so  bright,  anddfl 
That  men  of  health  were  of  unusual  chen 
Stepping  like  Homer  at  the  trumpet's  etO 
Or  young  Apollo  on  the  pedestal ; 
And  lovely  women  were  as  fair  and  wart 
As  Venus  looking  sideways  in  alarm. 

The  breezes  were  ethereal,  and  pure, 
And  crept  through  half-closed  lattices  too 
The  languid  sick :  it  cool'd  their  fever'd  df 
And  soothed  them  into  slumbers  faO  | 

deep. 
Soon  they  awoke  clear-eyed  ;    nor  am 

with  thirsting. 
Nor  with  hot  fingers,  nor  with  temples  lioi 

ing; 
And  springing  up,  they  met  the  wondeij 

sight 
Of  their  dear  friends,  nigh  foolish  with  ( 

light. 
Who  feel  their  arms  and  breasts,  and  U 

and  stare, 
And  on  their  placid  foreheads  part  the  hi 
Young  men  and  maidens  at  each  other  gai 
With    hands   held   back,    and    motiooli 

amazed 
To  see  the  brightness  in  each  other's  eyai 
And  so  they  stood,  filled  with  a  sweet  i 

prise. 
Until  their  tongues  were  loosed  in  poesy. 
Therefore  no  lover  did  of  anguish  die ; 
But  the  soft  numbers,  in  that  moment  spok 
Made  silken  ties  that  never  may  be  brokii 


Cynthia !  I  cannot  tell  the  greater  blii 
That  follow'd  thine,  and  thy  dear  sheplM 

kisses: 
Was  there  a  poet  born  ? — But  now  no  mon 
My  wandering  spirit  must  no  farther  sov* 

JoBv  ULua 


THE    NIGHTINGALE. 
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TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

^  NioHTixoALK,  that  on  yon  bloomy  spray 
Warblest  at  eve,  when  all  the  woods  are 

sHll 
Thon  with  fresh  hope  the  lover^s  heart  dost 

fill 
ruile   the  jolly  hours  lead  on   propitious 

May. 
'by  liquid  notesi,  that  close  the  eye  of  day, 
FiTEt  heard  before  the  shallow  cuckooes 

bill 
Portend  success  in  love.  Oh  if  Jove's  will 
Have  linked  that  amorous  power  to  thy 
soft  lay, 
low  timely  sing,  ere  the  rude  bird  of  hate 
Foretell  my  hopeless  doom  in  some  grove 

nigh ; 
As  thou  from  year  to  year  hast  sung  too 

late 
''or  my  relief^  yet  hadst  no  reason  why. 
Whether  the  Muse  or  Love  call  thee  his 

mate, 
Both  them  I  serve,  and  of  their  train  am  I. 

JOICV    MiLTOX. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

As  it  fell  upon  a  day, 

In  the  merry  month  of  May, 

Sitting  in  a  pleasan*  shatlo 

"Which  a  grove  of  myrtles  made, 

lieasts  did  leap,  and  birds  did  sir.g, 

Trees  did  grow,  and  plants  did  spring ; 

Every  thing  did  banish  moan, 

Save  tbe  nigJitingale  alone. 

She,  i>oor  bird,  as  all  forlorn. 

Lean  M  her  breast  np-till  a  thorn ; 

And  there  sung  the  dolefuirst  ditty 

That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity. 

Fie,  fie,  fie !  noAV  wonld  she  cry ; 

Tern,  teru,  by-and-by; 

That,  to  hear  her  8o  complain, 

Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refrain ; 

For  her  g^ief^l,  so  lively  shown. 

Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 

Ah !  (thought  I)  thon  monrn  'st  in  vain  ; 

None  takes  pity  on  tliy  pain ; 


Senseless  trees,  they  cannot  hear  thee ; 
Ruthless  bears,  they  will  not  cheer  thee ; 
King  Pandion,  he  is  dead ; 
All  thy  friends  are  lapped  in  lead : 
All  thy  fellow-birds  do  sing. 
Careless  of  thy  sorrowing! 
Whilst  as  fickle  Fortune  smiled. 
Thou  and  I  were  both  beguiled, 
Every  one  that  flatters  thee 
Is  no  friend  in  misery. 
Words  are  easy,  like  the  Avind ; 
Faithful  friends  are  hard  to  find. 
•  Every  man  will  be  thy  friend 
Whilst  thou  hast  whereAvith  to  spend ; 
But,  if  stores  of  crowns  be  scant. 
No  man  will  supply  thy  want. 
If  that  one  be  prodigal 
Bountiful  they  will  him  call ; 
And,  with  such-like  flattering, 
"  Pity  but  he  were  a  king." 
If  he  be  addict  to  vice, 
Quickly  him  they  will  entice ; 
But  if  Fortune  once  do  froAvn, 
Tlien  farewell  his  great  renown : 
They  that  fawned  on  Liui  before. 
Use  his  company  no  more, 
lie  that  is  tliy  friend  indeed, 
He  will  help  thee  in  thy  need; 
If  thou  sorrow,  he  will  weep, 
If  thou  wake,  he  cannot  sleep. 
Thus,  of  every  grief  in  heart, 
IIo  with  thee  doth  bear  a  part. 
These  are  certain  signs  to  know 
Faithful  friend  from  flattering  foe. 

BlCHABD   BaRXKIELD. 


TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

Deae  chorister,  who  from  those  sliadowa 
sends — 

Ere  that  the  blushing  morn  dare  sliow  her 
liglit- 

Such  sad  lamenting  strain?,  tliat  niglit  at- 
tends. 

Become  all  ear,  stars  stay  to  hoar  thy  plijrlit; 

If  one  whose  grief  oven  reach  of  thought 
transcends. 

Who  ne'er  (not  in  a  dream)  did  taste  delight. 

May  tliee  importune  who  \We  civse  ^t^N.c^uOi'i^ 


52 


POEMS   OF   NATURE. 


And  seems  to  jov  in  woe,  in  woe^s  despite ; 
Tell  me  (so  may  thou  fortune  milder  trv, 
And  long,  long  sing!)  for  what  thou  thus 

complains, 
Since  Winter's  gone,  and  sun  in  dappled  sky 
Enamored   smiles   on    woods    and    flowery 

plains  ? 

The  bird,  as  if  my  questions  did  her  move, 

With  trembling  wings  sighed  forth,  "  I  love, 

I  love." 

William  Deuiimokd. 


ODE  TO  A  NIGHTINGALE. 

My  heart  aches,  and  a  drowsy  numbness  pains 

My  sense,  as  though  of  hemlock  I  had  drunk ; 
Or  em]>tied  some  dull  opiate  to  the  drains 

One  minute  past,  and  Ixjthe-ward  had  sunk. 
T  is  not  through  envy  of  thy  happy  lot, 

But  being  too  happy  in  thy  happiness, 
That  thou,  ^ight- winged  Dryad  of  the  trees. 
In  some  melodious  plot 

Of  beechen  green,  and  shadows  numberless, 
Singest  of  Summer  in  full-throated  ease. 

Oh  for  a  draught  of  vintage 

Cooled  a  long  age  in  the  deep-delved  earth, 
Tasting  of  Flora  and  the  country  green, 
Dance,  and  Provencal  song,  and  sun-burned 
mirth ! 
Oh  for  a  beaker  full  of  the  Avarm  South, 

Full  of  the  true,  the  blushful  Ilippocrene, 
With  beaded  bubbles  winking  at  the  brim. 
And  purple-stained  mouth — 
That  I  might  drink,  and  leave  the  world 
unseen. 
And  with  thee  fade  away  into  the  forest  dim. 

Fade  far  away,  dissolve,  and  quite  forget 
What  thou  among  the  leaves  hast  never 
known — 
The  weariness,  the  fever,  and  the  fret ; 
Here,  where  men  sit  and  hear  each  other 
groan — 
Where  palsy  shakes  a  few  sad,  last  gray 
hairs — 
Where  youth  grows  pale,  and  spectre-thin, 
anddi( 


Where  but  to  think  is  to  be  ftiU  of  sor 
And  leaden-eyed  despairs — 
Where  beauty  cannot  keep   her  h 
eyes, 

Or  new  love  pine  at  them  beyond  to-m 

• 

Away  I  away  I  for  I  will  fly  to  thee! 

Not  charioted  by  Bacchus  and  his  p 
Hilt  on  the  viewless  wings  of  poesy, 
Though  the  dull  brain  perplexes  a 
tards; 
xVlready  with  thee  tender  is  the  night, 
And  haply  the  queen-moon  is  on  her  1 
Clustered  around  by  all  her  starry  fay 
But  here  there  is  no  light, 
Save  what  from  heaven  is  with  the  1 
blown 
Through  verdurous  glooms  and  winding 
ways. 

I  can  not  see  what  flowers  are  at  mv 
Nor  what  soft  incense  hangs  up 
boughs ; 
But,  in  embalmed  darkness  guess  each 
Wherewith  the  seasonable  month  ei 
Tlie  grass,   the  thicket,  and  the  fr 
wild : 
White  hawthorn  and  the  pastoral  egl 
Fast-fading  violets,  covered  up  in  lea^ 
And  mid-May's  oldest  child. 
The  coming  musk-ruse,  full  of  dew 
The  nmnnurous  haunt  of  bees  on  s 
eves. 

Darkling  I  listen ;  and  for  many  a  tin 
I  liave  been  half  in  love  with  easeful 
Called   him   soft  names  in  many  a 
rliyine, 
To  take  into  the  air  my  quiet  breat 
Now,  more  than  ever,  seems  it  rich  t( 
To  cease  upon  the  miduight^  with  i 
While  thou  art  pouring  fortli  thy  soul 
In  such  an  ecstasy ! 
Still  wouldst  thou  sing,  and  I  have 
vain — 
To  thy  high  requiem  become  a  sod. 

Thou  wast  not  born  for  death,  immort 
No  hungry  generations  tread  thee  < 

The  voice  I  hear  this  passing  night  wi 
In  ancient  days  by  emperor  and  ck 


THE    NIGHTIKGALE. 


'  the  selfsame  song  that  found  a  path 

1^1  the  ud  beut  of  Both,  when,  sick 

lor  home, 

3d  in  tear*  amid  the  alien  corn : 

rbe  aame  that  oft-timea  hath 

ned  magic  casemeols  opening  on  the 

out  aeaa,  in  fairy  lande  forlorn. 

!  the  very  word  L  like  a  bell, 
U  me  back  from  tbee  to  mj  80I0  Mif  I 
the  Faucf  can  not  cheat  eo  well 
M  it  fkined  to  do,  deceiving  elf. 
adieu!  ch;  plaiotive  aatheni  fades 
tte   near  meadows,  over  the   still 

hill-side ;  find  dow  't  is  bnried  deep 
ji  the  next  vallef -glades: 
it  a  ri^on  or  a  waking  dreamt 
ikU  mosic— do  1  wake  or  sleep) 

Jobs  Kun. 


PHILOMELA. 

ah,  the  XigLtiugale ! 
-n; -throated '. 

Trom  that  moonlit  cedar  what  a  bnrst ! 
iamph!  hark — what  pain  I 
erer  from  a  Grecian  shore, 
Her  maof  j'eare,  in  distant  lands — 
irisbiDg  in  thy  bcnildered  brain 
ikl,   unqneCThed,  deep-aunken,  old- 
rid  pain — 

»j,  trill  it  never  heal? 
I  this  fragrant  lawn, 
I  cool  trees,  and  night, 
!  iwcet,  tran<|ail  Thames, 
onshine,  and  the  dew, 
racked  heart  and  brua 
Lffbrd  no  balm  ? 

>o«t  thon  to-night  behold, 

iriju^b  the  moonlight  on  tbia  English 

riendtj  palace  in  the  Tlirnciim  wild? 

Met  tboa  again  pernse, 

c  cheek*  aod  seared  eyes, 

>  clear  web,  and  thy  dnmb  sister's 


Dost  thou  once  more  essay 
Thy  flight;  and  feel  come  over  thee. 
Poor  fugitive,  tba  feathery  change  ; 
Once  more;  and  once  more  make  resoiind. 
With  love  and  bate,  triumph  and  agony, 
Lone  Daulis,  and  the  high  Cephision  vale? 


Listen,  £ugenia~ 
How  thick  tbe  bursts  co. 

the  leaves  I 
Again — thou  hearestl 
Eternal  passion  f 
Eternal  pain  I 


e  crowding  through 


THE  NIGHTINGALE  AND  THE  DOVE. 

0  NiaDTiNOAijil  tbou  surely  nrt 
A  creature  of  a  "fiery  heart"  ; 

These  notes  of  thine, — they  pierte  and  pieroe: 
Tumultuous  harmony  and  fiercu ! 
Tliou  sing'st  us  if  tlie  gcxi  of  ivirii' 
Had  helped  tbce  to  a  valentine — 
A  song  in  mockery,  and  desjiite 
Ofsbiides,  and  detvs,  and  silt>iit  ni^'lit, 
And  steady  blis»,  and  all  llie  Inves 
Now  sleeping  in  these  pent'ofiii  groves. 

1  beard  a  stock-dove  sing  or  -lay 
[lis  homely  tale,  this  very  duy ; 
Hi^  voice  was  buried  among  trei's, 
Yot  to  bo  come  at  by  tlio  breeze : 

lie  did  not  cease ;  but  cooed — and  cooed ; 
And  somewhat  pensively  be  wooed ; 
lie  sang  of  love,  with  quiet  blending. 
Slow  to  begin,  and  never  ending; 
Of  serious  faith,  and  inward  pli'e ; 
That  was  the  song,  the  snug  {••r  ine! 


THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

No  cloud,  no  relict  of  the  snnkcn  day 
Distinguishes  tbe  West;  no  Imi?  tlini'sli]! 
or  sullen  light,  no  obscure  trembling  hues. 
Come,  we  will  rest  on  lliis  old  mossy  bridge) 
You  see  the  glimmer  of  the  stream  liene^tU, 
Bat  hear  no  mnrrauring;  il  Ro-wa  "iWftti'Ci^ 


POElfS    OF    NATURE. 


O'er  its  soft  beii  of  vBrdure.     All  h  still ; 
A  balDiy  night  I  o&d  though  tlie  stara  be  dim, 
Yet  let  us  think  u[Kin  the  veriiiJ  showers 
That  gladden  tlic  green  enrlh,  luid  we  shall 

find 
A  pleasure  in  tlie  dimness  of  tiie  etara. 
Aii.l  Iriirk!  tho  Xifihtingalebegiua  its  song — 
-M..--  rn  ,--..:,  ,:.:■■-.  !UL-I;i[idi<iiy"  Wril 
.\  !■,■  ■,'   "I,,  idk.  thought! 

iiicholf. 


Ilii 


i,wl 


n\-<l 


With  till!  remembrauco  of  a  grievou 
Or  sluw  disltriipcr,  or  neglected  love, 
(And  SL..  i>i)or  ivretcht  filled  bU  thi 

bi.ii-di; 

Aii.l  Jt.!..k'  ..II  t;oi,t|i.-  Buund--  lell  haol 
Of  bis  uwn  .-oiTDit)— lie,  and  such  a' 
first  named  l)ief.e  notes  h  melaiich- 
And  miin3'  a.  jioet  ef^hoes  the  cuncei 
Poet  who  hatli  ht-en  building  up  the 
Wln'ii  he  hiiJ  better  fur  hsvo  etrot 
linib>i 
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>i>k 
tid 

■iiriie 

II  mossy  fore^^t-ilell, 
i(.-bt;  to  tlie  iiifliiyes 
uund?;,  and  hhilliii^  elements. 

Sii] 
All 

■i  whole  spirit;  of  his  son^ 
fiiwtful!  so  his  fume 

Sbi 
A  \ 

lid 

slin 

nihl 

thi 

X;ituro's  ill! mortality — 
(It- !— find  so  his  SOU;; 

Sbi 

lid 

lii;i 

e  ;ill  Nature  lovelier,  nnd  it^'elf 

Jto 

1  lik.-  ^ 

itiircl     But 'twill  uotLeso; 

An 

.'■' 

iith 

titii 

TiUllden;' lll..^t  ].o,lir,iI, 

\V1 
111 

f^i 
:di 

E: 

be 

.leq.c.iii.B    twilii-bt-    of    tlie 
d  liiit  ti.ealres,  tliey  Mill, 

fill 

V 

in, 

ek 

vm[Kithy,   must  b.-iive   tlieir 

0\ 

r" 

iloi 

pity-ple;idillgi^lritiii,>. 

Mv 

fr 

en.l 

iiih 

thou,  our   .Uler!    «e  liavi- 

le:*nil 
A  ditlerent  lore  ;  «o  i.iiiy  ni>t  tliiis  i.rof„i,e 
NutureV  swe.'l  voie.-s.  uiivnys  full  of  love 
And  jt-v;m.-e  I     'T i-  1  be  merry  N i;:ljtln-aU- 
riijil  erowMK  nnd  linrrie^  iind  iTeeipilales 
Wilb  r'^t  llii.-k  wiirUle  his  delieioiw  iiute-;. 
As  lie  were  fiarfnl  Ih:,t  an  Aj.ril  ni^dit 
Would  U  to,,  short  for  him  to  utter  fTth 
Ills  love-<-li:.ut,  and  disburtheti  hi*  full  soul 


And  I  Icuuw  a  grate 
or  large  extent,  hani  by  a  oaatte  hu^ 

Which  tlie  great  lord  inbablls  not :  and  m 
Thia  grore  is  wild  wiili  tangling  nndernood; 
And  the  trim  widka  ore  broken  np ;  and  fnm, 
Thiu  graas  niid  kingcups  grow  w  ithin  tbe{iAtblk 
But  never  elMwhere  in  one  place  1  knew 
So  many  nigbtJngalea.    And  far  nud  Dew* 
lu  wood  and  thicket,  over  the  wide  gror^ 
They  answer  and  provoke  each  other'*  kb^ 
""'''     kinniah  and  capricions  ]»wM4puj;*, 
ormurs  mntiical  and  swift  jug  jug, 
le  low  piping  sound  more  flweei  Ilia 

,'  the  air  with  snch  a  harmony, 
lould  you  close  your  eyes,  jim  m\^ 

It  was  not  day  I  On  moon-lit  biubc« 
dewy  leaflutd  are  but  half  diMloMd, 

If  pei^^bance  behold  tbem  on  tfa«  twip^ 
bright,  bright  eyes,  Uieir  eyea  balk 
ght  and  fall, 

(illsleninK,  wliilo  niHTiy  a  glon-wonn  in  tbe 
shade 

Lijjlits  up  Iier  love-torch. 

A  most  gentle  maid, 
\\h«  dn-elktli  in  her  hospitable  home 
Hani  by  tiie  easlW,  and  at  latest  eve, 
(Even  like  a  lady  vowed  and  dedicate 
To  something  more  than  Nature  in  the  groie.) 
Glide*  tlirough  the  i>nlli ways— she  knon  »  si! 


thei 


Tbnl  fientle  maid  1  and  oft,  a  moment's  'pace, 
What  time  tlic  moon  was  lo»t  behind  a  dmid 
llalli  hMr<i  II  pause  of  silence;  till  the  moon, 
ICriier^rin;:,  liath  awakened  earth  and  sky 
With  one  si^nsation,  and  these  wakeful  birds 
Have  nil  burst  forth  in  elioral  minstrelsy. 
As  if  Nome  sudden  gale  had  swept  at  once 
A  hnuilreil    airy    harp.s !      And    she    ball 

watched 
Many  a  iiii.'hliii};nlo  perched  giddily 
On   lijii-^somy  twig  still   swinging  from  ibi 


And  t. 


loy  that  reels  with  tossing  li 


>ng, 


Farevvcl!,  O  warbler!  till  ti 
And  yon,  my  friends  I  farewell,  a  short  Can 
well ! 
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Saj  a  thoasand  mournful  tliiugs 
To  tlie  wind,  which,  uti  its  wiiigii. 
From  her  to  tlie  gaordinn  of  the  skj', 
Bore  her  melancholy  crj — 
Bam  her  ivudor  teare.    Sho  spake 
As  if  her  fuiid  heart  would  break : 
One  while,  in  n  slid,  csredt  note, 
Gurgkd  from  her  Elmiiiiii;,'  throat, 
She  enforced  her  j>ili'iu;-  inlc, 
Mournful  iirayer,  ami  I'bHfjiive  wail ; 
One  while,  with  thu  -brill  liisji"*' 
Quite  oiitwearied,  elie  wiui  raul 
Then  nfri'sh,  lor  her  dear  lirooi 
Her  hamionkms  shritks  renewi 
Now  slio  winged  it  round  and  ; 
Now  she  skimmed  along  the  gi 
Now,  friirn  ljouj,'h  to  hotigh,  in 
Tha  delighted  robber  chased, 
And,  alifththijjiu  hia  path. 
Seemed  to  any,  ^twixt  grief  tuu 
"Give  inc  back,  lioreo  rustic  r 
Oive  me  back  my  proLty  brood 
And  T  saw  the  ru»tic  still 
Answered,  ■■  That,  1  never  will  I  " 


THE  NIGIITlN'nAI.E'S  DEPARTURE. 

SwBET  poet  of  the  woods — h  long  adiea  1 
Farewell,  soft  nunstrel  of  the  early  year ! 

Ah !  't  will  be  long  ere  thou  elialt  aing  anew, 
And  pour  thy  music  on  "  the  night's  dull 

Whelliur   on   Spring   thy  wandcrinc   flights 

tir  whether  sileiit  in  our  groves  you  dwell. 
The  ]H.'iisive   Muse  shidl  own  theo  for   her 

And  still  i>rotcel  the  song  she  loves  so  well. 
With  riiutioiis  step  the  love-lorn  youth  shall 
glide 
Thron^rh   the  lonjj  brake  that  shades  thy 

.\nd  shc|iiKTd  girli  from  eyes  profane  shall 
hide 

The  gentle  bird  who  ^iogs  of  pity  best : 
Foi  still  lly  voice  shall  aoft  affections  move, 

And  sfiU*  be  dear  to  (H.rrow.  aud  lo  ,ove ! 


TO  A  WATERFOWL. 

Whitheh,  'midst  Inlling  dew. 
While  glow  the  heavens  vitii  Uia  i»i  w-'i"  ■ 

day, 

Far.  throngh  their  roRy  ileiilihx,  dost   !'■  ■ 
pursue 
Thy  solitary  wsjt 

lly  the  fowler's  ejc 
lOrk   tLy  distant  tllglit   to   do  thrr. 
rong, 

ly  pcunted  oa  the  nrlmaua  eky. 
figure  floats  alonj^. 

c'bI  thou  the  plashy  brink 
f  lake,  or  marge  of  river  wide, 
e  the  rocking  billows  rise  and  ^nk 
the  chafed  ocean  sidet 

re  is  a  power  whose  rare  ^( 

Teaches  thy  way  uLm^-  iIkU  pi.Hilv-^  i-oast.- 
The  desert  and  ilUmitiil-li'  :iii-.— 
Lone  wandering,  but  not  lust. 

All  day  thy  wings  have  fanned. 
At  that  far  height,  tbo  cold,  thin  atniosplirrtt, 
Yet  stoop  not,  weary,  to  the  welcome  hind. 

Though  the  dark  night  is  near. 

And  soon  that  toil  sljall  end  ; 
Boon  aholt  thou  find  a  aiunmer  home,  and 

And  scream  among  thy  fellows;  reeds  shall 

Soon,  o'er  thy  slieltered  nest, 

Thou'rt  gone,  the  abyss  of  heaven 
Hath  swallowed  up  thy  fonn;  yet,  on  niT 

Deeply  hath  sunk  the  lesson  thou  hast  given. 
And  shall  not  soon  depart' 

lie  who,  from  zone  to  zone. 
Guides  thro\igh  the  boundless  sky  thy  certau; 

llight. 
In  the  lung  way  that  1  must  tread  alone. 

Will  lead  my  stops  aright. 


THE  VOIOE  OF  THE  GHA8S. 

n  I  come  creeping,  creeping  every  where ; 

By  the  duHtrr  rosdiide, 

Oa  the  Bonaj  hill'Side, 

Qow  by  the  noisy  brook. 

In  every  shady  doo^ 
me  creeping,  creepmg  erery  irhere. 

ttl  come  creeping,  smiling  every  where; 

All  roond  the  open  door, 

Wbere  ait  the  aged  pour; 

Here  where  the  children  play, 

In  the  bright  and  merry  May, 
OHM  creeping,  creeping  every  where 

It  I  come  creeping,  creeping  every  wheru : 

In  the  DOJBy  city  street 

My  pleasant  face  you  11  meet, 

Clteering  the  sick  at  heart 

Toiling  his  busy  part — 
Brtly  crcepiDg,  creopiog  every  where. 

nt  I  rume  creeping,  creeping  every  where ; 
VoD  cannot  see  me  coming, 
Nor  hear  my  low  s»-cet  humming; 
For  in  the  starry  night, 
And  the  glad  morning  light, 

ime  quietly  creeping  every  where. 

relo 


'a  pleasant  honrii; 
The  gentle  cow  is  glad, 
.\n<I  the  merry  bird  not  sad, 
Mc  lue  creeping,  creeping  every  where. 

mlcfimecreepitit.',  croe  pin  if  every  ivlit-re 
When  you're  numbered  with  the  ik'ii 
In  yonr  still  and  ttam>u'  bi'd, 
In  the  happy  Spring  I'll  come 
And  deck  your  silent  Ijumo — 

ntpiag.  Nlently  creeping  every  where. 


come  creeping,  creeping  every  where ; 

Ky  hnmble  song  of  praise 

Kost  joyfully  I  raise 

To  Him  at  whose  command 

I  beulify  the  land, 

DC  lOe&tly  oreeping  every  where. 


JULY. 

Loud  is  the  Summer's  busy  dong, 
The  smallest  breeze  can  find  a  tongue. 
While  iuEects  of  each  tjny  size 
Grow  teasing  with  their  melodies. 
Till  noon  bums  with  its  blistering  breuth 
Around,  and  day  lies  still  ss  death. 

The  busy  noise  of  man  and  brute 
la  uti  a  sudden  lost  and  mute ; 
Even  the  brook  that  leaps  along. 
Seems  weary  of  its  bubbling  song, 
And,  so  soft  its  waters  oreep, 
Tired  silence  unks  in  sounder  sleep ; 

The  cricket  on  its  bonk  is  dumb  ; 
Tiio  very  flies  forget  to  bum  ; 
And,  save  the  wagoci  rocking  round, 
Tlie  landscape  sleeps  without  a  sound. 
The  breeze  is  gtop[>ed,  the  lazy  bou>:h 
Hath  not  a  leaf  that  duncetli  now ; 

The  taller  grass  uj>on  the  hill. 

And  s|)iiler'i>  threads,  iire  sliiciding  still ; 

Tlie  feuthers,  drop[>i:d  from  moorhen's  wing 

Whidi  lit  t!io  water's  »iirf,ice  din- 

Are  sle.odfiist,  and  as  heavy  setni 

As  stones  lieucath  ihem  in  the  stream ; 

llawliwecd  niid  grouiulsel's  funny  downs 

Unnililed  keup  their  seedy  crowns; 

And  ill  the  over-heated  air 

Not  oiiu  li^'ht  thing  is  floating  there, 

Save  tliiit  to  the  earncxt  eye 

The  ri'stU'ss  heat  seems  twitleriii;!  by. 

Noon  swoons  beneath  the  heiLt  it  made, 
And  flowers  e'en  within  (ho  >lj:icle  ; 
Until  the  snii  slopes  in  the  west. 
Like  weary  traveller,  glad  to  rest 
On  pillowed  clouds  of  many  lines. 
Then  Nature's  vuiee  it.-' joy  renews, 

And  checkered  fleld  and  sra«y  phdn 
Hum  with  their  suriini.T  son^-s  again, 
A  reipiieni  to  tlie  ihiy's  ileeline, 
Whose  settin;;  snnl>eaniM  onolly  shine 
As  welcome  to  ilay's  feeble  iwjwvrs 
As  falling  dews  to  thirsty  flowers. 


tIsDBB  Uio  greenwood  tree 
Who  loves  ti)  liii  with  die, 
And  tuae  Jiis  merry  noM 
Unto  tbe  sweet  bird'B  tJiroat, 
Come  liitber,  come  hither,  oome  Iiither ; 
Hero  6h all  he  see 

Bot  "Winter  and  rough  we 

"Who  doth  amhition 

And  loves  to  live  i' 

Seeking  tlie  food  hu 

And  pleased  with  w 

Coiue  hither,  coiue  hitlier, 

Here  shall  he  I 

No  enemy 

But  Winter  and  rough  wel 


THE  GREENWOOD. 

il.l  when  'tis  summer  weather, 
.nd  the  jfllow  bee,  with  fairy  winnd, 
he  wntoi^  clear  is  haiiiiulni;  round, 
ind  the  cuckoo  sings  unseen. 
Old  tho  loiives  are  waving  green— 

( >h  ;  then  't  is  sweet, 

III  some  retreat, 
'o  hoar  the  niurmirrinj;  duve, 
nth  iho-^e  whom  on  earth  alono  we  love, 
md to  viind  throngh  thogreenwooil togothe 


COME  TO  THESE  SCENES  OP  I 


Come  to  these  scenes  of  peoee,  4 

Where,  to  rivers  mnrmnring.  ( 

Tlie  Eweet  birds  oU  the  Summer  sing,  ■ 
Wliere  cares,  aod  t«i],  and  sadness  09ti 
Stranger,  does  thy  heart  deplore        J 
Friends  whom  Iboa  wilt  see  no  morftt 
Does  thy  wounded  spirit  provt 
"     jB  gf  hopeless,  severed  lovet         ^ 
),  the  stream  that  gashes  dear—'  i 
3,  the  birda  that  oarol  near 
1  soothe,  us  silent  thon  dost  lie      ' 
dream  of  their  wild  lullaby ; 
le  to  bless  tliese  scenes  of  poaee, 
}re  cares,  and  toii,  and  sadncas  oca 

WUUUi  Lbu  Bowi 


THE  GARDEN. 

How  vainly  men  themselves  aniiize, 
Tu  win  the  palm,  the  oak,  or  hnvs : 
And  their  incessant  labors  see 

wned  from  some  single  herb,  it 
Whose  short  and  narrow -verged  sliii 
Does  prudently  their  toils  upbraid  ; 
While  all  the  flowers,  and  trees,  do 
To  weave  the  garlands  of  repose, 

r  Quiet,  have  I  fonnd  thee  here, 
And  liiniiceuce,  thy  sister  dear? 
Mi.-taken  loiig,  I  sought  you  .heii 
In  bu.-^y  companies  of  men. 

[■  sacred  plants,  if  here  below, 
Only  among  the  plants  will  grow 

eicty  U  all  but  rude 
To  this  delicious  solitude. 


I  'tis 


wcalhei 


And  crosses  grieve. 
And  friends  deceive, 
Anil  rain  and  sleet 

The  lattice  beat, — 
Oh!  then 'tis  sweet 
Ti) 


tid  sine 
vith  will 


In  the  days  of  . 
wood  together. 


OS  this  lovely  green, 
d  lovers,  cruel  as  their  flame, 
in  these  trees  their  mistress'  niuno 
le,  alas !  they  know  or  heed, 
V  far  lhe>e  beauties  her  exceed  1 
■  lieos !  where'er  your  barks  I  wou 
nnmu  shall  hot  your  own  be  found. 

eii  we  hare  run  our  passion's  heat, 
0  hither  makes  his  best  retreat. 


THB  GABDBV. 


IW  cwH  '^rt>  aacMl  bantr  (Aiaaa, 
atSl  IB  ft  taM  did  i^  teir  naa. 


Onlr  that  dM  ed^  koNl  pow : 
And  Fwt  did  ifiv  QriiBZ  «w^ 
Vot  M  a  qrI^pl^  bat  Ibr  ft  imd. 

Tlitt  woodrooi  Ub  In  tUt  I  kftdl 
I^  ftkm  drop  aboiil  mj  bMd; 
HtB  loidou  chaton  of  the  Tine 
VpcB  1117  month  do  oraah  tbtir  irine; 
At  neotctiiM,  and  corlmu  pcMji) 
btD  mr  IiBidi  tbamNlTM  do  reuh ; 
ftlnniMhig  on  mdran^  u  I  piM, 
Tiiini  with  flowftr^  I  flQl  <xi  gran. 

Tfi^nlillii  dte  mind  from  plMnra  len 

TUdnws  into  Ha  h^ldnen. 

Tbi  ^nd,  that  ooean  whrav  eacih  kind 

DoM  ttr^f^t  U*  own  rsMmUanos  find ; 

Tat  It  crofttw,  tranaoending  IhsM^ 

Far  otbor  wcrida  and  other  loaa ; 

Animating  aD  thafa  imwlla 

To  a  gnea  thon^t  In  a  graan  ihade. 

Hert  at  the  fountain's  sliding  foot, 
(>t  at  KFme  fruit-tree's  mossy  root 
Castiog  the  bod;'*  vest  aside, 
it  J  aool  into  the  boagha  does  glide ; 
There,  lilce  a  bird,  it  sits  and  sings, 
Then  whets  and  olaps  its  silver  wings, 
And,  till  prepared  for  longer  flight, 
Wares  in  ita  plnmet  the  varioiis  light. 

Sneh  wa*  the  h^pjr  garden  state, 
While  man  there  walked  withont  a  mat« : 
After  a  place  so  pare  and  sweet, 
What  other  help  oonld  yet  be  meet  I 
But  t  was  beyond  a  mortal's  share 
To  wander  solitary  there : 
Two  paradises  are  in  one, 
To  live  in  paradise  alone. 

How  well  the  skilftil  gardener  drew 
Of  flowers,  and  herba,  this  dial  aew  I 
Where,  from  above,  the  milder  son 
Does  through  a  fragrant  zodiac  ran . 
And,  aa  it  works,  th'  indostiioos  bee 
Computes  its  time  as  well  as  wa. 
Bow  ooold  noh  aweet  and  wholesome  honrs 
Be  reckoned,  bat  with  bwbe  and  flowers  ? 


THE  GABDEIT. 

Eapft  art  thon,  whom  Ood  does  bieaa, 
With  the  ftall  «h(riee  of  thine  own  happiness 

And  happier  yet,  beoanae  thon  M  bleat 

With  pmdeooe,  how  to  ehoose  the  beat ; 
In  books  and  gardena  thon  hast  placed  ari^ 

(Things,  which  thon  well  dost  mtderatand 
And  both  dost  make  wl&  thy  laboriona  hand 

Thy  noble^  Innooent  deligbt ; 
And  in  thy  vlrtnana  wlfi^  where  thon  agafi 
dost  meet 

Both  pleaanraa  mora  nflned  and  sweet; 

The  birest  garden  In  her  looks, 

And  tn  her  mind  tiie  wisest  books. 
Oh,  who  would  change  these  soft,  yet  aoU 

Joy", 

For  emptj  shows  and  senseleaa  noise ; 

And  all  which  rank  ambition  breeds, 

Whioh  seems  noh  beanteoos  flowere,  and  ai 

such  p<rfsonons  weeds  t 

When  God  did  man  to  his  own  likeness  mski 

As  mQcb  as  clay,  though  of  tlio  pnrest  kiail 
Bj  the  great  potter's  art  refinud, 
Conld  the  divine  iraprceaiun  tnke, 
He  thought  it  fit  to  place  hiin,  where 
A  kind  of  Heaven  too  did  appear, 

As  far  as  Earth  could  such  a  likeness  bear : 
That  man  no  happiness  ntlgbt  v,-ant, 

Which  Earth  to  her  first  master  could  affon 
Be  did  a  garden  for  him  plant 

By  the  quick  hand  of  his  omnipotent  n-ord. 

As  the  chief  help  and  Joy  of  linriian  life, 

He  gave  him  the  first  gift ;  first,  even  befar 

For  God,  the  universal  architect 

T  had  been  as  easy  to  erect 
A  Louvre  or  Eacurial,  or  a  tower 
That  might  with  Heaves  communication  hok 
As  Babel  vainly  thought  to  do  of  old: 

He  wanted  not  the  skill  or  power ; 

In  the  world's  fabric  those  wore  shown, 
And  the  materials  were  all  his  own. 
But  well  he  knew,  what  place  would  liei 

agree 
With  innocence  and  with  felicity ; 
And  we  elsewhere  stiU  seek  for  them  in  vaii 
If  any  part  of  either  yet  teoiKia, 


ao 


POEMS   OF   NATURE. 


If  any  part  of  either  we  expect, 
This  may  our  judgment  in  the  search  direct ; 
God  the  first  garden  made,  and  the  first  city 
Cain. 

O  blessed  shades  I  O  gentle  cool  retreat 

From  all  th'  immoderate  heat, 
In  which  the  frantic  world  does  burn  and 

sweat  I 
This  does  the  Lion-star,  ambition^s  rage ; 
This  avarice,  the  Dog-stares  thirst,  assuage ; 
Every  where  else  their  fatal  power  we  see ; 
They  make  and  rule  man's  wretched  destiny : 

They  neither  set,  nor  disappear, 

But  tyrannize  o'er  all  the  year ; 
Whilst  we  ne'er  feel  their  flame  or  influence 
here. 

The  birds  that  dance  from  bough  to  bough, 

And  sing  above  in  every  tree, 

Are  not  from  fears  and  cares  more  free 
Than  we,  who  lie,  or  sit,  or  walk,  below, 

And  should  by  right  be  singers  too. 
What  prince's  choir  of  music  can  excel 

Tliat,  which  within  this  shade  does  dwell  ? 

To  which  we  nothing  pay  or  give ; 
They,  like  all  other  poets,  live 
Without  reward,  or  thanks  for  their  obliging 
pains ; 
T  is  well  if  they  become  not  prey. 
The  whistling  winds  add  their  less  artful 

strains, 
And  a  grave  bass  the  murmuring  fountains 

play; 
Nature  does  all  this  harmony  bestow. 
But  to  our  plants,  art's  music  too, 
The  pipe,  theorbo,  and  guitar,  we  owe ; 
The  lute  itself,  which  once  was  green  and 
mute, 
Wlien  Orpheus  strook  th'  inspired  lute, 
The  trees  danced  round,  and  understood 
By  sympathy  the  voice  of  wood. 

These  are  the  spells,  that  to  kind  sieep  invite, 
xVnd  nothing  does  within  resistance  make. 
Which  yet  we  moderately  take ; 
Who  would  not  choose  to  be  awake. 
While  he 's  encompast  round  with  such  de- 
light, 
To  th^  ear,  the  nose,  the  touch,  the  taste,  and 
sight  ? 


When  Venus  would  her  dear  Aacaidiis  \ 
A  prisoner  in  the  downy  bands  of  8lee|i, 
The  odorous  herbs  and  flowers  beneath 

spread, 
As  the  most  soft  and  sweetf^  bed ; 
Not  her  own  lap  would  m'rre  have  chai 

his  head. 
Who,  that  has  reason  and  his  smell, 
Would  not  among  roses  and  jasmine  dwi 

Ratlicr  than  all  his  spirits  :.hoke, 
With  exhalations  of  dirt  and  smoke. 

And  all  th'  uncleanness  which  does  di 
In  pestilential  clouds,  a  populous  town  ? 
The  earth  itself  breathes  better   peri 

here. 
Than  all  the  female  men,  or  women,  th* 
Not  without  cause,  about  them  bear. 

Whec  Epicurus  to  the  world  had  taugh 

That  pleasure  was  the  chiefest  good, 
(And  was,  perhaps,  i'  th'  right  if  right! 
derstood) 

His  life  he  to  his  doctrine  brought, 
And  in  a  garden's  shade  that  sovereign 

sure  sought: 
Whoever  a  true  epicure  would  be, 
May  there  find  cheap  and  virtuous  luxv 
Vitellius's  table,  which  did  hold 
As  many  creatures  as  the  ark  of  old ; 
That  fiscal  table,  to  which  every  day 
All  countries  did  a  constant  tribute  pay 
Could  nothing  more  delicious  afford 

Than  Nature's  liberality. 
Helped  with  a  little  art  and  industry, 
Allows  the  meanest  gardener's  board. 
The  wanton  taste  no  fish  or  fowl  can  cl 
For  which  the  grape  or  melon  she  ^ 

lose; 
Though  all  th'  inhabitants  of  sea  and  ai 
Be  listed  in  the  glutton's  bill  of  fare. 

Yet  still  tbe  fruits  of  earth  we  see 
Placed  the  third  story  high  in  all  her  U 

But  with  no  sense  the  garden  does  com 
None  courts,  or  flatters,  as  it  does,  the 
When  the  great  Hebrew  king  did  f 

strain 
The  wondrous  treasures  df  his  wealt] 

brain, 
His  royal  southern  guest  to  entertain : 


TBI  OABDEV. 


Ibaiigh  A*  m  aUvac  Ouora  dii  tnad, 
With  M|^  A«yillB«HpM  (M  (lum  vtMd, 
To  Ud»  0MBatpl'»poT«rt7 ; 
Thon^  iIm  loiAad  op  to  I0O&  of  gold, 
And  noo^  voBDdber  eonid  beWd 
Bnt  dk,  ud  dibwiilvi^da;, 
And  Bal^a^  tapatbr, 
And  wmIUij  Hfawn'*  pilaeaiy  Aj« ; 
Hhm^  Ophir*!  ttanj  ttonea  met   ever; 

wbmhiar«ro; 
.  Ikoi^  iha  iMfMilf  and  Lcr  gay  boat  vere 

drart 
tab  aU  tba  ililniiig  ^oriet  of  tlio  Ea«t  ^ 
Whan  Uviib  Art  Imt  ooatlj  wo  A  bad  dcou, 

Tbo  honor  and  &e  priae  of  bramy 
Vaa  bj  Uw  gardoa  ftam  the  palace  won 
And  tmrj  naa  and  lOj  tiiere  <Ud  stand 

BMar  tttlnd  br  Natnie'e  Laad. 
He  aaaa  thna  Judged  agabut  the  king  we  BM. 
By  ooe^  that  iroold  not  be  so  rich,  thoogh 
iriaer  br  than  he. 

Hot  does  this  happy  place  on];  dispenw 
Sacb  TflrioDB  plesKures  to  the  sense ; 
Here  health  itaelfdoes  live, 

I  !iat  salt  of  life  whioh  doe*  to  all  a  relish  give, 

Its  itaoding  plensore  and  intriniio  wealth, 

The  bodj'i  Tirtue  and  the  tool's  good-fbr- 
tntiA  health. 

The  tree  of  li&,  whan  it  in  Eden  stood, 

Did  ita  immortal  head  to  HeaTso  rear; 

It  lasted  a  tall  cedv,  till  the  flood ; 

Sow  a  amall  thorn;  dirub  it  does  appear ; 
New  win  it  thrive  too  erer;  whwe; 
It  alwsfa  here  is  freabcat  seen 
Tia  onlj  here  an  evergreen. 
I^  tbrongh  the  strong  and  beanteons  fence 
Of  temperanoe  and  imiocenoe, 

dnd  wholeacxne  labors,  and  a  qoiet  mind, 
Anj  diseaaes  passage  find, 
The;  must  not  think  here  to  aasul 

A  lonil  nnannod  or  withont  a  gnord ; 

Hiev  most  fight  fbr  it^  and  dispute  it  hard. 
Before  the;  can  previdl : 
Scarce  any  ]^t  is  growing  here, 

Which  agwntt  death  sMne  we^on  does  not 
bear. 
Let  citiea  boast  that  they  provide 
For  lib  the  oraomeate  of  pride ; 
Bnt  tia  the  ooontrj'  and  the  field, 
That  flindah  It  with  staff  end  sliield. 


Where  does  the  xriadom  and  the  power  divto 
In  a  more  bright  and  sweet  reflection  sbioe 
Where  do  we  finer  strokes  and  colon  see 
Of  the  Creator's  real  poeti7, 

Than  when  we  with  attenUoo  look 
Upon  the  third  da;'a  vidome  of  the  book  T 
If  we  ooDld  open  and  intend  onr  eye, 

We  all,  like  Uosea,  shoold  espj 
Even  in  a  baxh  the  radiant  Deity. 
Bol  we  despise  these^  his  inlbrior  vtyty 
(Though  no  leae  full  (tf  miracle  and  pruse.) 

Upon  the  flowers  <^  Heaven  we  gaoe ; 
The  stars  of  Earth  no  wonder  in  ns  raise ; 

Tbongh  these  peiiiapa  do,  more  than  they 
The  life  of  mankind  sway. 
Although  DO  part  of  mlghtj  Nature  be 
More  stored  with  bean^,  power  and  mystery 
Tet,  to  enconrnge  linmon  indnstry, 
God  has  so  ordered,  that  no  other  part 
Such  space  and  such  domimon  leaves  for  Art 

We  nowhere  Art  d»  so  trinmphout  see, 

As  when  it  grafts  or  bnds  tiie  tree. 
In  other  things  we  connt  it  to  excel, 
If  it  a  docile  scholar  can  appear 
To  Nature,  and  but  imitate  ber  well ; 
It  over-rules  and  is  her  master,  Iieri.'. 
It  imitates  her  Uaker's  power  divine, 
And  changes  her  sometimes,  and  Boinetiirio: 

does  refine. 
It  does,  like  grace,  the  fallen  tree  restore 
To  Ita  blest  state  of  ParadiBe  before. 
Who  wonldnotjoy  to  see  his  conquering  liniu 
O'er  all  the  vegetable  world  commnnd  ? 
And  the  wild  giants  of  the  wood  receive 

What  law  he 's  pleased  to  give  f 
ne  bids  th'  ill-natured  crab  produce 
The  gentie  apple's  winy  juice. 
The  golden  frnit  that  worthy  is 
Of  Galatea's  purple  kiss. 
He  does  the  savage  hawthorn  teach 
To  bear  the  medlar  and  the  pear : 
He  bids  the  mstic  plum  to  rear 
A  noble  trunk,  and  be  a  peach. 
Evhi  Daphne's  coyness  bo  does  mock, 
And  weds  the  cherry  to  ber  stock. 
Though  she  refhsed  Apollo's  suit ; 
Even  she,  that  chaste  and  virgin  tree, 
Now  wonders  at  herself,  to  see 
That  she's  a  mother  made,  and  blnshes  >n  ) 
fnit. 
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Methiuks  I  see  great  Dioclesian  walk 
In  the  Salonian  garden^s  noble  shade, 
Wliich  by  his  own  imperial  hands  was  made. 
[  see  him  smile,  methinks,  as  he  does  talk 
With  the  ambassadors,  who  come  in  vain 

T'  entice  him  to  a  throne  again. 
"  If  I,  my  friends,"  (said  he,)  "  should  to  you 

show 
All  the  delights  which  in  these  gardens  grow, 
Tis  likelier,  much,  that  you  should  with  me 

stay. 
Than  'tis  that  you  should  carry  me  away ; 
And  trust  me  not,  my  friends,  if  every  day, 

I  walk  not  here  with  more  delight 
Than  ever,  after  the  most  happy  sight, 
In  triumph  to  the  Capitol  I  rode 
To  thank  the  gods,  and  to  be  thought  myself 

almost  a  god." 

Abkamam  Cowlst. 


INSCRIPTION  IN  A  HERMITAGE. 

Bexeath  this  stony  roof  reclined, 
I  soothe  to  peace  my  pensive  mind; 
And  while,  to  shade  my  lowly  cave. 
Embowering  elms  their  umbrage  wave : 
And  while  the  maple  dish  is  mine — 
The  beechen  cup,  unstained  with  "vine— 
I  scorn  the  gay  licentious  crowd, 
Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 

Within  my  limits,  lone  and  still, 
The  black-bird  pipes  in  artless  trill ; 
Fast  by  mj  couch,  congenial  guest. 
The  wren  has  wove  her  mossy  nest; 
From  busy  scenes,  and  brighter  skies. 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  sLe  flies. 
Here  hopes  in  safe  repose  to  dwell, 
Nor  aught  susjiects  the  sylvan  celL 

At  mom  I  take  my  customed  round, 
To  mark  how  buds  yon  shrubby  mound. 
And  every  opening  primrose  count, 
That  trimly  paints  my  blooming  mount; 
Or  o'er  tlie  sculptures,  quaint  and  rude, 
That  grace  my  gloomy  solitude, 
I  teach  in  winding  wreaths  to  stray 
Fantastic  ivy's  gadding  spray. 


At  eve,  within  yon  studions  nook, 
I  ope  my  brass-embossed  book, 
Portrayed  with  many  a  holy  deed 
Of  martyrs,  crowned  with  heavenly  o 
Then,  as  my  taper  waxes  dim. 
Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  my  measured  hymi 
And  at  the  close,  the  gleams  behold 
Of  parting  wings,  be-dropt  with  gold 

While  such  pure  joys  my  bliss  create, 
Who  but  would  smile  at  guilty  state* 
Who  but  would  wish  his  holy  lot 
In  calm  oblivion's  humble  grot? 
Who  but  would  cast  his  pomp  away. 
To  take  my  stafl^  and  amice  gray ; 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  stage 
Prefer  the  blameless  hermitage? 

Thomas  Wai 


THE  RETIREMENT. 

Fabewell,  thou  busy  world,  and  may 
We  never  meet  again ; 
Here  I  can  eat,  and  sleep,  and  pray, 
And  do  more  good  in  one  short  day, 
Than  he  who  his  whole  age  out-wear 
Upon  the  most  conspicuous  theatres, 
Where  nought  but  vanity  and  vice  appc 

I     Good  God  I  how  sweet  are  all  things 
How  beautiful  the  fields  appear  I 

How  cleanly  do  we  feed  and  lie! 
Lord !  what  good  hours  do  we  keep ' 
How  quietly  we  sleep  I 

What  peace,  what  unanimity  I 
How  innocent  from  the  lewd  fashion^ 
Is  all  our  business,  all  our  recreation  I 


Oh,  how  happy  here's  our  leisure! 
Oh,  how  innocent  our  pleasure ! 
O  ye  valleys  I    O  ye  mountains ! 
O  ye  groves,  and  crystal  fountains' 
How  I  love,  at  liberty. 
By  turns  to  come  and  visit  ye  • 

Dear  solitude,  the  soul's  best  friend^ 
That  man  acquainted  with  himself  doet 
And  all  his  Maker's  wonders  to  inte: 


TBI  nSirUL  FLOVQH. 


'With  thee  I  here  oosrerM  tt  win, 

And  voald  ba  gbd  to  do  BO  rtm, 

hr  !■  it  tboa  alrau  that  keep'et  the  booI 


Hov  Gohn  and  quiet  a  deH^t 

lBit,alooe 
Ta  read,  and  meditate^  aitd  mite, 

Bj  nme  offboded,  and  affeoding  none! 
To  wd^  lida^  ^  or  iloep  at  one'ii  own 


Aad,  pleasing  a 


'■  adfl  none  other  b 


0  ni7  bdored  D^nnph,  fUr  Dor^ 
PriDcMa  of  river^  how  I  love 

npon  th7  fiowei?  banka  to  He, 
And  ^ew  thj  diver  streato, 
Vben  pldtid  hf  a  Summer's  beam ! 

And  In  It  oil  thf  wanton  try 
Playing  at  libar^, 
Aid,  with  BV  ao^  apon  tbam, 

nwaOoftreadiarT' 
J arer  kamed  indnitrionilf  to  ttjl 

:-;ct  atreama  Boras*!  jeHow  liber  cannot 

Tlie  Iberian  Tagm,  or  ligorisn  Po; 
Tbe  Uaese,  Qie  Dsnnbe,  and  the  Rhhia, 
Are  pwUDe-wato',  aQ,  eompared  with  Uuoe ; 
And  Loire's  {mre  atreama  jtst  too  poUated  are 
With  thine,  mooh  porer,  to  compare ; 
Hm  nqdd  Qaronne  and  the  winding  Beine 
Are  botb  too  mean, 

Belored  Dore,  with  thee 

To  Tie  priori^ ; 
Saf,  Tame  aid  Ua,  when  ooqjtdned,  sabmlt, 
Ai^  Ut  their  troptdea  at  thy  illrar  feet 

0  vaj  beloved  rook%  tliat  rise 

fo  awe  the  aarUi  and  brave  the  akias  I 

Fran  some  Mpiring  moontoin's  orown 

Dow  dearlr  do  I  lov<^ 
QiMj  with  pleoBore,  to  look  down; 
And,  frun  the  vala%  to  rteir  the  noble  hdghts 

above; 
0  m7  beloved  cavesi  from  dog-star's  heat, 
Aitd  all  anxieties^  or  lafe  retreat; 
What  safetjj,  privaqf,  what  trae  delist, 
In  the  vtifldal  nif^t 


Tour  gloomy  «ntrailB  maka, 

Have  I  taken,  do  I  tokel 
How  oft,  when  grief  iiai  made  me  Bj, 
To  hide  me  from  B0ct«4j 
E'en  of  my  dearest  frleoda,  have  I, 

In  f  onr  recessca'  friendly  shadoy 

All  my  torroiFs  open  laid, 
And  my  most  aecret  Toes  inbnated  to  yo 
privacy! 

Lord!  wonld  men  let  me  akuM, 
What  an  over-happy  onu 

Should  I  think  myself  to  bo~ 
Might  I  in  this  desert  place, 
(Whiob  most  men  in  disooorse  dlsgraoaO 

live  but  nndistorbed  and  f^l 
Here,  in  tliia  despisoJ  reoen, 

Wonid  I,  maogra  Winter's  ooU, 
And  the  Sommer'e  wotst  aroeis, 
Try  to  live  oat  to  sixty  ftU  years  old ; 
And,  all  the  while, 

Without  an  enviona  eye 
On  any  thriving  nnder  Fortnne'a  sndle^ 
Contented  live,  and  then  contented  die. 


THE  DSEFtJL  KLOUGO. 

A  cocsTBi  life  is  sweet! 
In  moderate  oold  and  heat^ 

To  walk  in  the  Mr,  Itow  pleasant  and  ^r  I 
In  every  field  of  wlieat, 

The  furest  of  flowers  adorning  the  bowen 
And  every  meadow's  brow ; 

So  that  I  soy,  no  ooiutier  may 

Compare  with  them  who  clothe  in  gn^, 
And  fidlow  the  osefid  plongh. 

They  rise  with  the  morning  lark, 
And  labor  till  almost  dark ; 
Then  folding  tlieir  sheep,  tliey  liosten  ti 

While  every  pleasant  park 

Next  morning  is  ringing  with  birds  that  ari 
singing, 
On  each  green,  tender  Imngh. 

With  what  content  and  merrunent 
Thdr  days  are  spent,  whose  mincls  are  bent 

To  follow  tlie  osefnl  plongh  I 


1    . 
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Above  her,  m  she  st^da  the  niTstwy  ftom  thf 
keeping. 

ThoQ  flit  ti)  uie  Uke  my  lielored  maiden, 
So  frankly  toy,  so  full  of  tremhly  confidences  j 
Thy  slindow  Bcivrce  acema  Bhade;  thy  patter- 
ing leaflets 
Spriuklo  their  gathered]  fiimahine  o'er  my 

Benscs, 
And  Nature  gives  nic  all  her  smnmor  oonfi- 


Whether  my  heart  with  ht 
ble, 

Thou  sympathizijst  still ;  t 
I  fling  me  down,  thy  rippt 
Flows  valleyward  whara 

by  it 
My  heart  is  floated  down 


60NG  OF  WOOD-i.  .  ,. 

Comb  hero,  corae  here,  and  dwell 

Id  forest  deep  I 

Come  hero,  come  here,  and  tell 

Wliy  thou  dost  weep  I 

la  it  for  love  (sweet  pain  I) 

That  thus  thon  dor'st  complain 

Onto  onr  pleasant  shades,  our  summer  leaves 

Where  nought  else  grieves? 

Come  here,  come  here,  and  lie 

By  whispering  stream ! 

Hero  no  one  dares  to  die 

For  love's  sweet  dream ; 

Bot  health  all  seek,  and  joy. 

And  sbuD  perverse  annoy. 

And  race  along  green  paths  till  close  of  day. 

And  laugh — alwayl 

Or  else,  through  half  the  year, 

On  rushy  floor. 

We  lie  by  waters  clear, 

While  sky- larks  pour 

Their  songs  into  the  aim ! 

And  when  bright  day  is  done, 

We  hido  'ncath  bells  of  liowers  or  noddin< 

And  dream — till  morn! 


SUMMER  WOODa 


wooit; 


Co«B  ye  into  the  si 

There  entereth  no  annoy; 

All  greenly  wave  the  dieatunt  leavce, 
And  the  earth  is  fUll  of  joy. 

I  nuinot  t«U  yon  half  tho  aiglita  ^H 
Of  bcanty  yon  nioy  see,  ^H 

The  bursts  of  golden  aonshini-,  ^H 
And  many  a  shady  tree.  ^^ 

^cre,  lightly  swimg,  Ji  howory  glad 

The  honey-suckles  twine ; 
There  blooms  tho  rose-red  campion. 

And  the  dark-blue  colranbine. 

There  gi'ows  the  fonr-leavetl  plant, 
I  lovo," 

111  some  dusk  woodland  spot; 
There  grows  thu  emshanter's  night-abi 

And  the  wood  forget>in&4icil  ^^ 

And  many  a  merry  bird  is  there, 

Unscared  by  lawless  men ; 
The  blue-winged  jay,  the  woodpeckei 

And  the  golden-crested  wren. 

Come  down,  and  ye  shall  see  them  d 

The  timid  and  the  bold; 
For  their  sweet  life  of  pleasantness, 

It  is  not  to  bo  told. 


And  far  within  that  summer  wood. 
Among  tho  leaves  so  green. 

There  flows  a  litlle  gurgling  brook. 
The  brightest  e'er  was  seen. 

Tliere  come  the  little  gentle  birds. 

Without  a  fear  of  Ul; 
Down  to  the  murmuring  water's  edtrt 

And  freely  drink  their  fill ! 

And  dash  about  and  splash  about, 

Tlie  merry  httio  things; 
And  look  a'lkauce  with  bright  blaik  i 

And  flirt  their  dripping  wings. 

1  've  seen  the  fi^akish  squirrels  J. -op 
Down  from  their  leafy  tree. 

Tlie  little  squirrels  with  the  old.— 
Great  joy  it  was  to  me  I 


THE  BELFRY    PIGEON. 


c»n 


And  down  nnto  the  running  brook, 

I  Ve  seen  them  niinblj  go ; 
And  the  bright  water  seemed  to  speak 

A  welcome  Idnd  aad  low, 

The  nodding  plants  they  bowed  their  heads 

As  if  in  heartsome  cheer: 
Fhej  spake  onto  these  little  things, 

'*  T  is  merry  living  here  1 " 

Oh,  how  my  heart  ran  o'er  with  joy ! 

I  saw  that  all  was  good, 
And  how  we  might  glean  np  delight 

All  round  us,  if  we  would  I 

And  many  a  wood-mouse  dwelleth  there, 

Beneath  the  old  wood  shade, 
And  an  day  long  has  work  to  do, 

Xor  is  of  aught  afraid. 

The  green  shoots  grow  above  their  heads. 

And  roots  so  fresh  and  fine 
Beneath  their  feet ;  nor  is  there  strife 

■Monrr  them  for  mine  and  thine. 

There  is  enough  for  every  one, 

And  they  lovingly  agree ; 
We  might  learn  a  lesson,  all  of  us, 

Beneath  the  green-wood  tree. 

Mabt  Howttt. 


WILLOW  SON'Q. 

Willow  !  in  thy  breezy  moan 

I  can  hear  a  deeper  tone ; 

Through  thy  leaves  come  whispering  low 

Faint  sweet  sounds  of  long  ago— 

Willow,  sighing  Avillow  I 

Many  a  mournful  tale  of  old 
rieart-sick  Love  to  thee  hath  told, 
Gathering  from  thy  golden  bough 
I>eftves  to  cx)ol  his  burning  brow — 

Willow,  sighing  willow  I 

Many  a  swan-like  song  to  thee 
Hath  been  sung,  thou  gentle  tree ; 
Many  a  lute  its  last  lament 
Down  thy  moonlight  stream  hath  sent — 

WiDow,  sighing  willow  • 


Therefore,  wave  and  murmur  on. 

Sigh  for  sweet  affections  gone, 

And  for  tuneful  voices  fled, 

And  for  Love,  whose  heart  hath  bled-* 

Ever,  willow,  willow  I 
Fklxoia  Dokothxa  Emmajk, 


THE  BELFRY  PIGEON. 

On  the  cross-beam  under  the  Old  South  boll 
The  nest  of  a  pigeon  is  builded  well. 
In  summer  and  winter  that  bird  is  there, 
Out  and  in  with  the  morning  air ; 
I  love  to  see  him  track  the  street. 
With  his  wary  eye  and  active  feet ; 
And  I  often  watch  him  as  he  springs. 
Circling  the  steeple  with  easy  wings, 
Till  across  the  dial  his  shade  has  passed, 
And  the  belfry  edge  is  gained  at  last ; 
T  is  a  bird  I  love,  with  its  brooding  note. 
And  the  trembling  throb  in  its  mottled  throat ; 
There 's  a  human  look  in  its  swelling  breast, 
And  tlio  gentle  curve  of  its  lowly  crest ; 
And  I  often  stop  with  the  fear  I  feel — 
Ho  runs  so  close  to  the  rapid  whocl. 

Whatever  is  rung  on  that  noisy  1>'*11 — 
Chime  of  the  hour,  or  funeral  knell — 
The  dove  in  the  belfry  must  hear  it  well. 
When  the  tongue  swings  out  to  the  midnight 

moon, 
Wlien  the  sexton  chcerly  rings  for  noon, 
When  the  clock   strikes  clear   at    morning 

Hght, 
When  the  child   is  waked  with   "  nine   at 

night," 
When  the  chimes  play  soft  in  the  Sabbath  air. 
Filling  the  spirit  with  tones  of  prayer, — 
Whatever  tale  in  the  bell  is  heard, 
He  broods  on  his  folded  feet  unstirred. 
Or,  rising  half  in  his  rounded  nest, 
He  takes  the  time  to  smooth  his  breast, 
Then  drops  again,  with  filmed  eyes, 
And  sleeps  as  the  last  vibration  dies. 

Sweet  bird  I  I  would  that  I  could  be 
A  hermit  in  the  crowd  like  thee ! 
With  wings  to  fly  to  wood  and  glen, 
Thy  lot,  like  mine,  is  cast  with  men; 
And  daily,  with  unwilling  feet, 
I  tread,  like  thee,  the  crowded  street, 
But,  unlike  me,  when  day  la  o*qt^ 
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rhon  oanst  dismiss  the  world,  aad  soar ; 
Or,  at  a  half-felt  wish  for  rest, 
Oanst  smooth  tlie  feathers  on  thy  hreast, 
And  drop,  forgetful^  to  thy  nest 

I  would  that,  in  snch  wings  of  gold, 
I  ooold  my  weary  heart  upfold ; 
I  would  I  could  look  down  unmoved 
(Unloving  as  I  am  unloved), 
And  while  the  world  throngs  on  heneath, 
Smooth  down  my  cares  and  calmly  breathe ; 
And  never  sad  with  others'  sadness. 
And  never  glad  with  others'  gladness, 
listen,  unstirred,  to  knell  or  chime. 
And,  lapped  in  qniet,  bide  my  time. 

Nathakisl  Pakksb  Wilus. 


THE  GRASSHOPPER. 

TO  MT   NOBLE  FRIEND   MR.    CHARLES  COTTON. 

ODE. 

0  THOU,  that  swing'st  upon  the  waving  ear 
Of  some  well-filled  oaten  beard, 

Drunk  every  night  with  a  delicious  tear 
Droppoil  thee   from  heaven,  where  now 
thou  'rt  reared ; 

The  joys  of  mr  and  earth  are  thine  entire, 
That  with  thy  feet  and  wings  dost  hop  and 
fly; 

And  when  thy  poppy  works,  thou  dost  retire 
To  thy  carved  acorn-bed  to  lie. 

Up  wit  J I  the  day,  the  sun  thou  welcora'st  then ; 

Sport'st  in  the  gilt  plats  of  his  beams. 
And  all  these  merry  days  mak'st  merry  men, 

Thyself  and  melancholy  streams. 

But  ah  I  the  sloklc  1  golden  ears  are  cropt ; 

Oeres  and  Bacchus  bid  good-night ; 
Bharp  frosty  fingers  all  your  flowers  have  topt, 

And  what  scythes  spared,  winds  shave  oflf 
quite. 

Poor  verdant  fool !  and  now  green  ice,  thy 
joys 

Largo  and  as  lasting  as  thy  perch  of  grass. 
Bid  us  lay  in  'gainst  winter  ram,  and  poise 

Their  floods  with  an  overflowing  glass. 

rhon  best  of  men  and  friends  J  we  will  oreate 
A  genuine  siunmeFin  taoh  odMr^i  breast; 


And  spite  of  this  o(dd  time  and 
Thaw  us  a  warm  seat  to  our  i 

Onr  sacred  hearths  shall  bum  el 
As  vestal  flames ;  the  north  \ 

Shall  strike  his  frost-stretched  ^ 
and  fly 
This  ifitna  in  epitome. 

Dropping  December  shall  come 
Bewail  th'  usurping  of  his  reij 

But  when  in  showers  of  old  Gn 
Shall  cry  he  hath  his  crown 

Night  as  clear  Hespcr  shall  onr 
From  the  light  casements  wh< 

And  the  dark  hag  from  her  blac] 
And  stick  there  everlasting  d 

Thus  richer  than  nntempted  kii 
That  asking  nothing,  nothing 

Though  lord  of  all  what  seas  em 
That  wants  himself  is  poor  ii 

Rich. 


TPTE  GRASSHOPPl 

Happy  insect,  what  can  be 
In  happiness  compared  to  the 
Fed  with  nourishment  diWnc, 
The  dewy  morning's  gentle  \i 
Nature  waits  upon  thee  still. 
And  thy  verdant  cnp  does  fill 
T  is  filled  wherever  thou  dost 
Nature  self 's  thy  Ganymede. 
Tliou  dost  drink,  and  dance,  i 
Happier  than  the  happiest  kii 
All  the  fields  which  thou  dost 
All  the  plants  belong  to  thee ; 
All  tlie  summer  hours  produo 
Fertile  made  with  early  juice. 
Man  for  thee  does  sow  and  pi 
Farmer  he,  and  landlord  thou 
Thou  dost  innocently  enjoy ; 
Nor  does  thy  luxmy  destroy. 
The  shepherd  gladly  heareth  i 
More  harmonious  than  he. 
Thee  country  hinds  with  glad 
Prophet  of  the  ripened  year! 
Thee  Phoebus  loves,  and  does 
Phcsbus  is  himself  thy  aire. 


SUMMER. 
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To  thee,  of  an  things  upon  earth, 

life  is  no  longer  than  thy  mirth. 

Happy  insect  I  happj  thoo, 

Dost  neither  age  nor  winter  know ; 

But  when  then  'st  drank,  and  danced,  aud 

song 
Thj  fill,  the  flowery  leaves  among, 
^Volnptaoos  and  wise  withal, 
Epicurean  animal !) 
Sated  with  thy  summer  feast, 
Thou  retir'st  to  endlest  rest 

Ahaosboit.  (Greek.) 
ItanalatloD  of  Absaaaw  Cowlbt. 


A  SOLILOQUY. 

OOQAfllONED  BT  TIIE  CniRPING   OF   A 
OKAS8HOPPER. 

Hafpt  insect  I  ever  blest 
With  a  more  than  mortal  rest, 
Rosy  dews  the  leaves  among, 
Homble  joys,  and  gentle  song ! 
Wretched  poet !  ever  curst 
With  a  life  of  lives  the  worst, 
Sivl  despondence,  restless  feiirs, 
En<lie^  jealousies  and  tears. 

In  the  burning  summer  thou 
Warble.'Jt  on  the  verdant  bough. 
Meditating  cheerful  play, 
Mindless  of  the  piercing  ray ; 
Scorched  in  Cupid's  fervors,  I 
Ever  weep  and  ever  die. 

Proud  to  gratify  thy  will, 
Ready  Nature  waits  thee  still ; 
Balmy  wines  to  thee  she  pours, 
Weeping  through  the  dewy  flowers. 
Rich  as  those  by  Hebe  given 
To  the  thirsty  sons  of  heaven. 

Yet  alas,  we  both  agree. 
Miserable  thou  like  me  I 
Each,  alike,  in  yonth  rehearses 
Gentle  strains  and  tender  verses ; 
Kver  wandering  far  from  home. 
Mindless  of  the  days  to  come 
(Such  as  aged  Winter  brings 
Trembling  on  his  icy  wings). 
Both  alike  at  last  we  die ; 
Thou  art  starved,  and  so  am  I ! 

Walter  Harts. 


ON  THE  GRASSHOPPER. 

Happt  songster,  perched  above, 
On  the  summit  of  the  grove. 
Whom  a  dewdrop  cheers  to  sing 
With  the  freedom  of  a  king; 
From  thy  perch  survey  the  fields, 
Where  prolific  Nature  yields 
Nought  that,  willingly  as  she, 
Man  surrenders  not  to  thee. 
For  hostility  or  hate 
None  thy  pleasures  can  create. 
Thee  it  satisfies  to  sing 
Sweetly  the  return  of  Spring ; 
Herald  of  the  genial  hours, 
Harming  neither  herbs  nor  flowerHb 
Therefore  man  thy  voice  attends 
Gladly — ^thou  and  he  are  friends; 
Nor  thy  never-ceasing  strmna 
Phodbus  or  the  Muse  ^Usdains 
As  too  simple  or  too  long, 
For  themselves  inspire  the  song. 
Earth-bom,  bloodless,  undecaying. 
Ever  singing,  sporting,  playinp^, 
What  has  nature  else  to  sliow 
Godlike  in  its  kind  as  thou  ? 

Anaorxox.  (Qivck.) 
Translation  of  William  CJowpkr. 


ON  THE  GRASSHOPPER  AND 
CRICKET. 

The  poetry  of  earth  is  never  dead  : 
When  all  the  birds  are  faint  with  the  hot  sun 
And  hide  in  cooling  trees,  a  voice  will  run 
From  hedge  to  hedge  about  tlio  now-mown 

mead. 
That  is  the  grasshopper's — he  takes  the  lead 
In  summer  luxury, — he  has  never  done 
With  his  delights  ;  for,  when  tired  out  with 

fun, 
Ho  rests  at  ease  beneath  some  pleasant  weed 
The  poetry  of  earth  is  ceasing  never. 
On  a  lone  winter  evening,  when  the  frost 
Hiis  wrought  a  silence,  from  the  stove  there 

shrills 
The  Cricket's  song,  in  warmth  mcrea^ing  ever. 
And  seems,  to  one  in  drowsiness  half  lost, 
The  Grasshopper's  among  some  gra-^-^y  hills. 


POEMS  OP  NATURB. 


THE  GRASSHOPPEK  AND  ORICKET. 

G&EE.V  little  vutiltcr  m  tho  suqdj  gross, 
CoicLiiig  your  heart  up  la  the  feal  of  June- 
Sole  voice  tlmt  'a  heard  nruidst  tho  I11Z7  dooq 
When  oven  tlio  bees  Itig  at  the  aununoniog 

And  roil,  narm  little  hou'ii.'koeper,  who  class 
With  tho3o  who  tliiuk  tlio  candles  oome  too 

Loving  llio  fire,  and  with  yon,"  ♦»*<*™»'~>  * 
Nick  tlio  gioA  silent  momantt 

O  sweat  and  tiny  oousina,  tha 
One  to  tho  fieltia,  the  other  b 
BoOi  liavo  your  snnslilno ;  boi 

nre  strong 
At  your  clear  hearts ;  ond  1 

to  earth 
To  fiini;  in  thoughtful  eura  thU 
In  doors  and  out,  gummar  uu 


TO  THE  lIUAOiLE-BEE. 

Dtm.T,  dozing  humblo-bee! 
WiuTu  Ihoii  art  ia  cliino  for  me; 
!«■(  tlioni  sail  for  Purto  Rique, 
Far-off  henta  through  seas  to  seek.— 
I  will  follow  thoo  ilIoiic, 
Thou  nuimatcd  torrid  zono '. 
Zig'Zag  steerer,  dc*crt  clieorer. 
I-ot  mo  chnso  thy  waving  linos; 

Singing  over  shrul)s  ami  rincs. 

Insect  lover  of  tho  snn, 
Joy  of  thy  dominion! 
Sailor  of  tho  atrao9|>horc ; 
Swimmer  through  tho  waves  of  air. 
Voyager  of  light  and  noon, 
E|neHre.in  of  Jnne! 
Wiiii,  I  prithee,  till  I  coiiio 
Within  oarshot  of  thy  hum,— . 
All  without  is  niiirtyrdiim. 

When  llio  aoutli  win<l,  in  M;iy  days. 
With  a  not  of  shining  haze 
Silvers  tho  horizon  wall ; 
Ami,  with  softness  toucliins  alK 


Tiota  the  hnmnu  countciuuioe 
With  the  color  cpf  romHnoe ;         ^U 
And  infaaing  snbtJo  heata  ^H 

Turns  tlie  sod  to  violets, —  ^H 

Thou  b  snnny  solitudes,  ^ 

liover  of  the  unilerwoods, 
The  green  silence  dost  dlsplaoe 
With  thy  mellow  brec;rf  bow. 

Hot  Midsuoimer'a  petted  crone, 
Sweet  to  me  thy  drowsy  tone 
Tells  of  (lonntlcss  sunny  hoiir^t. 
Long  day!!,  and  solid  basks  of  floweri 
Of  pnlf*  of  Bweetnass  witliont  bound. 
In  Indian  wildomesses  found ; 
Of  Syrian  peace,  immortal  leisure. 
firmest  cheer,  nnd  bird-like  pleasure. 

Anght  nnMvory  or  unoleun 

Hath  my  in>eet  never  seen ; 

Bnl  vitilota,  and  bilberry  bdla, 

Uuplu  Mtp,  and  dutfMlula, 

Grass  with  green  Sag  liairrmut  bigti 

Siieeriry  to  match  ttie  sky, 

Coluiiiliino  with  horn  of  lioney. 

Clover,  catehfly,  lulder's-toiigue, 
And  l.ricr-roses,  dwelt  aiziong; 
All  beside  was  unknown  waste. 
All  was  picture  aa  he  piisseil. 
Wiser  lar  than  human  seer. 
Yellow-breeched  philosopher, 
Seeing  only  what  is  f;iir. 

Sipping  only  what  is  sweet. 
Thou  ilost  mock  nt  fate  and  care, 

Lea\e  the  ch.ift' and  take  the  whea 
Wlien  the  fierce  north -western  bhi^t 
Cools  sea  and  land  so  far  and  fast, — 
Thou  alrcaily  slumbercst  deep; 
Woe  and  want  thou  canst  ontdeep ; 
Want  and  woe,  which  torture  ns, 
Thy  rtlecp  makes  ridiculous. 

Bun  Tum  AtM 


THE 

u  fraitfitl  beds  and 
Parcelled  to  wasteful  1 
Where  state  grasps  nu 
And  .vliolesome  nei 


ild  woods  I  win  b«  gone, 
ooaisa  mealA  of  great  Sunt  John. 

Dtb  and  pietf  are  missed, 

tbu  rulers  bd<1  the  priest ; 

ty  b  not  oold  but  dead, 

rich  eat  the  poor  like  bread ; 

cUoQS  heads,  with  open  coile 

^  Sr^t  mokes  than  shore  the  apoile ; 

b  then  Elias  goes, 

he  desert  grows  the  rose. 

irfstal  fotrnttunes  and  fre$h  shades, 

10  prond  look  invades, 

I  worldling  hunts  away 

ratirerallthedajl 

kpp7,  bannless  solitude  1 

*iary  from  tlie  mda 

mfnl  world ;  the  calm  recess 

and  hope,  and  holiness ! 
nothing  still  like  Eden  looks ; 
3  woods,  jnleps  in  brooks ; 
»er»,  whoso  rich,  nnrifled  sweets 
'liaate  kiss  the  coo~  deir  gTect.4, 
!>.■  toiU  of  the  daj  are  done, 

tiroi  world  sets  with  the  snn, 
lag  winiU  and  flowing  ircils 

wise,  watchfiL  hermit's  bfllf 
isie  miiriDDrs  all  thu  oiglit 
e  or  prayer  do  invite; 
h  .-m  itwt'ol  sound  arrest, 
Qslj  employ  hia  breast 

:  the  East  the  dawn  doth  blnsli. 

>l,  fresh  spirits  the  air  brush. 

ttraght   get    lip:   flowers   pocp   and 

ead; 

bisper  praise,  and  bow  the  head  ; 

■om  the  ahndcs  of  night  released, 

and  abont,  then  qnit  tlie  nest, 

:h  united  gladness  sing 

Ty  of  the  morning^  King. 

mjt  hears,  and  with  raeek  voice 

lis  own  np,  and  their,  joyes; 

■ays  that  all  the  world  miglit  be 

rth  as  sweet  an  nnitj. 

'n  itorma  the  day  invade, 
Kk  aboot  him  to  the  shade, 
wisely  tfaey  expect  the  end, 
(be  tempost  time  to  spend ; 


And  hard  by  shelters  on  some  bongh 
Clarion's  servant,  the  sage  crow. 

Oh,  porer  years  of  light  and  grace ! 
Great  is  the  diSerenoe,  as  the  space. 
Twist  yon  and  as,  who  blindly  ran 
After  felse  flres,  and  leave  the  son. 
Is  not  iMr  natare  of  herself 
Much  richer  than  doll  punt  and  pelf  t 
And  are  not  streams  at  the  spring  head 
Uore  sweet  than  in  carved  stone  or  lead! 
Bnt  fancy  and  some  aitiat's  tools 
Frame  a  religion  for  fbols. 

The  tmlh,  which  once  was  plunly  tao^t, 
With  thorns  and  briars  now  is  fraught. 
Some  part  is  witli  bold  fable  spotted, 
Some  by  strange  comments  wildly  blottnd ; 
And  discord,  old  corraption's  crest, 
With  blood  and  shame  have  stdned  the  rest. 
So  snow,  which  in  its  first  descents 
A  whiteness  like  pnro  heaven  presently 
Whun  toached  by  man  is  qnickly  soiled, 
And  after  trodden  down  and  spoiled. 

Oh,  leaii  me  wliero  I  may  be  free. 
In  truth  and  spirit  fo  serve  Thee! 
Whore  undisturbed  I  may  converge 
With  Thy  groat  Self;  and  there  relioarse 
Thy  gifts  with  thanks;  and  friHn  Thy  sU>n', 
Who  art  all  blessings,  beg  much  more. 
Give  mo  the  wisdom  of  the  bee. 
iVnd  her  unwearied  Industrie! 
That,  from  the  wild  gonrds  of  tlic^^e  da^ 
I  may  extract  health,  and  Tliy  praise, 
Who  canst  turn  darkness  into  light, 
And  in  my  weakness  shew  Thy  might. 

Suffer  mo  not  in  any  want 
To  seek  refreshment  from  a  plant 
Thoo  didst  not  set ;  since  all  mu>t  be 
Piacked  np,  whoso  growth  is  not  from  Thcc. 
T  is  not  tlie  garden  and  tlie  bowers, 
^or  sense  and  forms,  that  givo  to  flowers 
Their  wliolosoraeness ;  but  Thy  good  will. 
Which  truth  aad  pureness  purc-]ia.so  stjil. 


Then  since  oornipt  man  hath  driv« 
Tliy  kind  and  saving  influence, 
And  balm  is  no  more  to  bo  h.'id 
In  alt  the  coasts  of  Qilcad ; 


78 


P0EM9  OF  KATUBE. 


Go  with  [DC  to  the  sltiwle  nnd  cell, 
Wliore  Tliy  best  serronLa  r>aco  did  dweU. 
Tliora  let  me  koon'  TIjy  will,  nod  soo 
Exik'd  rdigion  oimed  by  Thee ; 
JTor  Thuu  canat  turn  dark  grotd  to  halls, 
And  make  lillls  blossome  lite  the  vbJbs, 
Decking  their  natiUed  heo'ls  tritli  flowers, 
And  fresli  dolights  for  all  sad  liours; 
Till  from  tham,  like  a  laden  bee, 
I  may  fly  homo,  and  hive  with  Thoe. 


The  fair  white  bird  of  flaming  crest, 
And  Qzuro  wings  bedropt  w!(Ji  gdiA, 
<r  hiw  ho  known  a  pause  of  rost, 
But  aings  the  lament  that  he  framed  of  oU  i 

"O  PrinecM  bright!  how  long  the  nlglit 
Since  thon  art  sunk  in  the  waten  uleor  1 
Uoir  sadly  they  flow  from  the  depth  below-> 
V  long  roust  I  wig  and  thou  nilt  aat 
hear? 


Bujiv,  ciirioiis,  thirsty  flyl 
Drink  with  nic,  and  drink  as  II 
Freely  welcome  to  my  cap, 
Oonldst  thuu  9i;i  and  sip  it  np; 
Mitku  the  most  of  hfo  you  inay; 
Life  is  short  and  wears  awayl 

Sath  alike,  both  mine  and  thine, 
IIitHCeii  cjuick  to  their  deoliuii! 

ThoQgh  rL'pentcd  to  tlireuarori;  1 
Threiiscuri;  summers,  when  they  V 
Will  appo.nr  us  short  its  one ! 


TITK  SPICE-TP.F.E. 

TiiK  Spice-Tree  Uvea  in  the  grink'ii  g-roeii; 
Besido  it  tlic  fountain  flows; 
And  a  fair  bird  sits  the  bought  between. 
And  sings  his  melodious  woes. 

Xo  grooncr  gurdon  e'er  was  known 
Within  the  bounds  of  an  earthly  kin^-; 
No  lovelier  skies  liave  over  shone 
Than  those  that  illumine  its  constant  Spn 

That  ooil-boimd  st^^m  has  br.inchcs  throe ; 
On  each  a  thousand  blosioins  grow; 
.\nd.  old  as  aught  of  time  can  be. 
Till)  root  stands  fist  in  the  rocks  below. 

i[i  the  spicy  sh;ido  ne'er  si'cnis  to  tire 
n.e  fount  that  builds  a  silvery  dome; 
And  Makes  of  purple  and  ruby  lire 
3ush  out,  and  sparkle  amid  the  foam. 


ftters  play,  and  the  flowers  ore  gv. 
skies  are  sunny  above ; 
that  all  coold  fade  and  Ml, 
00,  cease  to  nioam  my  love. 

lany  a  year,  so  wakeful  and  drl^Ar, 

xUTowed  and  watched,  beloved,  for 

>l 

a  DomoB  no  breath  from  the  cliamlxM 

loath, 

« lifdoM  fount  gnahea  under  the  tre*." 

TIio  skies  grow   diirk,   and  thoy   ^'lare    vii:, 


■ed; 


Tlio 


Til 


sliakcs  off  its  spicy  bloom ; 
[!suf  the  fount  in  a  black  pool  spreiid; 
.Vud  in  thnnder •ounds  the  garden's  doom. 


■n  springs  the  bird  with  a  long  shrill  cry, 
Into  tlie  s^ible  and  angry  flood ; 
And  the  fiicc  of  the  pool,  a^  hu  falls  from 

high, 
Canllcs  in  circling  sttuns  of  blood. 

Hut  sadden  again  upsweils  the  fount; 
Higher  and  higher  the  waters  flow — 
In  a  glittering  diamond  arch  they  monnt, 
And  round  it  the  colors  of  morning  glow. 

Finer  and  finer  the  wat«ry  mound 
Softens  and  melts  to  a  thin-spnn  val, 
And  tones  of  music  circle  aronnd, 
And  bear  to  the  stars  the  foiutain's  tala. 

And  swift  the  eddpi 
Falls  in  dew  oatt- 
Dnder  the  Spiw 
Sita  by  her  loi 


E  ARAB  TO  THE  PALM. 

Me,  Ofur  gmielle, 

'M  girl,  belt>r«d  m>  well ; 


Ne^jiclee, 
ttaoM  ahall  bnr  mo  agaia  to  tLeo ; 

B  both,  I  love  the  Palm, 

lesTO^  of  beantf,  his  fruit  of  balm ; 

a  both,  1  lore  the  tree 
■tttflng  shadow  wraps  na  three 
B,  snd  mience,  and  mystery  I 

:  ii  taaay,  onr  po^s  vie 

'  miler  the  Anb  ikj ; 

tmn  ring  of  the  Psim  but  L 

it  minarets  that  begem 

Mdel-diadem 

o  light  na  his  slender  stem. 

is  leaves  in  the  sunbeiuD's  glance, 
jnehs  lift  their  anus  iu  iLiucc — 


a'ion  and  sorrow  in  ho, 
;  whi-re  the  beloved  inay  be. 

a  the  warm  sontb  winda  arisu, 
iei>  his  longing  in  forrid  aighs, 

nif  o-iora,  kiwies  of  balm, 

p  in  the  lap  of  his  chosen  palm. 

may  flame,  and  the  sondi  may  utir, 
>reatb  of  his  i)assioa  rcuuhca  lier. 

f  LoTi',  by  tliftt  love  of  thiau, 
-  li'jw  I  shall  soIUq  mine! 


'  a  king,  O  stately  Tree, 
•m,  giorioos  a5  might  be^ 
)art  of  my  paloM  I  'd  bidld  for  tliee 

haft  oC  diver,  bnrniihed  hri^it, 
wof  bvrjl  anf]  malachite; 


With  spikes  (tf  golden  bloom  a-bloie, 
And  fhiits  of  topaz  and  cbrysoprase. 

And  there  the  poets,  in  thy  praise, 

Should  ni(^  and  morning  frame  now  ]ayi^~ 

New  meaanres  song  to  tones  divine ; 
But  none,  0  Palm,  should  equal  mine! 

BtTlBD  TATLOa. 


THE  TIGEB. 

TiobbI  Tigerl  barniiig bright. 
In  the  forest  of  the  night; 
What  immortal  hand  or  eye 
Could  frame  tliy  fearful  syiametryl 

In  what  distant  deeps  or  skies 
Burned  the  ardor  of  thine  eyes? 
On  what  wings  d.uo  he  ospiret 
What  tlie  hand  dare  seize  the  Aral 

And  what  shoulder,  and  wjint  art, 
Could  twist  the  sinoivs  of  tliy  heart! 
And  when  thy  hoart  Iwgari  to  Iwat, 
Wliot  dread  Land  for^il  thy  droiicl  feel  ? 


What  the  hamm 


It  1\m 


nt 


What  the  anvil !     Wliat  dri.-ail  gra^^p 
Daru  iU  doivlly  Wrrors  cljuip  f 

When  the  stars  throw  down  their  spears, 
And  w.ttered  he;k^■en  with  their  tears. 
Did  he  sruile  his  work  to  see  ? 
Did  llo  who  TUiide  the  lamb  make  tlieo  I 

Tiger!  Tiger!  burning  bright, 
III  the  forcdt  of  the  night ; 
What  immortal  hand  or  eye 
Dure  frame  thy  fuarfiLl  syiiimttry ! 


THE  LION'S  lilDE. 

Tiitt   Hon  is  the  doaert's  king;    through    his 

doni.iin  so  wide 
Right  swiftly  anil  ri^lit  roy,illy  tliis  night  he 

By  the  swlgj  brink,  where  the  wild  herdf 
drink,  close  cciuchss  the  grim  chief; 

Tiie  trembling  sycamore  above  whispers  with 
every  \tsat 


POKHS  OP  NATUHK. 


At  ovvQing,  0 


i  Tablo  Mount,  when  ye 


Tlie  cliimgefiil  plnj  ot  signals  gaj  ;  when  the 

gWin  iH  Bpecklt'd  o'er 
WilL   kmiii   tiros ;    wIk'd   t!ie   Oafte  wends 

homo  tlirmigli  tlia  lono  karroo; 
Wiieii  tlia  Ijoslibot  iQ  tlie  thicket  sleopa,  and 

by  tho  atroom  the  gaa ; 

Then  bead  your  gaze  across  the  waste — what 

see  ye?     The  giraffe, 
Mi^eatic,  stalka  toiviU'ilji  the  lagoon, 

bill  lymph  to  quaff; 
With  outstretched  neck  and  tougue 

knooU  him  down  to  cool 
His  hot  thirst  with  a  wolcorno  draa 

the  foul  and  bruokish  pool. 

A  rustling  aouDil — s,  roar — a  bound- 
gits  aatrido 
tJpou  his  giant  coursor'a  b.ick.     Did  i 


In  the  mosclcs  of  the  nock  his  teeth  aro 
plunged  with  ravenous  greed; 

His  tawny  mano  ia  tossing  round  the  wilboJ's 
of  the  steed. 

Dp  leaping  with  a  liollow  yell  of  auguLsh  and 

Away,  away,  in  wild  dismay,  the  camcl-loop- 
ard  tiies. 

His  feet  bare  wings;    see  bow  he  springs 

across  the  moonlit  plain  I 
As  from  their  sockets  they  would  burst,  hU 

In  thick  bliK.'k  streiims  of  pnrling  blooil,  full 

fast  his  life  is  fleeting; 
riie  stillness  of  iho  desert  heara  his  iLc^irt's 

luniultuous  beating. 

r.ike  the  oloiid  that,  through  Ibo  wildemcs.i, 

the  path  of  Israel  traced — 
iJhe  an  airy  piiaiiloru,  dull  and  wan,  a  spirit 

of  the  wiiste— 


From  the  sandy  sm  npri»iiK,  as  the  wstw 

Bpout  fh)m  ocean, 
A  whirling  dond  of  dost  keeps  pace  with  thi 

courser's  fiery  motion. 

Croaking  companion  of  tlieir  flight,  tLe  vol 

turo  wbira  on  high ; 
Below,  the  terror  of  the  fold,  the  panLba 

fieroe  and  sly, 
And  hyenaa  foul,  round  grnrea  that   prowl 
join  in  the  liorrid  nee ; 

foot-prlnts  wet  with  gore  and  iiwuat 
sir  monarch's  course  they  trace. 

XI  him  on  his  liviog  tUrone,  and  quab 

th  fear,  the  while 

hiws  of  steel  ha  tears  piecetaoal  U 

iluaa's  pointed  pile. 

i!  no  pause,  no  rest,  giraffe,  while  lif 

i  strength  remiun  I 

ed  by  such  a  rider  backed,  may  uadl; 

inge  in  vain. 

iJeoling  up<in  tlie  dcsert'o  verge,  he  fall-,  iir.i 

breatlies  his  last ; 
The  coarser,  stained  with  dust  and  foam,  ii 

tiio  rider's  fell  repast. 
O'er  Madagascar,  eastward  far,  a  faint  flual 

is  descried  :— 
Thus  nightly,  o'er  his  broad  domain,  the  kiui 

of  boasts  doth  ride. 


TIIE  I.ION"  AND  GIRAFFE. 

WoHLDST  thou  view  the  lion's  den ! 
Search  afar  from  haunts  of  men — 
Whore  the  rccd-encircicd  rill 
Oozes  from  the  rocky  hill, 
By  its  verdure  far  descried 
'slid  the  desert  brown  and  wide. 

Qose  beside  the  sedgy  brim, 
Couchant,  turks  the  lion  grim; 
Watching  till  the  close  of  day 
Brings  the  death-deTOted  prey. 
Heedless  at  the  ambushed  brink 
The  tall  sirafTe  stoo|i<>  down  to  drink; 


THE  DESERT 
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Jpoa  him  straigfati  tbe  savage  springs 

Vfith  cruel  joy.    The  desert  rings 

With  clanging  sound  of  desperate  strife — 

Tbe  prey  is  strong,  and  ho  strives  for  life. 

Plunging  off  with  frantic  bound 

To  shake  the  tyrant  to  the  ground, 

He  shrieks — ^he  rushes  through  the  waste, 

With  glaring  eye  and  headlong  haste 

la  vain ! — the  spoiler  on  his  prize 

Rides  prundly — tearing  as  he  flics. 

For  life— the  victim^s  utmost  speed 

I«  mustered  in  this  hour  of  need. 

For  lift»— for  life — his  giant  might 

He  strvns,  and  pours  his  soul  in  fliglit ; 

And  mad  viith  terror,  thirst,  and  pain, 

Spmns  with  wild  hoof  the  thundering  plain. 

Tis  vain ;  the  thirsty  sands  are  drinking 

His  streaming  blood — ^liis  strength  is  sinking ; 

Tbe  victor's  fangs  are  in  his  veins — 

His  flanks  are  streaked  with  sanguine  stiuns ; 

His  panting  breast  in  foam  and  gore 

Is  bathed — he  reels — ^his  race  is  o^er. 

He  falls — and,  with  convulsive  throe, 

Htf^i^ois  his  throat  to  tbe  ravening  foe ! 

-  .\ijii  li>  I  ere  qviivcring  life  is  fled, 

1  J*  .'ultnres  wliec'ling  overhead, 

c>wfj«>p  di>wn,  to  watch  in  gaunt  array, 

lill  the  gorged  tyrant  quits  his  prey. 

TnOM  AS  PRI5GIJB. 


^VFAR  IN  THE  DESEPwT. 

Ajap.  in  the  desert  I  love  to  ride, 
With  the  silent  Bush-boy  alone  by  my  8i«lc, 
When  the  sorrows  of  life  the  soul  o'erciLjt, 
Ad'1.  sick  of  tbe  present,  I  cling  to  the  past ; 
When  the  eye  is  suffused  with  regretful  tears, 
From  the  fond  recollections  of  former  years ; 
And  shadows  of  things  that  have  long  since 

fled 
nit  over  the  brain,  like  the  ghosts  of  the 

dead : 
Rright  visions  of  glory  tliat  vanished  too 

soon ; 
Day-dreams,  that   departed  ere  manhood*B 

noon; 
Attachments  by  fate  or  fidsehood  reft ; 
C>7mpanions  of  early  days  lost  or  left— 
And  my  native  land — ^whoae  ma^oal 
Thrills  to  the  heart  like  electric  flama; 


The  home  of  my  childhood ;  the  haunts  of 

my  prime ; 
All  the  passions  and  scenes  of  that  rapturoui 

time 
When  the  feelings  were  young,  and  the  work 

was  new. 
Like  the  fresh  bowers  of  Eden  unfolding  t< 

view; 
All — all  now  forsaken — ^forgotten — foregone ! 
And  I — a  lone  exile  remembered  of  none — 
My  high  aims  abandoned, — ^my    good  act 

undone — 
Aweary  of  all  that  is  under  the  sun — 
With  that  sadness  of  heart  which  no  strangei 

may  scan, 
I  fly  to  the  desert  afar  fh>m  man. 

Afar  in  the  desert  I  love  to  ride. 
With  the  silent  Bush-boy  alone  by  my  side. 
When  tlie  wild  turmoil  of  this  wearisome  life 
With  its  scenes  of  oppression,  corruption,  an< 

strife — 
The  proud  man^s  frown,  and  the  base  man^ 

fear — 
The  scorner's  lauj^li,  and  the  siifTerer's  tear— 
x\ii(\  malice,  and   meanness,  and   falsoliooil 

and  foUv- 

Dispose  me  to  musinj;^  and  dark  mtrlaiielioly ; 

When  my  bosom  is  full,  and  my  thoughts  ar< 
high, 

Anil  my  soul   is  sick  with   the   bondman': 

sigh— 
Oh  I   then  there  is  freedom,   and  joy,   an( 

pride. 
Afar  in  the  «lesert  alone  to  ride  I 
There  is  ra]»tiire  to  vault  on   the  rhampini 

steed, 
And  to  boimd  away  with  the  eagle's  speed, 
With  the  death-fraught  firelock  in  my  hand — 
Tiie  onlv  law  of  the  Desert  Land  ! 

Afar  in  the  desert  I  love  to  ride, 
With  the  silent  Bush-boy  alone  by  my  side. 
Away — away  from  the  dwellings  of  men. 
By  the  wild  decree  haont^  by  the  bnffolo^s  glen 
By  valleys  remote  where  the  oribi  plays, 
IHiara  the  mi,  the  ganOe,  and  tlie  hart^ 

iredine 
'\iiiig  wit) 


POEUS   OF  NATURE. 


Wlierc  the  elepliiuiC  browiie^  at  peace  id  \xa 

And  tlio  rivL-r-!iorso  gambols  unscared  in  the 

flood, 
And  the  migUtj  rhmoceros  wallows  tt  will 
lu  tlie  leu  where  the  n'ild  ass  is  dnnking  his 

fiU. 

Afar  in  the  desert  I  love  to  rido, 

With  Uio  silent  Buah-Uij  aloae  hj  mj  sHa. 

O'er  the  bruwu  liorroo,  trhcre  the   bleaduic 

cry 
Of  ttic  sjiriiigliulk'a  fuwD  Boiinda  pit 
Am]   the  timuroos  quagi;u'a  shrill 

la  heard  by  tho  fuuutaia  at  twilight 
Where  tho  ztbra  wantonly  tosses  li 
With  will!  hoof  Bcuiiring  the  dcsolaf 
And  the  fli^et-footcd  ostrich  over  tl 
Speeds  like  a  horaemati  who  trara 
Hieing  away  to  the  homo  of  her  re 


Wliw 


lod  hlT 


0  havt 


Far  hill  from  the  pitiless  plunderer's  view 
In  tho  iiathless  depths  of  the  parclicd  karroo. 

Afar  ill  the  desert  I  h.ve  to  ride, 
Willi  the  silent  iiiish-l>oy  alono  by  my  side. 
Away — away —  in  the  wilderness  vast 
Where    the   white   tiiutrs    foot    hath   never 

panned, 
And  the  <[iiivered  Coranna  or  llechuan 
Hath  rarely  crossed  with  his  roiiug  elan  : 
A  regtoa  of  eniptlacss  howling  and  drear, 
Which  niati  hath  at>aiidoiic<l  I'roin  fiiniine  and 

Which  the  .snake  and  the  lizard  inhabit  alone, 
With   the    twilight   hat   from   tho    rawniug 


Where  gr 
Bave  poi» 
And  the  I 
Is  the  pil^ 


No: 


Appears, 

But  the  I 
And  the 
Spread — 


ikss,  nor  herb,  imr  shruh  takes  root 
oiions  thorns  that  pierce  the  foot; 
liiltcr-inelori,  for  food  and  drink, 
.'ritu's  faro  hy  the  salt-lako'a  brink ; 
iif  ilrouglit,  where  no  river  glides, 
iiig  brook  with  oaiered  sides; 
d^'V  pool,  nor  huhbhog  fonnt, 
nor  clund,  nor  niiaty  mount, 
to  refresh  the  aching  eye ; 
larren  earth  and  the  liurniiig  sky, 
lilank  horizon,  round  and  round, 
void  of  living  .igbt  or  sound. 


And  har«,  while  the  nif^t-winik  round  im 

aigh, 
And  tho  Btara  bam  bright  in  tlie  tiiidai^ 

Ar, 

Aa  I  sit  apart  hy  the  desert  stone. 

Like  Elyah  at  Horeb's  oave,  alone, 

"  A  still  small  voice  "  oomw  through  tbe  Ml 

(Like  a  father  consoling  his  fretful  child), 

Which  banishes  biU^mess,  wrath,  imd  fear. 

Saying — Uun  is  distant,  but  God  is  dcst  I 


TEE  BLOOD  HORSE. 

!sji  is  n  ddnty  steed. 

,  Mock,  and  of  a  noble  breed, 

'fire,  and  full  of  bone, 

n  his  line  of  fathers  known  ; 

la  nose,  Ma  nostrils  thin, 

]wo  abroad  by  the  pride  witllitllj 

MIS  mane  is  like  a  river  flowinfr, 

.iVnd  liis  eyes  like  embers  glowing 

In  the  darkness  of  the  night, 

And  his  paee  as  snift  as  light. 

Look— how  'round  hh  strahiinp  Ihro.it 

Grace  and  shifting  beauty  floal ; 

;?inewy  strength  is  in  his  reins. 

And  the  red  blood  gallops  through  hi\t  veinr 

Kiclier,  redder,  uever  ran 

Tlirough  tlie  boasting  hcjirt  of  iii:iu. 

lie  can  tr.ice  his  lineage  higher 

Thun  the  Bourbon  dare  aspire, — 

Donglas,  Guzman,  or  the  Guelpli, 

Or  O'Brien's  blood  itself! 

He,  who  hath  no  peer,  was  bom, 

Here,  upon  a  red  March  niorn ; 

1!ut  his  famous  fathers  dead 

Were  Arabs  all,  and  Arab  hreil, 

And  the  last  of  that  great  line 

Trod  like  one  of  a  rai'e  divine '. 

And  yet, — he  was  but  friend  to  one, 

Who  fed  bill)  at  the  set  of  snn, 

Hy  some  lone  fountain  fringed  nith  greiu  i 

With  him,  a  roving  Uodonin, 

lie  lived  (none  else  would  he  obey 

Through  all  the  hot  Arabian  day), — 


1  nntstaed  tipon  the  sanda 
Jalkh  Ad^dst  the  dee«rt  etanda  I 


CATION  TO  RAIN  DT  SUMMER. 

mx,  gentle  somiDer  n^ 
.  not  tilt)  rilver  Uly  pine, 
Irooping  lil7  pine  In  Tain 
feel  that  dewj  touch  of  thin^- 
ink  thj  fireehneas  once  agtiin, 
itle,  gentle  mmmer  rain  1 

at  the  landscape  quivering  liea ; 
B  cattle  pant  beneath  the  tree; 
1^  parching  air  and  pnrple  skies 
■  earth  looka  op,  in  vain,  for  thee ; 
liee — for  thee,  it  looks  in  vvn, 
■tie,  gentle  sommer  nun! 

.  thon,  and  brim  the  meadow  streams, 
j  soften  all  the  hills  with  mist, 
instlew!  from  bnrning  dreams 
iliee  giiall  herb  and  Sower  be  kissed ; 
Earth  shall  bless  thee  7ct  again, 
itle,  gentlt 


RAIN  ON  THE  ROOF. 

rzs  the  hnmid  shadows  hover 
>ver  all  the  starrf  spheres, 
J  the  melanchol;  darkness 
rentlj  weeps  in  rainy  tears, 
s  a  joj  to  press  the  pillow 
>f  a  cottage  chamber  bed, 
d  to  listen  to  the  patter 
>f  the  soft  rain  overhead. 

erj  tinkle  on  the  shingles 
laa  an  echo  in  tlie  heart; 
<i  a  thousand  dream;  fancies 
[nto  bosj-  being  start, 
id  a  thonaand  recollections 
tTesve  their  bri^t  rajs  mio  woo( 
1  EMen  to  the  patter 
V  tba  ISB  apoD  the  roof. 


Now  in  fimoj  comes  mj  mother 

As  sho  nsed  to,  rears  agone. 
To  survey  ber  darling  dreamers, 

Ere  she  left  them  till  the  dawn, 
Ohl  I  see  ber  bending  o'er  mo, 

Aa  I  list  to  this  ninaa 
Which  is  played  npon  tho  shinglea 

By  the  patter  of  the  nun. 

Then  my  little  seraph  Nster, 

With  her  wings  and  waving  hair. 
And  her  bright-eyed  ohemb  brother— 

A  serene,  angclio  pair — 
Olidc  aronnd  my  wakeful  pillow 

With  their  pnuse  or  mild  reproof 
Aa  I  listen  to  the  murmur 

Of  the  soft  rtun  on  the  root 

And  another  comes  to  thrill  me 

With  her  eyes,  deUdons  bine, 
And  forget  I,  gazing  on  her. 

That  her  heart  was  all  ontmel 
I  remember  but  to  love  her 

Witli  a  raptiu'o  kin  to  pain, 
And  my  heart's  quick  pulses  vibrate 

To  tho  patter  of  tho  rain. 

There  is  nonght  in  Art's  bravaras 

That  can  work  with  such  a  spell 
In  the  spirit's  pure,  deep  fountains, 

Whence  the  holy  passions  well. 
As  that  melody  of  Nature, 

That  sabdneil,  subduing  strain 
Which  is  played  upon  the  shingles 

By  the  patter  of  the  ri 


THE  CLOUD. 

I  BBTio  fresh  shon-ers  for  the  thirsting  flowers 
From  the  seas  and  the  streams; 

I  bear  light  shade  for  thti  leaves  when  hud 
in  their  noon-day  dreams. 

From  my  wings  are  sh.tken  the  dews  that 

The  sweet  birds  every  one, 
When  rocked  to  rest  on  their  mother's  brecat, 

As  she  dances  about  the  sun. 
I  wield  the  flail  of  the  lashing  hail, 

And  whiten  the  green  pliaw  «n4fif. 


POEMS   OF  NATURE. 


And  then  npiia  I  dissolve  it  in  rain; 
And  liiiigh  !iB  I  paaa  in  thunder. 

1  silt  the  sDow  on  tbo  mountains  uclov, 

And  tiitiir  great  pines  (n^o.tn  aghast ; 
And  all  the  nii;ht,  'tis  mj  pillow  white, 

While  I  sleep  ia  the  arzns  of  the  blast 
SnWitnc  on  the  tower»  of  mj  skiey  bowers 

Lightning,  ray  pilot,  sit^; 
In  11  cavern  under,  is  fettered  the  thunder; 

It  straggles  and  howls  nt  fits. 
Orer  earth  and  ocean,  with  gentle  m 

Tliia  pilot  is  guiding  me, 
Lured  by  the  love  of  the  genii  that  b 

In  the  depths  of  the  puqilo  sea; 
Over  the  rills,  and  the  crags,  and  the 

Over  the  lokea  and  the  plains, 
W'berisi'er    he    dreazn,   under    raoa 

The  spirit  ho  lovea,  roraiuns ; 
And  I  all  the  while  bosk  in  heav 

Whll:it  he  is  dissolring  in  rains, 

Tlie  sanguine  sunrise,  with  his  meteor  eyes, 

And  hid  burning  plumes  oatsprend, 
Lc.ips  on  the  back  of  my  sailing  rack, 

Wlicn  the  morning  star  shines  dead. 
As,  on  the  jag  of  a  mountain  crag 

Which  nn  earthquake  rocks  and  swings, 
An  eagle,  olit,  one  monient  may  sit 

In  tho  light  of  its  golden  wings  ; 
And  when  aimset  may  breathe,  from  tho  lit 
sea  beneath. 

Its  ar<lor3  of  rest  and  of  love, 
And  tlio  (■rlrnson  pall  of  evo  may  fall 

From  the  depth  of  heaven  nbcive. 
With  ^ings  fuidcd  t  rest  on  niiuo  airy  nest, 

;Vs  still  o-s  a  brooding  dove. 

That  orbed  maiden  with  white  fire  laden. 

Whom  mortals  c.itl  tho  moon, 
Glides  glimtiicring  o'er  my  fleece-like  floor 

By  tho  midnight  breezes  strewn; 
And,  wherever  tho  beat  of  her  unseen  feel, 

Which  only  tho  angels  hear, 
May  have  broken  the  woof  of  mv  tent's  thin 
root 

The  stars  peep  behind  her  and  peer; 
And  I  laiujb  to  sec  them  whirl  and  flee. 


Like  a  swarm  oT  golden  be«8. 
When  I  widen  tho  rent  In  my  wjnd-bnilt  tent 

Tdl  tho  calm  river,  lakes,  and  seas, 
like  strips  of  the  sky  fallen  through  mo  ot 
high, 

Are  each  paved  with  the  moon  and  thim 

I  bind  the  sun's  throne  with  a  burning  xone, 

And  the  moon's  witli  a  girdle  of  peari  j 

The  volcanoes  are  dim.  and  the  stars  red  mk 

leD  the  whirlwinda  my  banner  onfliri 

ipo  to  c(^e,  with  a  bridge-like  shape. 

er  a  torrent  sea, 

n  proof^  I  hang  like  a  root^ 

3  monntains  its  oolnmns  be. 

mipbal  arch,  throngh  which  1  march, 

th  hurrieono,  fire,  aod  enow, 

be  powers  of  the  til  are  chained  U 

he  nullion-oolored  boir; 

lerfr-fire  ahore,  its  soft  oolora  wove, 

W  hile  the  moist  earth  was  laui^hing  be 

I  am  tlie  daughter  of  the  earth  and  water. 

And  the  nurseling  of  the  sky  ; 
I  pass  tlirough  tlie  pores  of  tho  ocean  and 
shores ; 

I  change,  but  I  cannot  die. 
For  after  the  rain,  wlien,  with  never  a  stiun, 

Tho  paiilion  of  heaven  is  bare, 
And  tho  wind.''  and  simbeom.?,  witli  their  con- 
vex gleam.. 

Build  nj)  the  blue  dome  of  uir— 
I  silently  laugh  at  ray  own  cenotaph. 

And  out  of  the  caverns  of  rain. 
Like  a  child  from  tho  womb,  like  a  ghost  froii 
the  tomb, 

I  rise  and  npbnild  it  again. 


IIRINKIN'G. 

The  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  tlie  rain, 
And  drinks,  and  gapee  for  drink  agdn  i 
Tho  plants  suck  in  the  earth,  and  tre, 
With  constant  drinking,  fresh  and  fair; 
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The  wa  itself  (which  one  would  think 
Should  have  bat  little  need  to  drink), 
Drinks  twice  ten  thousand  rivers  np, 
So  filled  that  thej  o'erflow  the  cnp. 
The  bn^  son  (and  one  wonld  goess 
Bj  *8  dninken  fierj  face  no  less), 
Drinks  np  the  sea,  and,  when  he  *as  done, 
The  moon  and  stars  drink  np  the  son : 
Thaj  drink  and  dance  bj  their  own  light ; 
Thej  drink  and  revel  all  the  night. 
Nothing  in  nature 's  sober  found, 
But  an  eternal  "health  "  goes  round. 
im  up  the  bowl  then,  fill  it  high — 
Iffl  all  the  glasses  there;  for  why 
Should  every  creature  drink  but  I ; 
Whj,  man  of  morals,  tell  me  why? 

AirAOUoir.  (Greek.) 

of  AamAHAX  OOWLIT. 


THE  MIDGES  DANCE  ABOON  THE 

BURN. 

Thb  midges  dance  aboon  tlio  burn ; 

The  dews  begin  to  fa^ ; 
The  pairtricks  down  the  rushy  holm 

Set  np  their  evening  ca\ 
Now  loud  and  clear  the  blackbird's  sang 

Rings  through  the  briery  shaw, 
While  fiittiug  gay,  the  swallows  play 

Around  the  castle  wa\ 

Beneath  the  golden  gloamin*  sky 

The  mavis  mends  her  lay ; 
The  red-breast  pours  his  sweetest  strains, 

To  charm  the  ling'ring  day ; 
While  weary  ycldrins  seem  to  wail 

Their  little  nestlings  torn, 
The  merry  wren,  frae  den  to  den, 

Gaes  jinking  through  the  thorn. 

The  roses  fauld  their  silken  leaves, 

The  foxglove  shuts  its  bell ; 
fhe  honey-suckle  and  the  birk 

Spread  fragrance  through  the  dell. 
Let  others  crowd  the  giddy  court 

Of  mirth  and  revelry. 
The  rimple  joys  that  Nature  yields 

Are  dearer  far  to  me. 

BOBSBT  TaSVABTLL. 


SONG  OF  THE  SUMMER  WINDS. 

Up  the  dale  and  down  the  bourne. 

O'er  the  meadow  swift  we  fly ; 
Now  we  sing,  and  now  we  mourn. 

Now  we  whistle,  now  we  sigh. 

By  the  grassy-fringed  river. 

Through  the  murmuring  reeds  we  sweep , 
Mid  the  lily-leaves  we  quiver. 

To  their  very  hearts  we  creep. 

Now  the  mdden  rose  is  blushing 

At  the  frolic  things  we  say. 
While  aside  her  cheek  we're  rushing, 

like  some  truant  bees  at  play. 

Through  the  blooming  groves  we  rustle, 

Kissing  every  bud  we  pass, — 
As  we  did  it  in  the  bustle. 

Scarcely  knowing  how  it  was. 

Down  the  glen,  across  the  mountain, 
O'er  tlie  yellow  heath  wo  roam, 

Wliirling  round  about  the  fountain, 
Till  its  little  breakers  foam. 

Bending  down  the  weeping  willows, 
While  our  vesper  h^inn  we  sigh ; 

Tlien  unto  our  rosy  pillows 
On  our  weary  wings  we  hie. 

There  of  idlenesses  dreaming, 
Scarce  from  waking  we  refrain, 

Moments  long  as  ages  deeming 
Till  we're  at  our  play  again. 

Gkorob   Damlsi 


THE  WANDERING  WIND. 

The  Wind,  the  wandering  Wind 

Of  the  golden  summer  eves — 
Whence  is  the  thrilling  magic 

Of  its  tones  amongst  the  leaves  ? 
Oh !  is  it  from  the  waters, 

Or,  from  the  long  tall  grasg? 
Or  is  it  from  the  hollow  rocks 

Through  wbicU  \U  \)TeaX\i\\\^  ^B^saX 
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Or  ia  it  fruiii  the  voices 

Of  itU  in  onD  curaWned, 
That  it  wina  the  tone  of  m.isteryT 

Tlie  Wind,  tlia  wiuidoring  Wind  I 
No,  no !  the  alriui^e,  swoet  ncconta 

Tlmt  with  it  coiue  nnd  go, 
Thej  Qra  not  from  tlia  osiers. 

Nor  the  flr-trec8  whispering  low. 

They  ora  not  of  the  ivutcrs. 

Nor  of  tho  caromed  hill : 
'Tia  the  bamnn  love  witliii  iih 

Thnt  pvca  thorn  power  to  tbril 
Tliey  touch  the  linka  of  intrnory 

Arouiid  our  spirits  iwinod. 
And  wo  start,  and  weep,  and  cr 

To  the  WintI,  tho  wandering 


Shook  from  the  tangled  boughs  of  hearcn  and 


Angels  of  rain  and  ligbtning:  tbero  nru  ((preail 

On  bine  miriace  of  thine  tarj  sorgt?, 

like  the  bright  hair  npliAed  from  the  hinA 

Of  some  fiorne  Mfenad,  eren  from  tbe  din 

Of  the  horizoa  to  tho  zenith's  height. 
The  Ifwks  of  the  approaching  etonn.    Tbot 
Urge 

lying  year,  to  which  this  doaiiig  nighl 
the  dome  of  a  vast  sq)hnlehro 
i  witb  oil  thy  congrcgnted  might 

Ts\  fVora  whose  solid  atmosphere 
aio,  and  fire,  and  bail,  will  bunt :  C 


ODE  TO  THE  WIL^T  WINl 


0  wn.ii  West  Wind,  thou  breath  of  Autumn's 

boins. 
Thou,  from  vvliose  unseen  presence  the  kiivcs 

dead 
Are   driven,  like   gliosta  from  an   enchanter 

flceiiig- 
Yellow,  ami  bl;icl;,  and  pale,  and  hectic  red. 
Pestilence- strielien  niultltiide!*!  0  tliou, 
\Vho  cliariotest  to  their  diirli,  wintry  bed 
Tho  winged  soeda,  wliero  tliey  lie  cold  and 

Flaeh  hl;c  ;i  corpse  witliiu  its  grave,  until 
Thine  nmn-  si^tc^  of  the  Spring  shall  Mow 

Her  clarion  u'er  the   dreaming  earth,  and  fill 
Priviug  swe,t  buds,  like  flocks,  to  llc<l    in 


.ndoilors,  plain  and  bill: 


Wild  spirit,  « Jiicli  r 
Destroyer  and  presi 


,  'jnid  the  sleep  -kv' 


'ho  didst  witken    from  his  snmmea 

dreamx 
Tho  blue  Mediterranean,  where  he  lay, 
I.idled  by  the  coil  of  his  crystalline  streams, 
Beside  a  pomiee  i*le  in  Haiaj's  bay, 
And  saw  in  sleep  old  palaces  and  towers. 
Quivering  within  tlie  w.ives'  intenser  day, 

All  overgrown  with  azuro  moss  and  flowers 
So  sweet  the  sense  funta  ]>icturing  them 

Thon 
For  whose  patli  tlm  Atlantic's  level  powers 

Cleave  Ilicin^lvcs  into  chasms,  while,  for  be 

low, 
Tho  Kca-blooms,  and  tbe  oozy  woods  wbici 

Tbe  sapless  foliage  of  tho  ocean,  know 

Tliy  voice,  and  suddenly  grow  pray  with  fear 
And   treiiiMo    nnd    despoil    themselves;     f 


If  I  were  a  dead  leaf  thon  mightcst  be.ar  ;— 
If  I  were  a  swift  cli^nd  to  fly  with  thee  ;— 
A  wave  to  pant  beneath  thy  power  ond  sban 
Tlia  irapnise  of  thy  strength — only  less  free 
Tliao  thou,  O  uncontrollable  I     If  oven 
I  were  ;n  in  my  boyliood,  and  could  be 
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Tlie  oomrade  of  thj  wanderings  over  heaven 
As  then,  when  to  oatstrip  thj  akiej  speed 
Scarce  seemed  a  vimon,  I  wonld  ne'er  have 
striven 

As  thns  with  thee  in  prayer  in  mj  sore  need. 
Oh !  lift  me  as  a  wave,  a  leaf^  a  doud  I 
1  fiJl  upon  the  thorns  of  life  I    I  Meed  I 

A  heavj  weight  of  honrs  has  ohiuned  and 

bowed 
One  too  like  thee — ^tameless,  and  swift,  and 

proud. 

T. 

Make  me  thy  lyre,  even  as  the  forest  is. 
VThat  if  my  leaves  are  falling  like  its  own ! 
The  tomolt  of  thy  mighty  harmonies 

Win  take  from  both  adeep  antamnal  tone— 
Sweet  though  in  sadness.     Bit  thon,  spirit 

fierce, 
My  spirit !    Be  thon  me,  impetuous  one  I 

Drive  my  dead  thoughts  over  the  universe, 
[ike  withered  leaves,  to  quicken  a  now  birth ; 
And,  by  the  incantation  of  this  verse, 

Scatter,  as  from  an  unextinguished  liearth 
Ashes  and  sparks,  my  words  among  mankind  I 
Be  through  my  lips  to  unawokened  earth 

The  trumpet  of  a  prophecy  I    O  wind. 
If  winter  comes,  can  spring  be  far  behind  ? 

FnoT  Btbsbb  Sokllst. 


THE  SEA. 

Tmsea!  the  sea!  the  open  sea! 

Ihe  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  ft-oe ! 

Vjthont  a  mark,  without  a  bound. 

It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  regions  round ; 

It  plays  with  the  clouds ;  it  mocks  the  skies ; 

Or  like  a  cradled  creature  lies. 

/m  oc  the  sea!  I  'm  on  the  sea  I 
1  am  where  I  would  ever  be ; 
With  the  blue  above,  and  the  blue  below, 
And  nlence  wheresoever  I  go ; 
If  a  storm  should  come  and  awake  the  deep, 
What  matter  ?  I  shall  ride  and  sleep. 

15 


I  love,  oh  how  I  love  to  ride 
On  the  fierce,  foaming,  bursting  tide. 
When  every  mad  wave  drowns  the  moon, 
Or  whistles  aloft  his  tempest  tune. 
And  tells  how  goeth  the  world  below. 
And  why  the  sou  Vest  blasts  do  blow. 

I  never  was  on  the  dull,  tame  shore, 
But  I  loved  the  great  sea  more  and  more, 
And  backward  flew  to  her  billowy  breast, 
Like  a  bird  that  seeketh  its  mother's  nest ; 
And  a  mother  she  was,  and  is,  to  mo ; 
For  I  was  born  on  the  open  sea ! 

The  waves  were  white,  and  red  the  mom, 
In  the  noisy  hour  when  I  was  born ; 
And  the  whale  it  whistled,  the  porpoise  rolled, 
And  the  dolphins  bared  their  backs  of  gold ; 
And  never  was  heard  such  an  outcry  wild 
As  welcomed  to  life  the  ocean-child ! 

I  Vo  lived  since  then,  in  calm  and  strife. 
Full  fifty  summers,  a  sailor's  life, 
With  wealth  to  spend,  and  power  to  range. 
But  never  have  sought  nor  sighed  for  chauj^o ; 
And  Death,  whenever  he  comc3  to  me, 
Shall  come  on  the  wild,  unbounded  sea! 

Baert  Cobxwalu 


THE  STORMY  PETREL. 

A  TnousANT)  miles  from  land  are  we. 
Tossing  about  on  the  stormy  sea — 
From  billow  to  bounding  billow  oast, 
Like  fleecy  snow  on  the  stormy  blast. 
The  sails  are  scattered  abroad  like  weeds ; 
The  strong  masts  shake  like  quivering  reeds ; 
The  mighty  cables  and  iron  chains; 
The  hull,  wliich  all  earthly  strenj^^tb  disdains, — 
They  strain  and  they  crack ;  and  hearts  like 

stone 
Their  natural,  hard,  proud  strength  disown. 

Up  and  down ! — up  and  down ! 

From  the  base  of  the  wave  to  the  billow's 

crown. 
And  amidst  the  flasliing  and  featliery  foam. 
The  stormy  petrel  finds  a\vomQ 


!iS 
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A.  home,  if  each  a  place  may  be 

For  her  who  lives  on  the  wide,  wide  sea, 

On  the  craggy  ice,  in  the  frozen  air, 

And  only  seeketh  her  rocky  lair 

To  warm  her  young,  and  to  teach  them  to 

spring 
At   once  o'er  the  waves  on  their  stormy 

wing  I 

O'er  the  deep  I — o'er  the  deep  I 

Where  the  whale,  and  the  shark,  and  the 

sword-fish  sleep— 
Ontflying  the  blast  and  the  driving  rain, 
The  petrel  telleth  her  tale — in  vain ; 
For  the  mariner  curseth  the  warning  bird 
Which  bringeth  him  news  of  the  storm  un- 
heard! 
Ah  I  thus  does  the  prophet  of  good  or  ill 
Meet  hate  from  the  creatures  he  serveth  still; 
Yet  he  ne'er  falters — so,  petrel,  spring 
Once  more  o'er  the  waves  on  thy  stormy 
wing ! 

BaKBT   COUfWALL. 


A  WET  SHEET  AND  A  FLOWING  SEA. 

A  WET  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea — 

A  wind  that  follows  fast. 
And  fills  the  white  and  rustling  sail, 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast — 
And  bends  the  gallant  mast,  my  boys, 

While,  like  the  eagle  free, 
Away  the  good  ship  flies,  and  leaves 

Old  England  on  the  lee. 

Oh  for  a  soft  and  gentle  wind  I 

I  heard  a  fair  one  cry ; 
But  give  to  me  the  snoring  breeze. 

And  white  waves  heaving  high — 
And  white  waves  heaving  high,  my  boys, 

The  good  ship  tight  and  free; 
The  world  of  waters  is  our  home. 

And  merry  men  are  we. 

There 's  tempest  in  yon  homed  moon, 
And  lightning  in  yon  cloud ; 

And  hark  the  music,  mariners  I 
Tlie  wind  is  piping  land— 


The  wind  is  piping  load,  my  bo] 
The  lightning  flufihing  free; 

While  the  hollow  oak  oar  palaa 
Our  heritage  the 


AiXAX  Cinni 


TWILIGHT. 

The  twilight  is  sad  and  clondy ; 

The  wind  blows  wild  and  free ; 
And  like  the  wings  of  sea-birds 

Flash  the  white  caps  of  the  sea. 

But  in  the  fisherman's  cottage 
There  shines  a  ruddier  light, 

And  a  little  face  at  the  window 
Peers  out  into  the  night ; 

Close,  close  it  is  pressed  to  the  wii 
As  if  those  childish  eyes 

Were  looking  into  the  darkness. 
To  see  some  form  arise. 

And  a  woman's  waving  shadow 

Is  passing  to  and  fro. 
Now  rising  to  the  ceiling, 

Now  bowing  and  bending  low. 

What  tale  do  the  roaring  ocean 
And  the  night-wind,  bleak  and  ^ 

As  they  beat  at  the  crazy  casement 
Tell  to  that  little  child  ? 

And  why  do  the  roaring  ocean, 
And  the  night-wind,  wild  and  bl 

As  they  beat  at  the  heart  of  the  m< 

Drive  the  color  from  her  cheek  ? 

Hezcit  Wamwoxtb  Loii«i 


STORM  SONG. 

The  clouds  are  scudding  across  the  m 
A  misty  light  is  on  the  sea ; 

The  wind  in  the  shrouds  has  a  wintr; 
And  the  foam  is  flying  free. 


THE  OCBAN. 


,  &  night  of  terror  and  ^oom 
I  in  the  dnod  tad  gathering  roar ; 
Dd,  He  haa  given  oa  broad  aea-Toom, 
isand  miles  from  ihofv. 

ith  Cm  batdiM  on  those  who  sleep  I 
ild  and  whistling  deck  have  we ; 
Cell,  my  brothen^  to-night  well  keep, 
the  tempest  U  on  the  sea  1 

he  rigging  shriek  in  his  terrible  grip, 
le  okked  spars  be  snapped  away, 
>  the  helm,  we'll  drive  our  ship 
teeth  of  the  whelming  spray  I 

>w  the  surges  o'erleap  the  deck  I 
how  the  pitiless  tempest  raves  1 
ght  will  look  upon  many  a  wreck 
J  over  the  desert  waves, 

age,  brothers  I  we  trost  tlie  wave, 
•o<l  above  us,  our  guiding  chart. 
ler  to  harbor  or  ocean-grave, 
ill  with  a  cheery  heart ! 


,  MOAN,  YE  HYING  GALES. 

le  saddest  of  your  tales 
Is  not  so  sod  as  life ; 
jr  have  yon  e'er  began 
theme  so  wild  as  man, 
Or  with  anch  sorrow  rife. 

11,  fall,  thou  withered  leaf  I 
itumii  sears  not  like  grief, 
Xor  kith  snch  lorcly  flowers; 
>re  terrible  the  jtorm, 
jre  mournful  the  deform, 
irhen  dark  misfortune  lowers. 

n>ih  1  bnsh !  then  trembling  lyre, 
lence,  ye  vocal  choir. 
And  tlion,  mellifluous  lute, 


For  man  soon  breathes  his  last, 
And  all  his  hope  is  pas^ 
And  all  his  mosio  mnte. 

Then,  when  the  gale  is  sighing, 
And  when  the  leaves  are  dying. 

And  when  the  song  is  o'er, 
Oh,  let  us  think  of  those 
Whose  Uvea  are  lo«t  in  woes, 

Whose  oup  of  grief  runs  o'er. 


Wbxn  descends  on  the  Atlantio 

The  gigantic 
Storm-wind  of  the  equinox. 
Landward  in  his  wrath  he  scourges 

The  toiling  surges, 
Laden  with  seaweed  from  the  rocks ; 


From  Bermuda's  reofa ;  from  edges 

Of  sunken  ledges 
In  some  far-ot^  bright  Azorc ; 
From  Balioma,  and  the  dashing, 

Silver-HaBhing 
Surges  of  Son  Salvador ; 

From  tlie  tumbling  surf  that  bones 

The  Orkney nn  skerries, 
Answering  the  hoarse 'Hebrides ; 
And  from  wrecks  of  ships,  and  drifting 

Spars,  uplifting 
On  the  desolate,  rainy  seas ; — 


Ever  drifting,  drifting,  drifting 

On  the  shifting 
Currents  of  the  reatlcsa  main ; 
Till  in  sheltered  coves,  and  rcaohee 

Of  sandy  beaches, 
All  have  fonnd  repose  agaiiC 

So  when  storms  of  wild  emotion 

Btrike  the  ocean 
Of  the  poet's  sool,  erelong, 
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From  each  oave  and  rocky  fSastness 

In  its  Tastness, 
Floats  some  fragment  of  a  song : 

From  the  far-off  isles  enchanted 

Heaven  has  planted 
"With  the  golden  fruit  of  truth ; 
From  the  flashing  surf^  whose  vision 

Gleams  elysian 
In  the  tropic  clime  of  Youth ; 

From  the  strong  will,  and  the  endeavor 

That  for  ever 
"Wrestles  with  the  tides  of  fate ; 
From  the  wreck  of  hopes  far-scattered, 

Tempest-shattere<l, 
Floating  waste  and  desolate ; — 

Ever  drifting,  drifting,  drifting 

On  the  shifting 
Ourrents  of  the  restless  heart ; 
Till  at  length  in  books  recorded, 

They,  like  hoarded 
Household  words,  no  more  depart. 

HKsrsT  Wadswobth  LoKorcLLOii 


GULF-WEED. 

A.  WEARY  weed,  tossed  to  and  fro, 

Drearily  drenched  in  the  ocean  brine. 
Soaring  high  and  sinking  low. 

Lashed  along  without  w^ill  of  mine ; 
Sport  of  the  spoom  of  the  surging  sea ; 

Flung  on  the  foam,  afar  and  anear, 
Mark  my  manifold  mystery, — 

Growth  and  grace  in  their  place  appear. 

I  bear  round  berries,  gray  and  red, 

Rootless  and  rover  though  I  be ; 
My  spangl%d  leaves,  when  nicely  spread, 

Arborescc  as  a  trunkless  tree ; 
Corals  curious  coat  me  o^er. 

White  and  hard  in  apt  array ; 
lOd  tlie  wild  waves'  mde  uproar, 

Gracefully  grow  I,  night  and  day. 


Hearts  there  are  on  the  aoundiiig  e 

Something  whispers  soft  to  me. 
Restless  and  roaming  for  evermore 

Like  this  weary  weed  of  the  sea 
Bear  they  yet  on  each  beating  brec 

The  eternal  type  of  the  wondrous 
Growth  unfolding  amidst  unrest, 

Grace  informing  with  silent  soul 
Counojui  Qmomam  1 


THE  SEA— IN  OALM. 

Look  what  immortal  floods  the  sunsc 
Upon  us — ^Mark  I   how  still  (as  thi 

dreams 
Bound)  the  once  wild  and  terribi 

seems  I 
How  silent  are  the  winds  I  no  billow 
But  all  is  tranquil  as  Elysian  shores. 
The  silver  margin  which  aye  runncti 
The  moon-enchanted  sea,  hath  here  n 
Even  Echo  speaks  not  on  these  radian 
What  I  is  the  giant  of  the  ocean  deac 
Whose  strength  was  all  unmatched 

the  sun  ? 
No :  he  reposes !    Now  his  toils  are 
More  quiet  than  the  babbling  brooks 
So  mightiest  powers  by  deepest  calmf 
And  sleep,  how  oft,  in  things  tliat  gen 

Baxst  Go 


THE  LITTLE  BEACH-BIR 

I. 

Thou  little  bird,  thou  dweller  by  the 
Why  takest  thou  its  melancholy  v< 
And  with  that  boding  cry 
O'er  the  waves  dost  thou  fly? 
Oh !  rather,  bird,  with  me 
Through  the  fair  land  rejoice! 

n. 

Thy  flitting  form  comes  ghostly  dim  i 
As  driven  by  a  beating  storm  at  84 
Thy  cry  is  weak  and  soared, 
As  if  thy  mates  had  shared 
The  doom  of  us.    Thy  wail^- 
What  does  it  bring  to  me? 


HAUPTON  BBAOB 


along  the  sand,  and  hannt'et  the 

id  sad ;  as  if,  in  strange  accord 
»  motion  and  the  roar 
a  that  drive  to  Bhore, 
d  je  urge — 
ry — the  Word. 


<  thou  both  aepolchre  and  pall, 
,&rtl    A  requiem  o'er  the  dead 
It  thy  gloomy  cella 
f  moumiDg  tells — 
s  woe  and  fall, 
glory  fled. 


eo,  little  bird,  and  take  thy  flight 
b  complaintog  eea  shall  sadness 


iiit  nich  me  the  shore 
,  and  the  light 


.E  COR.VL  GROVE. 

B"ave  ia  a  coral  grove, 
iirple  mullet  and  guld-fisli 
ji-3-flower  spread: 


re  wet  with  falling  dew, 
t  and  changeful  beauty  sliino 
the  green  and  glassy  brine. 
if  »ind,  like  tlie  niuunlnin  drifl. 
rl-fhells  spflngle  the  Sinty  soow 
■ooks  the  sen-piants  lift 
4.  vhcro  the  tides  and  billon-s 

■  calm  and  still  below, 

it  Mid  waves  are  absent  tliei 

ds  kre  bri(^t  as  the  »tars  thuc 

'UleiB  fields  of  npper  air. 


There,  with  its  waving  blade  of  green, 

The  sea-flag  streama  throngh  the  silent  water, 

And  the  crimson  leaf  of  the  dulse  is  seen      . 

To  binsh,  Uie  a  banner  bathed  in  slaughter. 

There,  witli  a  light  and  easy  motion, 

The  fan-coral  sweeps  through  the  clear,  deep 

And  the  yellow  and  scarlet  tofts  of  ocean 
Are  bending  like  corn  on  the  npland  lea. 
And  life,  in  rare  and  beautiful  forma, 

sporting  amid  those  bowers  of  stone, 
And  is  safe,  when  the  wrathful  spirit  of  storms 
Has  made  tlie  top  of  the  wave  his  own. 
And  when  the  ship  from  his  fury  flies, 
Where  the  myriad  voices  of  ocean  roar, 
When  the  wind-god  frowns  in  the  mnrky 

skies. 

And  demons  are  waiting  the  wreck  on  shore ; 
Then,  bi  below,  in  the  peaceful  sea, 
The  purple  mullet  and  gold-fish  rove 
Wtere  the  waters  mnrmor  traoqnilly. 
Through  the  bending  twigd  of  the  coral  grove. 

jAxp  Oath  Puotval, 


IIAIIPTON  BEACn. 

Tna  sunlight  glitters  keen  and  bright. 

Where,  miles  away. 
Lies  stretching  to  my  dazzled  sight 
A  luminous  belt,  a  misty  light. 
Beyond  the  dark  pine  hlaSs  and  wastes  of 
sandy  gray. 

The  tremulous  shadow  of  the  sea ! 

Against  its  ground 
Of  silvery  light,  rock,  hill,  and  tree, 
Still  as  a  picture,  clear  and  free. 
With  varying  oatline  mark  the   coast  foi 
miles  around. 

On — on — wo  tread  with  loose-flnng  rein 

Our  seaward  way,      , 
Through  dork-green  fields  and  blossoming 

Where  the  wild  hrler-rose  skirts  the  lane, 
And  bends  above  our  heads  the  flowecla%' 

locust  spray. 


M 


POEMB  OF  NATURE. 


Ha !  like  a  kind  hand  on  my  brow 

Comes  this  fresh  breeze, 
Cooling  its  dull  and  feverish  glow, 
WhUe  through  my  oeing  seems  to  flow 
Fhe  breath  of  a  new  life — the  healing  of  the 
seasi 

Now  rest  we,  where  this  grassy  mound 

His  feet  hath  set 
In  the  great  waters,  which  have  bound 
His  granite  ankles  greenly  round 
With  long  and  tangled  moss,  and  weeds  with 
cool  spray  wet. 

Good-bye  to  pain  and  care  I  I  take 

Mine  ease  to-day ; 
Here,  where  these  sunny  waters  break. 
And  ripples  this  keen  breeze,  I  shake 
All    burdens    from    the    heart,    all    weary 
thoughts  away. 

I  draw  a  freer  breath ;  I  seem 

Like  all  I  see — 
"Waves  in  the  sun — the  white-winged  gleam 
O^  Hea-birds  in  the  slanting  beam — 
And  far-oif  sails  which  flit  before  the  south 
wind  free. 

So  when  Time's  veil  shall  fall  asunder. 

The  soul  may  know 
No  fearful  change,  nor  sudden  v^onder, 
Nor  sink  the  weight  of  mystery  under, 
But  with  the  upward  rise,  and  with  the  vast- 
ncss  grow. 

And  all  we  shrink  from  now  may  seem 

No  new  revealing — 
Familiar  as  our  childhood^s  stream, 
Or  pleasant  memory  of  a  dream, 
The  loved  and  cherished  Past  upon  the  new 
life  stealing. 

Serene  and  mild,  the  nntried  light 

May  have  its  dawning ; 
And,  as  in  Summer^s  northern  light 
The  evening  and  the  dawn  unite, 
The  tmnset  hues  of  Time  blend  with  the  soul's 
new  morning. 


I  sit  alone ;  in  foam  and  spray 

Wave  after  wave 
Breaks  on  the  rocks  which,  stern  an 
Beneath  like  fallen  Titans  lay, 
Or  murmurs  hoarse  and  strong  throng;] 
cleft  and  cave. 

Wliat  heed  I  of  the  dusty  land 

And  noisy  town  ? 
I  see  the  mighty  deep  expand 
From  its  white  line  of  glimmering  i 
To  where  the  blue  of  heaven  on  blnei 
shuts  down  I 

In  listless  quietude  of  mind, 

I  yield  to  all 
The  change  of  cloud  and  wave  and 
And  passive  on  the  flood  reclined, 
I  wander  with  the  waves,  and  with  th 
and  fall 

But  look,  thou  dreamer  I — wave  an^ 

In  shadow  lie ; 
The  night-wind  warns  me  back  one 
To  where  my  native  hill-tops  o'er 
Bends  like  an  arch  of  fire  the  glowing 
sky! 

So  then,  beach,  bluff',  and  wave,  far 

I  bear  with  me 
No  token  stone  nor  glittering  shell. 
But  long  and  ofb  shall  Memory  tell 
Of  this  brief,  thoughtful,  hour  of  mu 
the  sea. 

JOEH  OBJOarULiT  Wb 


TO  SENECA  LAKE, 

Ox  thy  fair  bosom,  silver  lake, 
The  wild  swan  spreads  his  snowy  sf 

iVnd  round  his  breast  the  ripples  breal 
As  down  he  bears  before  the  gale 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  waveless  stream, 
The  dipping  paddle  echoes  far, 

And  flashes  in  the  moonlight  gleam, 
And  briii^ht  reflects  the  pdar 


«s  ftlong  tlij  pebbly  shore, 

iws  the  Dorth-wind,  heave  their  foam 

[  arauad  the  dsBbing  oar, 

e  the  boatman  hiee  him  home, 

eet.  at  set  of  bod,  to  view 
oMeo  mirror  spreading  wide, 
tlie  mist  of  mantJing  blue 
roond  the  distant  moantun's  side, 

light  honr,  at  shines  the  moon, 
et  of  sUver  apreada  below, 
ift  she  cats,  at  highest  noon, 
clouds,  like  wreaths  of  poreat  anow. 

Glir  bosom,  silver  lake, 
cuuld  ever  aweep  the  oar, — 
itIt  birds  at  morning  wako, 
evening  tella  as  toil  is  o'er. 


T,VBBOW  UNVISITED.* 

(irlini!  caatle  we  liad  seen 
zy  Kortli  nnravelled; 
.i  t)..-  linnks  of  Clyde  and  Ta.v, 
tli  the  Tweed  had  travelled ; 
ii-n  we  eame  to  Clovenford, 


am>w  folk,  frae  .Selkirk  town, 
ivc  l>eeii  buying;,  selling, 
t  III  Yarrow;  'tis  their  own — 
i^iden  to  her  dwelling! 
Tow'ii  l.onks  let  herons  feed, 
■onch,  and  rabbits  burrow  1 
will  downward  with  the  Tweed, 
m  a^ide  to  Yarrow. 

■'i  Galla  "Water,  Leader  Hanghs, 
■iag  right  before  ne; 
7bnfungh,  where  with  chiming  Tweed 
iwbiies  sing  in  choms; 

w  <irlrmapoeiu,lh«Kea0  of  which  liUld  npoa 
I  if  ilw  Tbtow;  1b  pullsDlir,  th*  axqaMta 
"•—I I"—.  OB  iiafsUOof  IfalaTolum*,  iMgln, 


There's  pleasant  Teviot-dale,  a  land 
Made  blithe  with  ploagh  oud  harrow: 
Why  throw  away  a  needful  day 
To  go  in  search  of  Yarrow ) 

"What 'a  Yarrow  but  a  river  barw, 

That.^ides  the  dark  hills  under! 

There  are  a  thoneond  such  elsewhere, 

Ab  worthy  of  your  wonder," 

Strange  words  they  seemed,  of  slight  and 

My  true-lore  sighed  for  sorrow, 
And  looked  me  in  the  face,  to  think 
I  thas  conld  speak  of  Yarrow  1 

"  Oh,  green,"  stud  I,  "  are  Yarrow's  holma 
And  sweet  is  Yarrow  flowing ! 
Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock, 

;  wo  will  leave  it  growing, 

r  hilly  path,  and  open  strath, 
We'll  wander  Scotland  thorough; 
But,  though  so  near,  we  will  not  tnni 
Into  the  dale  of  Yarrow, 

"  Let  beeves  and  homebred  kine  partake 
The  sweets  of  Burn-mill  meadow ; 
The  swan  on  slill  St.  Mary's  Lake 
Fluat  double,  swan  and  sliadon' ! 
We  will  not  see  them ;  will  not  go 
To-day,  nor  yet  to-morrow; 
Enough,  if  in  our  hearts  wo  know 
There's  such  a  place  as  Yarrow. 

"Be  Yarrow  stream  nnseen,  unknown  I 

It  most,  or  we  shall  rue  it: 

We  have  a  vision  of  our  own ; 

Ah  I  why  should  we  undo  it? 

Tlie  treasured  dreams  of  times  long  past. 

We'll  keep  them,  winsome  Miirrow ! 

r  when  we're  there,  although  'tis  fur, 
'Twill  he  another  Yarrow  1 

"  If  care  with  freezing  years  should  come. 
And  wandering  seem  bnt  foll.v, — 
Should  we  bo  loth  t<i  stir  from  home. 
And  yet  bo  melancholy, — 
Should  life  be  dull,  and  spirits  low, 
'Twill  soothe  us  in  our  sorrow, 
That  earth  has  sumetliing  yet  to  show — 
The  bonny  holms  of  Yarrow  1 " 


POKHS  OF  NATDRE. 


YAKROW  VISITED. 

Anu  is  this— Yiirrow  !— TUU  Hie  Btreiim 

Of  wliicli  nij  f'aiicy  clierisheil, 

So  fuitlifullj,  B  wnkiiig  dreamt 

Ad  iinuge  that  hath  ])t.'riahed  I 

0  that  some  niiuslrcfs  harp  were  near, 

To  utter  nolea  of  glailiiosa, 

And  c'linac  this  sileiK'O  from  the  air, 

That  fills  my  heart  with  aadnetsl 

Yet  why ! — a  silvery  cu* 
With  n  neon  trolled  meai 
Xor  Imvo  tliese  eyes  by , 
Been  soothed,  in  all  my  ' 
And,  through  her  depths 
Is  visibly  delighted; 
For  not  a  feature  of  thai 
Is  ill  the  mirror  slightel 

A  blue  sVy  bcnils  o'er  Ti 

Save  where  that  pearly  * 

Is  round  the  riiing  son  dlnnsea — 

A  tender,  hazy  brightness; 

Mild  ilawn  of  promise!  that  excludes 

All  profitless  dejection; 

Though  not  unwiMint;  here  to  adrait 

A  pensive  recollection. 

Where  was  it  that  the  famous  Flower 
Of  Yarrow  Vale  lay  hleedinw? 
nis  bed  perrhaiice  ivas  yon  smooth  mound 
On  which  the  herd  is  feedins; 
And  baply  from  this  crystal  pool. 
Now  peaceful  as  the  morning, 
The  water- wraith  ascended  thrice. 
And  gave  his  doleful  warning. 


Delici 


Ll)ie 


y  tha' 


The  haunts  of  happy  lovers — 
The  jiath  that  leads  them  to  the  grovi 
The  leafy  grove  that  covers; 
And  pity  sanctifies  the  verse 
That  paints,  l)y  strength  of  sorrow. 
The  unconqnerable  strencth  of  love: 
Bear  witnei'S,  niefid  Yarrow  I 

Rat  tbou,  that  didst  appear  so  fair 
Ti)  fond  imai-'iuntion, 
ni.st  rival  in  the  light  of  day 
Her  delicate  creation. 


Ueek  loveliness  i*  round  theu  tpreoA' 
A  softness  still  and  holy, 
Tlie  grace  of  forest  ebartiw  decoyed,  i 
And  pastoral  molnneholy. 

Thai  region  left,  Uie  vale  nnfold*        , 
Riub  groves  of  loft;  stature,  ; 

With  Yarrow  winding  through  Uie  pi 
Of  cultivated  nature ; 
And,  ri»ug  from  thcM«  lofty  grovm, 
■Jehold  a  ruin  hoary  1  ' 

riie  sbattered  front  of  Newark's  tawi 

Jlenowned  in  border  story. 

■"air  scenes  for  childhood's  opening  li 

Tot  sportive  youth  to  stray  in ; 

for  manhood  to  enjoy  his  strength, 

^nd  age  to  wear  away  in  1 

Ton  cottage  soeins  a  bower  of  blUs, 

i  covert  for  protection 

!)f  tender  thoufcbts,  that  nestle  ther^' 

rhe  brood  of  chaste  affection. 

IIow  sweet,  on  this  aiitnninid  day. 
The  wild-wood  fruits  to  gather, 
And  on  my  true-love's  forehead  plant 
A  crest  of  blooming  he.itberl 
And  what  if  I  iawrcathed  my  own ! 


'Twet 


,0  offeni 


The  sober  hilis  thus  deck  their  brows 
To  meet  the  wintry  season. 

I  see, — biit  not  by  s'ght  alone, 
Loved  Yarrow,  have  I  won  thee; 
A  ray  of  fancy  still  survives,;^ 
Iler  Buushlne  plays  upon  thee ! 
Thy  evcr-youthfu!  waters  keep 
A  course  <if  lively  pleasure; 
And  gladsome  notes  my  lips  can  tirea 
Accordant  to  the  ir 


The  vapors  linger  round  the  heigiits  ; 
They  melt,  and  soon  must  vanish ; 
One  hour  is  theirs,  nor  more  is  mine 
Sad  thought,  which  I  would  banish 
But  that  I  know,  where'er  I  go, 
Thy  genuine  image.  Yarrow, 
Will  dwell  with  me,  to  heighten  J^y, 
And  cheer  my  mind  in  sorrow. 


TABROW  REVISITED. 


ovIbi  bUuia  in  ■  mamorlal  of  ■  Smj  puied 
ralUT  Sood  ud  Bthu  Mudi,  TliltlDg  Iha  tiuki 
>iTow  iiBd«T  hk  piLduie*— lmnudlit«lj  tMlbn 
4T*  from  AbboUAvd,  tat  NftpItL 


lant  fouth,  vho  ms7  have  gamed, 
ck>.  A  "wituome  nurrow," 
t  u)  in£uit  in  the  \ap 
I  fint  I  looked  on  Tarrow ; 
ore,  tij  Newark's  caatle-gAt»— 
left  irithout  a  warder, 
looked,  listened,  &nd  with  thee, 
t  Minstrel  of  the  Border! 


honghts  ruled  wide  on  tliat  Bweet  day, 

'  dignity  installing 

le  boeoniB,  while  sere  leaves 

1  on  the  boogh,  or  Ealliig ; 

ezes  plajed,  and  sanshine  gleamed, 

orest  to  embolden ; 

ed  the  fiery  bnes,  and  shot 

iparence  through  the  golden. 


y  ihoDghls,  the  stream  flowed  on 
iiDT  agitation ; 
■pt  ID  maa;  a  cryetal  pool 
juiet  conleraplation. 
lie  and  no  private  care 
Treebom  mind  enthralling, 
de  a  daj  of  happy  honrs, 
happy  days  reciJUiig. 

FoGth  appeared,  the  mora  of  youth, 
1  freaks  of  graceful  folly, — 
ifinjierute  noon,  her  sober  cfc, 
niglit  not  mdanfiholy; 
«wnt,  futore,  all  appeared 
lanaony  imited, 

oeslx  that  meet,  and  some  from  far, 
)nrdi«I1ore  invilAd. 


'.  m  Yarrow,  through  the  woods 
down  tbe  meadow  ranging, 
M  oi  with  wuiltered  face, 
■^  w«  ««TC  ohaiiged  and  changing— 


I^  then,  some  natnral  shadows  spread 

Onr  inward  prospect  over, 
The  soul's  deep  valley  was  not  slow 

Its  brightness  to  recover. 

Eternal  blessings  on  the  Muse, 

And  ber  divine  employment  1 
The  blameless  Mnse,  who  trains  her  sons 

For  hope  and  oalm  enjoyment ; 
Albeit  sickness,  lingering  yet, 

Has  o'er  their  piUow  brooded; 
And  care  waylays  their  itepB, — a  sprite 

Not  easily  eluded. 

For  thee,  0  8cott  I  compelled  to  change 

Green  Eildon  Hill  and  Cheviot 
For  warm  Vesnyio's  vine-clad  slopes; 

And  leave  thy  Tweed  and  Teviot 
For  mild  Sorrento's  breezy  waves; 

Uay  classic  fancy,  linking 
With  native  fancy  her  fresh  wd. 

Preserve  thy  heart  from  sinking  I 

0,  while  they  minister  to  thee, 

Each  vying  with  tlie  other, 
May  health  return  to  mellow  age, 

With  strength,  her  venturous  brother; 
And  Tiber,  and  each  brook  and  rill 

Renowned  in  song  and  story. 
With  nniinagined  beanty  shine, 

Nor  lose  one  ray  of  glorjl 

For  thon,  upon  a  hundred  streamy 

By  tales  of  love  and  sorrow, 
Of  faitliful  love,  undaunted  truth, 

Ilast  abed  tlie  power  of  Yarrow ; 
And  streams  unknown,  liilla  yet  unseec. 

Wherever  they  invito  tlice, 
At  parent  Natnre's  grateful  cal! 

With  gladness  must  requite  thee. 

A  gracious  welcome  shall  be  thine — 

Such  looks  of  love  and  honor 
As  tliy  own  Yarrow  gave  to  me 

When  first  I  gazed  upon  her — 
Beheld  what  I  had  feared  to  see, 

Unwilling  to  surrender 
Dreams  treasured  np  from  earl;  da.i& 

Tlie  holy  and  the  t«n4eT. 


1*0 


F0EX8  OF  MATURE. 


And  wliHt,  for  this  friiil  .vorliJ,  were  all 

ThiH  mortals  do  or  suffer, 
Did  no  responsive  liiirp,  no  pen, 

ilenioriul  tribnto  offer? 
Ten,  wliiit  were  migbty  Xatnre's  self— 

Her  ftiiliires,  ooiJJ  they  win  lu, 
Cnlielped  bj-  the  poetio  voice 

Thut  hourly  speaks  within  nsl 

Nor  de<iiii  that  localized  romnnoo 

Plays  fiilse  with  our  affecdon"! 
tJnsaoctifies  our  tcara,— made 

For  fnncifiil  dejections. 
Ah,  no !  the  visions  of  the  pu 

Snstain  the  lienrt  in  feeling 
life  oa  she  ia, — our  chnngeFiil ' 

With  I'rioTids  and  kindred  d 

Bear  witness,  ye,  whose  thoni 

In  Yarrow's  groves  were  oe 
Wlio  through  Ilie  silent  portal 

Of  mouldering  Newark  entt 
And  do  I  nil  tlie  winding  stair  U,. 

Too  timidly  was  mounted 
By  the  "  last  Minstrel "  (not  the  last  1), 

Ere  be  his  tale  recounted  1 

Flow  on  for  ever,  Yarrow  stream ! 

fulfil  thy  pensive  duty. 
Well  pleased  that  future  bards  should  chant 

For  simple  hearts  thy  beauty; 
To  dream-light  dear  while  yet  nuaeen. 

Dear  t^i  the  common  sunshine, 
And  dearer  still,  as  now  I  feel, 

To  memory's  shadowy  moousliinel 


A  SONG  FOR  SEFTEUBFB. 

September  strews  the  woodland  o'er 

With  many  a  brilliant  color ; 
The  world  is  brij^hter  than  before — 

Why  should  onr  hearts  be  duller? 
Sorrow  and  the  scarlet  leaf, 

Sad  thoughts  and  sunny  wentherl 
Ah  me !  this  glory  and  this  grief 

Agree  not  well  together. 

Tills  is  the  parting  scasoa — this 
Tiie  time  when  friends  are  flying; 


And  lovers  now,  with  many  a  Uss, 
Their  long  farewells  are  nghing. 

Why  ia  Earth  so  gayly  drcst ! 

This  pomp,  that  Autumn  beareth, 

A  fonern]  eeeniB,  where  every  guest 
A  bridal  garment  wcaret^ 

Each  one  of  us,  perchance,  ma;  here, 

On  eome  blue  taom  hereafter, 

Retnni  to  view  the  gaady  year, 

But  not  with  boyish  laughter. 

.  We  shall  then  he  wrinkled  men, 

Our  brows  with  silver  laden, 

And  thou  this  glen  mnyst  seek  B^ain, 

a  muden  t 


iTature  perhap.i  foreseen  that  Spring 

Will  touch  ber  teeming  bosom, 
,  And  that  a  few  brief  months  will  bri 

The  bird,  the  bee,  the  blossom ; 
Ah !  tbese  forests  do  not  know — 

Or  vonld  less  brightly  wither — 
Tlio  i-irgio  tliiit  fldcmg  tlicm  so 

Will  never  more  come  hither! 


ROBIN  REDBREAST. 

GooD-ETR,  good-bye  to  Summer ! 

For  Summer's  nearly  done; 
The  gari'en  smiling  faintly, 

Cool  brcetes  in  the  ann ; 
Our  thrushes  now  are  silent, 

Our  swallows  flown  away,- 
But  P.obin  's  here  in  coat  of  brown, 

And  scarlet  breast-knot  gay. 
Robin,  robin  redbreast, 

0  Robin  dear  I 
Robin  sings  bo  sweetly 

In  the  falling  of  the  year. 

Bright  yellow,  red,  and  orange, 

The  leaves  come  down  in  hosts ; 
TTio  trees  are  Indian  princes. 

But  soon  they'll  turn  to  ghosts; 
The  leathery  pears  and  apples 

Hang  russet  on  the  bough ; 
It's  autumn,  autumn,  autumn  Utt<, 

'T  will  soon  l«  winter  now. 


AUTUMN. 
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Robin,  rolnn  redbreast, 

OBobindearl 
And  what  will  this  poor  robin  do? 

For  pinohing  days  are  near. 

The  fire-dde  for  the  crioket, 

The  wheat-stack  for  the  monse, 
When  trembling  night-winds  whistle 

And  moan  all  round  the  hoose. 
The  iW»tj  ways  like  iron, 

The  branches  plumed  with  snow, — 
Alas !  in  winter  dead  and  dark, 

Where  can  poor  Robin  go  ? 
Bdbin,  robin  redbreast, 

O  Robin  dear! 
And  a  ommb  of  bread  for  Robin, 

His  little  breast  to  cheer. 

WnuAX  ALLnroiiAX. 


FIDELrrY. 

A  BABKiKO  sound  the  shepherd  hears, 
A  crj  as  of  a  dog  or  fox; 
He  haltSf — and  searches  with  his  eyes 
Among  the  scattered  rocks ; 
Ar^l  now  at  distance  can  discern 
A  stirring  in  a  brake  of  fern ; 
And  instantly  a  dog  is  seen, 
Glancing  tlirough  that  covert  green. 

The  dog  is  not  of  mountain  breed ; 

Its  motions,  too,  are  wild  and  shy — 

With  aomething,  as  the  shepherd  thinks, 

Unasual  in  its  cry ; 

Xor  is  there  any  one  in  sight 

All  round,  in  hollow  or  on  height ; 

Kor  shout  nor  whistle  strikes  his  ear. 

What  is  the  creature  doing  here  ? 

It  was  a  cove,  a  huge  recess. 

That  keeps,  till  June,  December's  snow ; 

A  lofty  precipice  in  front, 

A  Anient  torn  below ! 

Far  in  the  bosom  of  UelvoUyn, 

Remote  from  public  road  or  dwelling, 

Pathway,  or  cultivated  land, — 

From  trace  of  human  foot  or  hand. 

There  aometimes  doth  a  leaping  fjsh 
Send  throagh  the  tam  a  lonely  cieer- 
The  crags  repeat  the  raven's  croat 
la  Mjjnphony  austere; 


Thither  the  rainbow  comes,  tlie  cloud, 
And  mists  that  spread  the  flying  shroud ; 
And  sunbeams ;  and  the  sounding  blast, 
That,  if  it  could,  would  hurry  past; 
But  that  enormous  barrier  holds  it  fast. 

Not  free  from  boding  thoughts,  awhile 
The  shepherd  stood ;  then  makes  his  way 
O'er  rocks  and  stones,  following  the  dog 
As  quickly  as  he  may ; 
Nor  far  had  gone  before  he  found 
A  human  skeleton  on  the  ground. 
The  appalled  discoverer  with  a  sigh 
Looks  round,  to  learn  the  hbtory. 

From  those  abrupt  and  perilous  rocks 

The  man  had  fallen,  that  place  of  fear! 

At  length  upon  the  shepherd's  mind 

It  breaks,  and  all  is  clear. 

He  instantly  recalled  the  name. 

And  who  he  was,  and  whence  ho  came ; 

Remembered,  too,  the  very  day 

On  which  the  traveller  passed  this  way. 

But  hear  a  wonder,  for  whoso  soke 

This  lamentable  tale  I  toll ! 

A  lasting  monument  of  words 

This  wonder  merits  welL 

The  dog,  which  still  was  liovering  nigh. 

Repeating  tlie  same  timid  cry, 

This  dog  had  been  through  three  months 

space 
A  dweller  in  that  savage  place. 

Yes,  proof  was  plain  that,  since  the  day 
"When  this  ill-fated  traveller  died, 
The  dog  had  watched  about  the  spot, 
Or  by  his  master's  side. 
IIow  nourished  here  through  such  long  time 
lie  knows  wlio  gave  that  love  sublime, 
And  gave  that  strength  of  feeling,  great 
Above  all  human  estunate  I 

WlLLULM  WORDeWOKTO. 


TO  MEADOWS. 

Ye  have  been  fresh  and  green ; 

Ye  have  been  filled  with  flowers; 
And  ye  the  walks  have  been 

Where  mdds  have  spent  their  hourb 
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Ye  hnve  bslield  where  ihejf 
With  wicker  nrkB  did  come, 

To  kiaa  and  bear  iiwaj 

Tlio  richer  cowslips  Imae; 

Yoo'vo  lieord  Uiem  sweetlj  fling, 
And  seen  thera  ia  n  roiiad ; 

Each  virgin,  lite  the  Spring, 
With  honeysuckles  crowned. 

Bnt  now  we  see  noao  hem 
VhoM  Bilrer;  feet  did  troi 

And  with  dlshovclled  bt^ 
Adorned  tliia  ainootlier  ma 

like  nnthrifts,  having  spent 
Tour  stock,  and  needy  gro 

Yon 're  i^Ct  here  to  lament 
Yonr  ]ioor  estates  alone. 


THE  ITrsnA>'DSL\ 

EiRtn,  of  man  the  boimteons  mother, 
Feeds  him  stiU  with  corn  and  wine; 

He  who  !>est  woiUd  aid  a  brother, 
Shares  with  him  these  gifts  diiine, 

Uany  a  power  within  her  bosoiiv 
Noiseless,  hidden,  works  beneath; 

Qenco  ure  seed,  and  leaf,  and  blcHsorn, 
Gulden  ear  and  clustered  wreath. 

These  to  swell  witli  strength  and  beauty 

Is  the  royid  task  of  man; 
Uan's  a  king;  liia  throne  is  datr, 

Sinte  his  work  on  earth  hegau. 

Bud  and  harvest,  bloom  and  vintage^ 
These^  like  man,  ore  fruits  of  earth ; 

Stomped  in  clay,  a  heavenly  mintage, 
All  from  dust  receive  their  birth. 

Barn  and  mill,  and  wine-v.at's  treasures. 
Earthly  giiods  for  earthly  lives — 

These  are  Nature's  ancient  ple,^sures; 
These  her  cliilil  from  her  derives. 

What  the  dream,  but  vain  rebelling. 
It  from  earth  wo  sought  to  flee? 

T  is  our  stored  and  ample  dwelling; 
T  is  from  :t  the  sties  we  se«. 


POEHS  OF  NATURE. 


i 


Wind  and  frost,  and  hoar  and  season. 
Land  and  water,  sao  and  shade — 

Work  with  these,  a«  bids  tliy  reuson. 
For  they  work  thy  toil  to  aid. 

Sow  thy  seed,  and  reap  in  glaflnMBll 

Uan  himself  is  all  a  seed ; 
nope  and  hardship,  joy  and  sadnei 

Slow  tbe  phmt  to  ripeness  lead. 

TO  THE  FRINGED  GENTIAN. 

blossom,  bright  with  antomn  dew, 
Dolored  with  the  heaven's  own  blo^ 
openest  when  the  quiet  light 
edfl  the  keen  and  frosty  ni^t; 

comest  not  when  violets  [can 
ivandering  brooks  and  aptings  nnseea, 
lumbines,  in  purple  dressed, 
)'ar  the  groond-bird's  hidden  neat. 

iiioii  waitest  Ut*,  and  com'st  ulone. 
When  woods  are  bare  and  birds  ore  flowr:. 
And  frosts  and  sliorteuing  days  portend 
The  aged  Year  is  near  his  end. 

llien  dotli  thy  sweet  and  qnict  eye 
T^ok  tliroDgh  ita  fringes  to  the  sky. 
Bine— blue— as  if  that  sky  let  fall 
A  flower  from  its  cerulean  walL 

I  would  that  thus,  when  I  shall  so« 
The  boor  of  death  draw  near  to  me, 
Hope,  blossoming  within  my  heart. 
May  look  to  heaven  as  I  depart. 


CORNFIELDS. 

Whes  on  the  breath  of  antumn  hreei 
From  pastures  dry  and  brown. 

Goes  flouting  like  an  idle  thought 
The  fair  white  thistle-down. 

Oh  then  what  joy  to  walk  at  will 

Upon  the  golden  harvest  hill  I 

What  joy  in  dreamy  ease  to  lis 

Amid  a  field  new  shorn, 
And  see  all  round  on  san-lit  slopes 

Tlie  piled-np  stacks  of  com ; 


AUTUMN. 
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And  Bend  the  fimpy  wandering  oV 
All  pleasant  harvest-fields  of  yore. 

I  feel  the  day— I  see  the  field, 
The  quivering  of  the  loaves, 
And  good  old  Jacob  and  his  house 

Binding  the  jeUow  sheaves ; 
Aad  at  this  very  hoar  I  seem 
To  be  with  Joseph  in  his  dream. 

I  see  the  fields  of  Bethlehem, 
And  reapers  many  a  one, 

Bending  nnto  their  sickles^  stroke — 
And  Boaz  looking  en ; 

And  Rath,  the  Moabite  so  fair. 

Among  the  gleaners  stooping  there. 


I  see  a  little  child, 
His  mother^s  sole  delight, — 
God's  living  gift  of  love  onto 

The  kind  good  Shonammite ; 
To  mortal  pangs  I  see  him  yield. 
And  the  lad  bear  him  from  the  field. 

The  sun-bathed  qniet  of  the  hills. 

The  fields  of  Galilee, 
That  eighteen  handred  years  ago 

Were  full  of  com,  I  see ; 
And  the  dear  Saviour  takes  His  way 
'Mid  ripe  ears  on  the  Sabbath  day. 

Oh,  golden  fields  of  bending  com. 

How  beautifid  they  seem  I 
The  reaper-folk,  the  piled-up  sheaves, 

To  me  are  like  a  dream. 
The  sunshine  and  the  very  air 
Seem  of  old  time,  and  take  me  there. 

Mast  Howrrr. 


AUTUMN  FLOWERS. 

Thosb  few  pale  Autumn  fiowers. 

How  beautiful  they  are  I 
Than  all  that  went  before, 
Than  all  the  Summer  store, 
How  lovelier  larl 

And  why  ? — ^They  are  the  last! 

The  last!  the  hstl  the  1ml 
Oh  I  hj  that  little  word 
How  many  thon^tB  are  sHrred 

That  "^hi^feroftbepaBtl 


Pale  fiowers  I  pale  perishing  flowenf 

Ye  're  types  of  precious  things ; 
Types  of  those  bitter  moments, 
That  fiit,  like  life's  eigoyments, 
On  rapid,  rapid  wings : 

Last  hours  with  parting  dear  ones 
(That  Time  the  fastest  spends) 

Last  tears  in  silence  shed, 

Last  words  half  uttered. 
Last  looks  of  dying  friends. 

Who  but  would  fain  compress 

A  life  into  a  day, — 
The  last  day  spent  with  one 
Who,  ere  the  morrow's  sun. 

Must  leave  us,  and  for  aye  ? 

0  precious^  predons  moments  I 

Pale  fiowers!  ye  're  types  of  those ; 
The  saddest,  sweetest,  dearest, 
Because,  like  those,  the  nearest 

To  an  eternal  close. 

Pale  fiowers !  pale  perishing  fiowers  I 
I  woo  your  gentle  breath — 

1  leave  the  Summer  rose 

For  younger,  blither  brows ; 

Tell  me  of  change  ami  deatli  I 

Gabolixe  Bowles  Southbt. 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  FLOWERS. 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest 
of  the  year, 

Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and 
meadows  brown  and  sere. 

Heaped  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the  au- 
tumn leaves  lie  dead ; 

They  rustle  to  the  eddying  gust,  and  to  the 
rabbit's  tread. 

The  robin  and  tlio  wren  are  flown,  and  from 
the  shrubs  the  jay, 

And  from  the  wood-top  calls  the  crow  througli 
all  the  gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  fiowers,  the  fsar  young  fiow 
ers  that  lately  sprang  and  stood 

In  brighter  light,  and  softer  airs,  a  beauteous 
riflterhoodt 

AImI  mmf  fmfts;  tiM  gentle 


POEUS   OF  IfATURi: 


1 


Art'  lyin'!  in  their  lowly  Seda,  with  the  fair 

and  good  of  o\irs. 
riie  rain  ia  fulling  \r!icro  tbef  Ue;   DUt  tha 

cold  November  rain 
Calls  not  from  nut  the  gloomy  earth  the  lovely 

The  wind-flower  and  the  violot,  lauy  [ler- 

Uhcd  long  tigc, 
And  the  brier-rose  and  the  orohlt  died  u&id 

the  Slimmer  glow; 
But  on  tlie  hill  the  goldon-rod 

in  the  wood. 
And  the  yellow  sun-flower  bj 

antnmn  beauty  stood, 
nil  fell  the  frost  from  the  ola 

113  falls  the  plague  on  n 
And  the  brightaeS9  of  their  m 

fl'om  upland,  glade,  anj 
And  DOW,  when  comes  the  cal 

still  siieh  days  vrill  com 
To  call  the  Biiiiirrcl  and  the  b« 

When  the  sound  of  dropping  nnta  is  heard, 

though  all  the  trees  are  still. 
And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light  the  waters 

of  the  rill, 
The   south   wind    searches   for   the   flowers 

whose  fragrance  late  he  bore, 
And  aighj  to  find  them  in  the  wood  ami  by 

the  stream  no  more. 

And  then  1  think  of  one  who  in  her  youthful 

beauty  died, 
Die  fair  meek   blossoia    that   ^exv  -.p   nnd 

faded  by  my  side. 
Id  the  cold  moist  earth  we  laid  her,  when  the 

forests  cast  the  leaf, 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have 

a  life  so  brief; 
Tct  not  unmeet  it  was  that  one  like  that 

yoimg  friend  of  onrs, 
3o  gentle  and  so  beautiful,  should  perish  with 

the  flowers.       Wiluam  Cntu.i  Bbth-tt. 


T  IS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SCMStER. 
T  m  the  last  rose  of  Summer 

Left  blooming  alone; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

Are  faded  and  gone; 


No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

yfo  rosebad  is  nigh, 
To  refl'ct  back  her  blushea, 

Or  pve  Mgh  for  righ  1 

1 11  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  oi 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
Since  the  lovely  are  eleeping, 

Qo,  sleep  thou  with  thetn. 
Thus  kindly  I  Ecatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  g; 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 


'  So  soon  may  I  follow, 

When  triendahips  decay, 
And  from  Love's  shining  oirds  J 

The  gems  drop  away! 
Whua  true  bearts  lie  withered. 

And  fond  ones  ore  flown. 
Obi  who  would  inhabit 

This  bleak  world  alone  I 


THE  HDNTER  OF  THE  PRAIRIEA 

At,  this  is  freedom  — these  pure  skies 

Wore  never  staine<l  with  village  smoke; 
The  fragrant  wind,  that  through  them  flie: 

Is  breathed  from  wastes  by  plough  imbro 
Here,  with  my  rifle  and  my  steed. 

And  her  who  left  the  world  for  me, 
I  plant  me  where  the  red  deer  feed 

In  tlie  ?reen  desert— and  am  free. 

For  here  the  fair  savannas  know 

No  barriers  in  the  bloomy  grass; 
Wherever  breeze  of  heaven  may  blow. 

Or  beam  of  heaven  may  glance,  I  pasa. 
In  pastures,  measureless  as  air. 

The  bison  is  my  noble  game ; 
The  bounding  elk,  whoso  antlers  teor 

The  branches,  falls  before  my  aim. 

Mine  are  the  river-fowl  that  scream 

From  the  long  stripe  of  waring  sedge ; 
Tlie  hear  that  marks  my  weapon's  gleam 

Hides  vainly  in  the  forest's  edge ; 
In  vain  the  she-wolf  atands  at  bay ; 

The  brinded  catamount,  that  lies 
Iligb  in  the  boughs  to  watch  his  prey. 

Even  in  the  act  of  springing  dies. 


THE  HUNTER^S  SONG. 
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free  growth  the  elm  and  plane 
5ir  huge  arms  across  my  way — 
and  cambered  with  a  train 
,  as  huge,  and  old,  and  gray  I 
the  lacid  streams,  and  find 
in  these  fresh  lawns  and  shades ; 
^  the  flowers  that  scent  the  wind 
ever  scythe  has  swept  the  glades. 

fire,  when  frost- winds  sere 
7j  herbage  of  the  ground, 
\  annual  harvest  here — 
iring  like  the  battlers  sound, 
ing  flames  that  sweep  the  plain, 
»ke-streams  gushing  up  the  sky. 
flames  with  flames  again, 
ay  door  they  cower  and  die. 

dim  woods,  the  aged  Past 
olemnly ;  and  I  behold 
less  Future  in  the  vast 
»ly  river,  seaward  rolled, 
its  founts  with  rain  and  dew  ? 
ves,  I  ask,  its  gliding  mass, 

the  bordering  vines  who>e  blue 
lusters  tempt  me  as  I  pass  ? 

these  streams — ^my  steed  obeys, 
and  bears  me  through  the  tide  : 

hese  woods — I  thread  the  maze 
stems,  nor  ask  a  guide. 

day's  liist  glimmer  dies 

>dy  vale  and  griwsy  height ; 

:he  voice  and  glad  the  eyes 

Icome  my  return  at  night. 

"William  CdLLSii  BBTAirr. 


IRT'S  IN  THE  IIIGIILANDS. 
in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not 

1  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the 

n 

J  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe, 
in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
>  the  HigliJand.s,  farewell  to  the 

ace  of  va/j,;.  the  country  of  worth ; 
vrander^  iri/erever  I  rove, 


Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  covered  with 

snow; 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valleye 

below ; 
Farewell  to  the    forests  and  wild-hanging 

woods; 
Farewell  to  the  torrents   and  loud-pouriug 

floods. 
My  hearths  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not 

here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasiug  the 

deer; 
Chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe, 
My  hearths  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go. 

BOBKST   BlTXlIBb 


THE  HUNTER'S  SONG. 

Rise  !     Sleep  no  more  I    'T  is  a  noble  morn. 
The  dews  hang  thick  on  the  fringed  thorn. 
And  the  frost  shrinks  back,  like  a  beaten 

hound, 
Under  the  steaming,  steaming  ground. 
Behold,  where  the  billowy  clouds  flow  by, 
And  leave  us  alone  in  the  clear  gray  sky  1 
Our  horses  are  ready  and  steady. — So,  ho  I 
I  *m  gone,  like  a  dart  from  the  Tartar's  bow. 

Hark,  hark  / —  Who  calleth  the  maiden  Moni 
From  her  sleep  in  the  tooods  and  tJie  stubble 
com  f 

The  ?u}rn, — the  horn  / 
The  merry ^  sweet  ring  of  the  hunter  s  horn. 

m 

Now,  through  the    copse  where  tlie  fox  is 

found. 
And  over  the  stream  at  a  mighty  bound. 
And  over  the  high  lands,  and  over  the  low. 
O'er  furrows,  o'er  meadows,  the  hunters  gol 
Away ! — as  a  hawk  flies  full  at  his  prey, 
So  tlieth  the  hunter,  away, — away! 
From  the  burst  at  the  cover  till  set  of  sun, 
When  the  red  Ibx  dies,  and — the  day  is  done 

Hark^  hark  ! —  What  sound  on  the  wind  is 

home? 
^T  is  the  conqiLering  voice  of  the  hunter* s  horn : 

Thehom^ — tJie  horn! 
Ths  fMrfy«  ^^  ^^  ^ ^^^  hunter's  horn. 


POEUS   or  NATDHE. 


Boundl  Soimd  the  liom!  To  the  hDnUrgood 
^'hat's  tlie  gully  deep  cir  the  rotuing  flood! 
Right  ovc-r  ho  Uounds,  as  the  wild  itag  bowidB, 
At  the  licvla  uf  hia  swifl,  sure,  EiSeut  hounds. 
Oil.  what  delight  can  a  mortid  lack. 
When  ho  orico  h  tirm  on  l.ia  horse's  back, 
Willi  his  stirrups  short,  «id  his  snuffle  strong, 
And  the  bhisC  of  the  horn   for  his  morning 

?oni;  ? 
Sort,  hart! — Xoir,  home!   and  dream   till 

Of  the.  bold,  ureel  iound  of  the  hun. 

The  lorn,~the  horn  ! 
Oh.lheaatimlofaUiaandaitthehuW 


Where  are  the  eonga  of  Spring  t    A;,  when 
are  thej  f 
Think  not  of  tbein — thou  bu«t  tbj  modi 

While  barred  clouds  bloom  the  soft-dying  J»r 
And  touch  the  stubblo-pluns  with  rosy  hoA 

Then  in  a  w^lfn]  chotr  t)io  small  gnats  inotirt 
AmoDg  the  ritrer  sallows,  borne  aluft 
Or  sinking,  as  the  light  wind  live:i  or  ilics 

And  Aill~grown  lambs  loud  bl^at  from  bDl] 

«-criokets  sing;  and  now  irith  treble 

40ft 

«d-breast  whistle^i  from  n  gtmloQ'Cnift 

id  gathering  ewiUlows  twitter  In  Um 


TO  AUTCMN. 

S«*sos  of  mists  and  mellow  fmitftl 

Cloao  bosom-fneud  of  the  matoring  snni 
Coiispii'ing  with  him  how  to  load  nnd  bless 

With  fruit  the  vines  that  round  tho  thatch- 
To  bend  «illi  apples  the  mossed  collage  trees. 
And  fill  iiU  fruit  with  ripeness  to  the  core — 
To  swell  tho  gourd,  and  pluin|)  tlio  hazel 
t^hells 
With  a  sweet  kernel — to  set  budding,  more 
Anil  still  more,  later  flower*  for  the  bees, 
Until  they  tliiuk  warm  days  will  never  ceiu^e, 
For    Summer   has    o'er-brimnicil    their 
eliiinrny  cells. 


Who  hii 
Thee  ^ii 


And  soin 
Stonily 
Or  lu- 


II nut  seen  thee  oft  amid  thy  store! 
iiiit'j  whoever  seeks  abroad  may  find 
in;:  careless  on  a  granary  lloor, 
lirsoft-Iiftcd  by  the  winnowing  wind; 
lijilf-renped  furrow  sound  asleep, 

III  with  the  fume  of  j^ijipie?,  while 

>■■:  tho  next  awath  and  all  its  twined 

ii'tinie  like  a  gleaner  thou  dost  keep 
■  tiiy  laden  head  across  a  brook ; 
1  cider-press,  with  patient  look, 
:  watchest  the  last  oo^ings,  hours  by 


ADTUMK— A  DIBQE. 

am  nn  u  fuliii|;  Qw  bleak  niDil  i> 
iling; 

The  bare  boughs  are  sighing;  the  pale  flowe~ 
are  dying; 

And  the  Tear 
On  the  earth,  her  death-bed,  in  shrood  of 
leaves  dead. 

Is  lying. 
C'inie,  months,  come  away, 
From  November  to  May; 
In  jour  saddest  arriiy 
Follow  the  bier 
Of  the  dead,  cold  Year, 
And  like  dim  shadows  watch  by  her  sepulchre. 

Tho  chill  rain  is  falling;  the  nipt  worm  is 
crawling; 

The  rivers  are  swelling ;  the  thunder  is  knell- 
ing 

The  blithe  swallows  are  flown,  and  the  liurdf 
each  gone 

To  his  dwelling; 


Con- 


inths,  c 


Put  on  wliitc,  black,  and  gray; 
I.et  your  light  sisters  play — 
Ye.  follow  tho  bier 
Of  the  dead,  cold  Tear, 
And  make  her  grave  green  with  t«ar  on 
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AUTUMN. 

The  Aatmnn  is  old ; 
The  sere  leaves  are  flying; 
He  hath  gathered  tip  gold, 
And  now  he  is  djdng : 
Old  age,  begin  sighing ! 

The  vintage  is  ripe ; 
The  harvest  is  heaping ; 
Bat  some  that  have  sowed 
Have  no  riches  for  reaping : — 
Poor  wretch,  &11  a-wecpingi 

The  year's  in  the  wane; 
There  is  nothing  adorning ; 
The  night  has  no  eve, 
And  the  day  has  no  morning ; 
Cold  winter  gives  warning. 

The  rivers  run  chill ; 

The  red  snn  is  sinking; 

And  I  am  grown  old, 

And  lii'e  is  fast  shrinking; 

Here's  enow  for  sad  thinking ! 

Thomas  Hood. 


THE  LATTER  RAIN. 

HE  latter  rain, — it  falls  in  anxions  haste 
'fon  the  sim-dried  fields  and  branches  bare, 
«wening  with    searching  drops   the   rigid 

waste 
Uif  it  wouM  each  root's  lost  strength  repair ; 
itit  not  a  blade  grows  green  as  in  the  Spring ; 
fo  swelling:  twig  puts  forth  its  thickening 

leave? ; 
lie  robins  only  mid  the  harvests  sing, 
ecking  the   grain   that  scatters  from  the 

sheaves ; 
Le  rain   t'iills  still, — the  fruit   all   ripened 

drop^, 
pierces  chestnut-burr  and  walnut-sheil  ; 
he  furrowed  fields  disclose  the  yellow  crops ; 
ach  bursting  pod  of  talents  nsed  can  tcU ' 
j\d  all  that  once  received  tie  eej:]y  ;.^. 
icclare  to  man  it  was  not  wnt  m  vai^ 

17  ""'^  h 


AUTUMN'S  SIGHING. 

Autumn's  sighing, 
Moaning,  dying; 
Clouds  are  flying 

On  like  steeds ; 
While  their  shadows 
O'er  the  meadows 
Walk  like  widows 

Decked  in  weeds. 

Red  leaves  trailing, 
Fall  unfailing, 
Dropping,  sailing, 

From  the  wood, 
That,  unpliant, 
Stands  defiant, 
Like  a  giant 

Dropping  blood. 

Winds  are  swelling 
Round  our  dwelling, 
All  day  telling 

Us  their  woe ; 
And  at  vesper 
Frosts  grow  crisper, 
As  they  whisper 

Of  the  snow. 

From  th'  unseen  land 
Frozen  inland, 
Down  from  Greenland 

Winter  glides, 
Shedding  lightness 
Like  the  brightness 
When  moon-whitenese 

Fills  the  tides. 

Now  bright  Pleasure's 
Sparkling  measures 
With  rare  treasures 

Overflow ! 
With  this  gladness 
Comes  what  sadness! 
Oh,  what  madness  1 

Oh,  what  woe  I 

Even  merit 
May  inherit 
Some  bare  garret, 
Or  the  ground : 
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Or,  a  worse  Ul, 
Beg  A  morsel 
At  some  door  sill, 
Like  a  hoond  I 


Storms  are  trailing ; 
Winds  are  wailing, 
Howling,  railing 

At  each  door. 
^Midst  this  trailing. 
Howling,  railing, 
List  the  wailing 

Of  the  poor  I 

Thohas  BuaaAVAX  BbjlD. 


The  brave  old  plant  in  ita  lonelj  d^yi 

Shall  fatten  upon  the  past; 
For  the  stateliest  building  man  can  rain 
Is  the  Ivj^s  food  at  last 

Creeping  where  no  life  is  seen, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  Iry  green 

Charui  Dub 


THE  IVY  GREEN. 

On  I  a  dainty  plant  is  the  Ivy  green, 

That  creepeth  o'er  ruins  old! 
Of  right  choice  food  are  his  meals  I  Aveen, 

In  his  cell  so  lone  and  cold, 
rhe  walls  must  bo  crumbled,  the  stones  de- 
cayed, 
To  pleasure  liis  dainty  whim ; 
And  the  mouldering  dust  that  years  have 
made 
Is  a  merry  meal  for  him. 

Creeping  where  no  life  is  seen, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  Ivy  green. 

Fast  he  stealeth  on,  though  he  wears  no 
wings. 
And  a  staunch  old  heart  has  he ! 
How  closely  he  twineth,  how  tight  he  clings 

To  his  friend,  the  huge  oak  tree ! 
And  slyly  he  traileth  along  the  ground, 

And  his  loaves  he  gently  waves, 
\nd  he  joyously  twines  and  hugs  around 
The  rich  mould  of  dead  men's  graves. 
Creeping  where  no  life  is  seen, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  Ivy  green. 

Whole  ages  have  fled,  and  their  works  de- 
cayed. 

And  nations  scattered  been ; 
But  tlie  stont  old  Ivy  shall  never  fade 

From  its  hale  and  hearty  green. 


NOVEMBER. 

The  mellow  year  is  hasting  to  its  dose; 
The  Uttle  birds  have  almost  snng  their  I 
Their  small  notes  twitter  in  the  dreary  bl 
That  shrill-piped  harbinger  of  early  8n(r 
The  patient  beauty  of  the  scentless  roee, 
OH  with  the  morn's  hoar  cr%'stal  qoi 

glassed. 
Hangs,  a  pale  monmer  for  the  snmmer  ] 
And  makes  a  little  summer  where  it  grc 
In  the  cliill  sunbeam  of  the  faint  brief  d 
Tlie  dusky  waters  shudder  as  they  ahiw 
The  russet  leaves  obstruct  the  straggiini 
Of  oozy  brooks,  which  no  deep  banks  di 
And  the  gaunt  woods,  in  ragged,  scant  t 
Wrap  their  old  limbs  with  sombre  ivy  1 

Haxtlxt  Coi 


GRONGAR  HILL. 

Silent  nymph,  with  curions  eye  i 
Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van. 
Beyond  the  noise  of  busy  man — 
Painting  fair  the  form  of  things, 
While  the  yellow  linnet  sings, 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  forest  with  her  tale — 
Come,  with  all  thy  various  hues, 
Come,  and  aid  thy  sister  Muse. 
Now,  while  Phoebus,  riding  high. 
Gives  lustre  to  the  land  and  sky, 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  song — 
Draw  tlie  landscape  bright  and  strong 
Grongar,  in  whose  mossy  cells 
Sweetly  musing  Quiet  dwells; 
Grongar,  in  whose  silent  shadeii 
For  the  modest  Muses  made. 


ORONOAB  HILL. 


)iBve,  the  ereoiug  still, 
TountaiD  of  &  rill, 
D  a  Sowerj  bed, 
J  hand  beneath  my  head, 
trajred  my  eyea  o'er  Towy's  flood, 
«ad  and  over  wood, 
•  iu$e  tu  house,  from  hill  to  hill, 
itemjiUtiou  had  her  fill. 
it  his  checkered  sides  I  wind, 
ive  his  brooba  and  meads  behind, 
;>res  and  grottoes  whore  I  lay, 
•tas  Hhootinf;  beams  of  day. 
1(1  wider  spreads  the  vale, 
les  on  a  smooth  canal. 
Dntains  roniid,  unhappy  fate  I 
or  later,  of  all  height, 
\w  tlieir  sumniitd  t'rum  the  skies, 
sen  as  the  oihen  ri^. 
3  prospect  wider  spreads, 
thonsnnd  woods  and  meiuls ; 
iridens,  w ideas  still, 
ilts  tlie  newly-risen  hill. 
1  gain  the  mountain's  brow ; 
,  Iniidspape  lies  below  ! 
ida,  no  va[jori  intervene ; 
-  gaj.  the  open  scene 
■e  face  of  Samre  show 
lie  hues  of  henven's  Ikiw  ! 
welling  to  embrace  the  light, 
■i  around  benciith  the  ^iglit. 
rustics  oil  the  cliil'^;  iirisc, 
_v  tofftrini;  in  the  skies; 
ii;  I'niin  the  woods,  the  .'|iires 
■ri.in  hence  OMendini;  flres; 
1'  beams  Apollo  slieds 
■  yellow  mountain-heads 
;he  fleeces  of  the  flocks, 
lilters  on  the  broken  rricks. 
iw  mo  trees  unmimln-red  rise, 


[fill  IT 


IS  dj-^ 


loomy  pine,  Ibe  poplnr  blue, 
fcliow  beech,  the  sable  vtw, 
lender  lir  that  taper  prow.u, 
turJj  oak  witli  brond-spread  boughs 
lej  ond,  the  purple  grove, 
t  of  Phyllis,  ijueenofJovoI 
r  as  the  opening  dawn, 
long  and  level  Jsrn, 
liicli  a  dark  hill,  ,/rt-J'  ■■in,/ /„>;,. 
aii.i  ehano,tbta-/u"leria..  0n- : 
ire  bis  feet  in  2;    ,--^ff,„,/] 


His  sides  are  olothed  with  waving  wood  ; 

And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow. 

That  cast  an  awful  look  below ; 

Whose  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps, 

And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps; 

So  both,  a  safety  from  the  wind 

In  mntnal  dependence  And. 

'T  is  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode ; 

Tis  now  th' apartment  of  the  toad; 

And  there  the  fox  securely  feeds; 

And  there  the  poisonous  adder  breeds. 

Concealed  in  rains,  moss,  and  weeds; 

Willie,  ever  and  anon,  there  fall 

Huge  heaps  of  hoary,  mouldered  w^l. 

Yet  Time  has  seen — that  lifts  the  low 

And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow — 
Has  seen  this  broken  pile  complete, 
Uig  with  the  vanity  of  slate. 
Itiit  transient  is  the  smile  of  Fat«  I 
A  little  rule,  a  little  sway, 
A  sunbeam  in  a  winter's  day, 
Is  nil  the  proad  and  mighty  have 
Betuei'n  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 
And  see  the  river-,  bow  tliuy  run 
Through  woods  niid  meads,  in  shade  nn<l  >ii 
Sometimes  awilt,  sometime*  slow    - 
Wave  succeeding  wave,  they  gu 
A  various  journey  lo  the  dceji. 
Like  human  life  (o  endless  sk-ep: 
Thus  is  Nature's  vesture  wrought 
To  instruct  our  wandering  thought; 
Thus  she  di-esses  green  and  gay 
To  disperse  our  cares  uway. 
Ever  charming,  ever  new. 
When  will  the  landscape  tire  the  view  1 
The  fminlnin's  I'jdl,  the  river's  How ; 
The  woody  valleys,  warm  and  low; 
The  windy  summit,  wild  and  high, 
Kougbly  rushing  on  the  sky  ; 
The  pleasant  seal,  the  ruined  tower. 
The  uiiked  mck,  Ibc  ^llady  bower; 
The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm— 
Each  gives  each  a  iluntile  cliann. 
As  pearls  u[ion  an  Ethiop's  arni. 

Sec  on  the  mountain's  southern  side, 
Where  the  prospect  ojicns  wide. 
Where  the  evening  gihis  the  tide. 
How  close  and  small  the  hedges  lie; 
What  streaks  of  meadow  cross  tlio  eye  I 
A  step,  methinks,  may  pass  the  strean^ 
So  li'tle  (liitant  dangers  seem; 
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So  we  mistake  the  Fature's  face. 
Eyed  through  Hope^s  deluding  glass ; 
A.S  you  suuimits,  soft  and  fair, 
Clad  in  colors  of  the  air, 
Which  to  those  who  journey  near, 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear ; 
StiU  we  tread  the  same  coarse  way — • 
The  present 's  still  a  cloudy  day. 

Oh  may  1  with  mysself  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  see ; 
Content  me  with  an  humble  shade, 
My  passions  tamed,  my  Avishes  laid ; 
For  while  our  wishes  wildly  roll, 
We  banish  quiet  from  the  soul. 
Tis  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air, 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  even  now,  my  joys  run  high, 
As  on  the  mountain  turf  I  lie ; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  sings, 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ; 
While  the  waters  munuur  deep; 
While  the  shepherd  charms  his  sheep ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  flv. 
And  with  music  fill  the  skv, 
N'ow,  even  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts ;  be  great  who  will ; 
Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  skill ; 
Oi)en  wide  the  lofty  door, 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 
In  vain  you  search ;  she  is  not  here  I 
In  vain  you  search  the  domes  of  Care ! 
Grass  (md  flowers  Quiet  treads. 
On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads. 
Along  with  Pleasure — close  allied. 
Ever  bv  each  other's  side : 
And  often,  by  the  murmuring  rill. 
Hears  the  thrush,  while  all  is  still 
Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  ITill. 

Jomr  Dtxr. 


FOLDING  THE  FLOCKS. 

Shepherds  all,  and  maidens  fair, 
Fold  your  flocks  up ;  for  the  air 
^Gins  to  thicken,  and  the  sun 
Already  his  great  course  hath  run. 
See  the  dew-drops,  how  they  kiss 
Every  little  flower  that  is : 


Hanging  on  their  velvet  hetds, 
Like  a  string  of  cry&tAi  beads. 
See  the  heavy  cloads  low  falling 
And  bright  Uesperns  down  ealliu 
The  dead  night  from  under  grouB 
At  whose  rising,  mists  unsound, 
Dnmps  and  va])ors,  fly  apace. 
And  hover  o'er  the  smiling  face 
Of  these  pastures;  where  they  c< 
Striking  dead  both  bud  and  blooi 
Therefore  from  such  danger  lock 
Every  one  his  loved  flock ; 
And  let  your  dogs  lie  loose  withe 
Lest  the  wolf  come  as  a  scout 
From  the  mountain,  and  ere  day, 
Bear  a  lamb  or  kid  away ; 
Or  the  crafty,  thievish  fox, 
Break  upon  yonr  simple  flocks. 
To  secure  yourself  from  these. 
Be  not  too  secure  in  ease ; 
So  shall  you  good  shepherds  proi 
And  deserve  your  master's  lore. 
Now,  good  night  I  may  sweetest  al 
And  soft  silence  fall  in  numbers 
On  your  eyelids.     So  farewell : 
Thus  I  end  my  evening  knell. 

BXAimOXT  AVD    Fu 


BUGLE  SONG. 

The  splendor  falls  on  castle  walls 

And  snowy  summit^  old  in  story 

The  long  light  shakes  across  the  lal 

And  the  Tvild  cataract  leaps  in  gl 

Blow,  bugle,  blow !  set  the  wild  ech< 

ing; 
Blow,  bugle;   answer,  echoes— dying, 
dying  I 

Oh  hark,  oh  hear!  how  thin  and  clea 

And  thinner,  clearer,  further  goii 

O  sweet  and  far,  from  cliff  and  scar, 

Tlio  horns  of  Elfland  faintly  blow 

Blow !  let  us  hear  tlie  purple  ^lens 

Blow,  bugle ;  answer,  echoes—dying, 
dyinarl 


EVENING. 


lOj 


re,  they  die  in  jon  rich  sky ; 

ey  faint  on  hill  or  field  or  river : 

3choes  roll  from  soul  to  soul, 

id  grow  for  ever  and  for  ever. 

»ugle,  blow  1  set  the  wild  echoes  flying, 

iswer,  echoes,  answer — dying,  dying, 

lying! 

AmwD  Tsmnrsoif. 


THE  EVENING  WIND. 

hat  breathest  through  my  lattice !  thon 
cool'st  the  twilight  of  the  sultry  day! 
illy   flows  thy   freshness    round    my 
:)row; 

.  hast  been  out  upon  the  deep  at  play, 
all  day  the  wild  blue  waves  till  now, 
rhening    their  crests,  and  scattering 
high  their  spray, 

relling  the  white  sail.    I  welcome  thee 
scorched  land,  thou  wanderer  of  the 
sea! 


ilone — a  thousand  bosoms  round 
le  thee  in  the  fulness  of  delight ; 
n^iid  forms  rise  up,  and  pulses  bound 
lier,  at  coming  of  the  wind  of  night ; 
incruishing  to  hear  thy  welcome  sound, 
the  vast  inland,  stretched  bevond  the 
sight. 

th  into  the  gathering  shade;  go  forth — 
blessing  breathed  upon  the  fainting 
earth ! 


?k  tlie  little  wood-bird  in  his  nest ; 

the  still  waters,  briglit  with  stars;  and 

rouse 

(le,  f>ld  woo<l  from  his  majestic  rest, 

moning,  from  the  innunierublo  boughs, 

ange   deep  harmonics  that  liaunt  his 

:»reast. 

ant  shall  be  tby  wny  where  meekly 

»OW8 

ttinf^  flower, anJ  darkliuj^  waters  passj, 

>re  tlie  o'ersbadowingij^/t^nchcs swoop 
re  e'^Sfi. 


Stoop  o^er  the  place  of  graves,  and  softly  sway 
The  sighing  herbage  by  the  gleaming  stone ; 

That  tliey  who  near  the  churchyard  willows 
stray. 
And  listen  in  the  deepening  gloom,  alone, 

May  think  of  gentle  souls  that  passed  away, 
Like  thy  pure  breath,  into  the  vast  unknown, 

Sent  forth  from  heaven  among  the  sons  of 
men, 

And  gone  into  the  boundless  heaven  again^ 

The  faint  old  man  shall  lean  his  silver  head 
To  feel  thee;    thou  shalt  kiss  the  child 
asleep, 

And  dry  the  moistened  curls  that  overspread 
His  temples,  while  his  breathing  grows 
more  deep ; 

And  they  who  stand  about  tlie  sick  man^s  bed 
Shall  joy  to  listen  to  thy  distant  sweep, 

And  softly  part  his  curtains  to  allow 

Thy  visit,  grateful  to  his  burning  brow. 

Go — but  the  circle  of  eternal  change, 

Which  is  the  life  of  Nature,  shall  restore. 
With  sounds  and  scents  from  all  thy  mighty 
range. 
Thee  to  thy  birth-place  of  the  deep  once 
more. 
Sweet  odors  in  the  sea  air,  sweet  and  strange. 
Shall  tell  the  home-sick  mariner  of  the 
shore ; 
And,  listening  to  thy  murmur,  he  shall  deem 
He  hears  the  rustling  leaf  and  running  stream, 

William  Cullsn  BRTiiXT. 


EVENING. 

Sweet  after  sliowers,  ambrosial  air. 
That  rollest  from  the  gorgeous  gloom 
Of  evening  over  brake  and  bloom 

And  UK-ado w,  slowly  breathing  bare 

The  round  of  space,  and  rapt  below, 
Throu£?h  all  the  dewy-tasselle<l  wood, 
And  shadowing  down  th** ' 

In  ripples — fan  my  brows 


rbe  fever  from  my  cheek,  aud  sigh 
The  full  new  lifi.-  Iltni  feeds  thy  hrealb 
Throughout  m  J  frniue,  till  Duubt  unil  Doalh, 

111  brethren,  let  ihv  funej  fly 

Fivm  belt  tc  belt  of  LTiiuaon  Beds, 
On  lengiiea  of  oilor  etreonung  for, 
To  where,  in  yonJi?r  orient  star, 

A  huuJri'd  spirits  whisper  "Peace  i  '^ 


Er  aoght  of  oaten  stop,  I 
May  hope,  chaste  Eve,  i 

Like  tliy  own  bran 
Thy  Biirini^'S,  oud  dj 

0  Nymph  reserveil,  wl 

huired  Sua 
Sit*  in  yoQ  western  tent,  whose  cloudy  skirts, 

With  brede  etiioreal  wove, 

O'erhang  Iiis  wavy  bed. 


where  the  weak- 
leathern 


ir  is  huslicd, 
eyed  bat 
With  bhort  shrill  sliriek  tlits  by 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds 
His  small  but  sullen  horn. 


As  oil  he  rises  'midst  the  twilight  path, 
Against  the  ])ilgriin  borne  in  heedless  hum ; 
Now  teach  mo,  maid  composed, 
To  breathe  some  softened  strain, 

ffliosc  nmnbcrs,  stealing  through  tliy  dark- 
ening vale, 
May  not  unwemly  witii  its  stillness  suit; 

As,  rau.-iinff  slow.  I  hail 

Thy  geuialiloveiJ  return! 

'For  when  thy  folding  star  arising  s1iq,t9 
His  paly  circJet,  at  his  trarnin^'  liiiwti 

The  fr.igrnot  Hours,  anJ  wives 

\Vho  slept  in  bnds  the  Jny, 


And  many  a  njiapU  wki  wrualiies 

wiiJi  sedge,  | 

And  sheds  the  freshening  dew;  so^ 
.101,  i 

The  pensive  pleasurns  sweet. 
Prepare  thy  shadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  some  wild  oak. 

Or  find  some  ruin,  'midst  ita  dr«arj  i 
WboBo  walls  more  awfiil  nod 
By  thy  religions  gleams. 

)r,  if  chill  blustering  winds,  or  drivi 

'rovent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the 

That,  from  the  mountain's  side, 

Views  nilds,  and  swelling  flood) 

md  handets  brown,  and  ditn    dil 

spirits; 
Lnd  hears  their  simple  bell,  aud  sui 
all  I 

Thy  dewy  lingers  draw  I 

The  gradual  dusky  veil. 

While  Spring  shall  pour  his  shou'er' 
he  wont, 

And  bathe  thy  breathing  tresses,  incfk 
"While  Summer  loves  to  sport 
IJcnoath  tliy  lingering  light; 

While  sallow  Autumn  fill.>(  thy  hip  will 

Or  Winter,  yelling  through  the  troub 

Affrights  thy  slirinking  train, 

And  rudely  rends  thy  robes ; 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 
Shall    Fancy,   Friendship,   Science, 

Thy  gentlest  influence  own, 
And  love  thy  fiivorile  name! 


TO  T1!F.  EVESISG  STAR 

Stae  that  bringesl  home  the  bee, 
And  sett'st  Hie  -wenry  \a\iorer  free 
If  any  star  shei\  pence,  'tis  thou. 

That  senii''*i\.  \\,!vom  titove. 

Appearing  wAxwUmvch'b  breath 

Areawect   asVtJN'ieAove. 


•  to  tlM  lOXTtriMlt  tkiM, 

ist  tb«  Uudaoape'*  odora  rise, 

Ist,  fkr  o^  lowing  herd«  are  beard, 

id  soDgi  when  toil  i>  done, 

a  oottogM  whose  amoko  anstirred 

iria  vellow  in  tbe  ann. 

of  lore'a  soft  interrien'B, 
ed  lovers  on  thee  mnse; 
r  remembrancer  in  Heaven 
'  thiilliDg  Towa  tboD  art, 
delicious  to  be  riTen, 
r  ftbaence,  from  the  heart. 


EVENING  IN  THE  ALPS. 

golden  Evening  I  in  the  weet 
irone  the  storm-dispelling  ann, 
t  the  triple  rainbow  rest 
all  tlie  monntain-tops.    'Tis  done  ;— 
mpcst  eea<>es;  bold  nnd  bright, 
minbow  shoots  from  hill  to  bill ; 
sink*  the  mn ;  on  prcwtcs  night ; — 
t  Rlniic  is  lovetj  still ! 

take  thj  stand,  my  siiirit; — (■preoJ 
world  of  shadows  at  tby  fuct; 
lark  h<iw  colmljr,  orcrhend, 
Hots.  like  Mints  in  glorv,  meet. 
hid  in  aolitnde  gnblimc. 
Links  I  mnae  on  Nature's  tomb, 
i«ar  the  passing  foot  of  Time 
>  throagh  the  rileot  gloom. 

.  1  moment,  crash  on  crush, 

n  precipice  to  precipice 

ilinche's  rains  dash 

*n  to  liio  nethermoi^t  abjss, 

bit ;  tlie  ear  alone 

"•wt  the  nproar  till  it  dies ; 

to  Mho,  groan  for  groan, 

n  deep  to  deep  replies. 

K  ag^  the  darknesa  aeals, 

'fcUM  that  maj  b«  felt  ;~biit  soon 

DiCT^cloa&d  Mat  nveals 

«  of  the  moon. 


In  half-eclipse  she  lifts  her  horn. 
Yet  o'er  the  host  of  heaven  supreme 

Brings  the  faint  semblance  of  a  mom, 
With  her  awakening  beam. 

Ah  I  at  her  touch,  these  Alpine  heigbto 

Unreal  mockeries  appear ; 
With  blacker  ehadowa,  ghastlier  lighta, 

Emerging  as  she  climbs  tbe  sphere-, 
A  crowd  of  apparitions  pale  I 

I  bold  m;  breath  in  chill  sospense — 
They  seem  so  eiqaisitely  frail — 

Lest  they  should  vaoisb  hence. 

I  breathe  again,  I  freely  breathe ; 

Tbee,  Lemao'e  Lake,  once  more  I  trace, 
IJke  Dian's  crescent  far  beneath, 

As  beautiful  as  Dian's  face ; 
Pride  of  the  land  that  gave  me  birth  t 

All  that  thy  waves  reflect  I  love. 
Where  heaven  itself,  brought  down  to  eartlk 

Looks  fairer  than  above. 

Safe  on  thy  banks  again  I  stray; 

The  trance  of  poesy  is  o'er, 
And  I  am  here  at  dawn  of  day, 

Gazing  on  moimtnin^  as  before, 
Where  all  the  strange  nintntions  wrought 

Were  raagic  feats  of  my  own  mind : 
For,  in  that  fuiry  land  of  thought, 

Whate'er  I  seek,  I  find. 

Tet,  O  ye  everlasting  hills! 

Buildings  of  God,  not  made  with  hands. 
Whoso  word  performs  whate'er  Ho  wills. 

Whoso  word,  though  ye  shall  pcri.sh,  standi; 
Can  there  ho  eyes  that  look  on  yon. 

Till  tears  of  rajJiure  make  them  dim, 
Nor  in  his  works  the  Maker  view. 

Then  lose  bis  works  in  Him  f 

By  me,  when  I  behold  lliro  not. 

Or  love  Him  not  when  I  behold, 
lie  all  I  ever  knew  forgot — 

My  pulse  stand  still,  my  heart  grow  cold ; 
Transformed  to  ice,  'twist  earth  and  sky. 

On  yonder  ciilf  my  form  be  seen. 
That  all  may  ask,  hot  none  reply, 

What  my  ofTenee  hath  been. 
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TO  NIGHT. 

Swiftly  walk  over  the  western  wave, 

Spirit  of  night ! 
Out  of  tlie  misty  eastern  cave, 
Where,  all  the  long  and  lone  daylight, 
Thou  wo  vest  dreams  of  joy  and  fear 
Which  make  thee  terrible  and  dear — 

Swift  be  thy  flight  I 

Wrap  thy  form  in  a  mantle  gray, 

Star-in  wrought ; 
Blind  with  thine  hair  the  eyes  of  Day, 
Kiss  her  until  she  be  wearied  out ; 
Then  wander  o^cr  city  and  sea  and  laud, 
Touching  all  w^itli  thine  opiate  wand — 

Come,  long-souglitl 

When  I  arose  and  saw  the  dawn, 

I  sighed  for  t]ice ; 
Wlien  light  rode  high,  and  the  dew  was  gone. 
And  noon  lay  heavy  on  flower  and  tree. 
And  the  weary  Day  turned  to  her  rest. 
Lingering  like  an  nn1ovc<l  guest, 

I  sighed  for  thee? 

Thy  brother  Death  came,  and  cned, 

"  Wouldst  thou  me  ? " 
Thy  sweet  child  Sleep,  the  fllmy-eyed, 

Murmure<l  like  a  noontide  bee, 
*'  Shall  I  nestle  near  thy  side? 
Wouldst  thou  ine  ? " — And  I  replied, 

"No,  not  thee!" 

Death  will  come  wlien  thou  art  dead, 

Soon,  too  soon — 

Sleep  will  come  when  thou  art  fled : 

Of  neither  would  I  ask  the  boon 

I  ask  of  thee,  beloved  Night — 

Swift  be  thine  approaching  flight, 

Come  soon,  soon ! 

Pebot  Btbshb  Shkllvt. 


TO  CYNTinA. 

Qteen  and  huntress  chaste  and  fair, 
Now  tlie  sun  is  laid  to  sleep. 

Seated  in  thy  silver  chair, 
State  in  wonted  manner  keep : 

Hesperus  entreats  thy  liglit, 
Godd^  excellently  bright ! 


Earth,  let  not  thy  enviooB  shade 
Dare  itself  to  interpose ; 

Cynthia's  shining  orb  was  made 
Heaven  to  dear  when  daj  did 

Bless  ua,  then,  with  wished  sight, 

Groddess  excellently  bright  I 

Lay  thy  bow  of  pearl  apart, 
And  thy  cryBtal-shining  qmvei 

Give  unto  thy  flying  hart 
Space  to  breathe,  how  short  so 

Thou  that  makest  a  day  of  night, 

Goddess  excellently  bright! 


MOONRISE. 

What  stands  upon  the  highland  1 
What  walks  across  the  rise, 

As  though  a  starry  island 
Were  sinking  down  the  skies  f 

What  makes  the  trees  so  golden  i 
What  decks  the  mountain  side 

like  a  veil  of  silver  folden 
Round  the  white  brow  of  a  bri 

The  magic  moon  is  breaking, 
like  a  conqueror,  from  the  eas 

The  waiting  world  awaking 
To  a  golden  fairy  feast 

She  works,  with  tonch  ethereal, 
By  cliangcs  strange  to  see. 

The  cypress,  so  funereal, 
To  a  lightsome  fury  tree ; 

Black  rocks  to  marble  tnmin^ 

Like  palaces  of  kings ; 
On  ruin  windows  burning, 

A  festjd  glory  flings; 

Tlie  desert  halls  nplighting. 
While  falling  shadows  gianoe, 

Like  courtly  crowds  uniting 
For  tlie  banquet  or  the  dance; 

With  ivory  wand  she  nmnbers 
The  stars  along  the  skj; 

And  breaks  the  billows*  slnmben 
With  a  love-^anee  of  lur  ifyts 


THE  HABTBST  HOOM. 


tlia  GOrnfleldB  danoe^ 
iga  bloom  upon  &»  aheaf ; 
tree  to  teee  die  ^anoes, 
t  tonches  leaf  bj  leaf; 

I  tordg  that  deep  in  abadowB ; 
oogli  their  balf-«losed  eyelids  ^eams; 
!ier  white  torofa  throng  the  meodowa 
ita  the  shj  dtier  to  the  Bteeanu. 

agio  moon  isbraiking, 
I  a  coDqneror,  from  the  eart, 
lie  J0701U  worid  partaking 
ler  golden  ttirj  feaat. 


SONHET. 

mwn  Uoon,  npridng  from  the  sea, 
rge  delight  foretella  the  harvoat  near, 
iberds,  now  prepare  joar  melodj, 
t  the  soft  appeanuioe  of  her  sphere  1 

e  a  page,  onaraored  of  her  train, 
r  of  evening  glirainers  in  the  west : 
Jso,  ye  shepherds,  yonr  observant 

of  thoGrcat Shepherd  here  are  blest! 

Iris  are  full  with  the  timo-riponed  grain, 
■eyards  with  the  pnrpJe  clnaters  sn-cU; 
den  splendor  glimmers  on  the  main. 
dcfl  aod  moantains  her  bright  glory 

ag,  yc  shepherds !  for  the  time  is  come 
9f6  most  bring  tho  enriched  linrvest 


TO  THE  HARVEST  MOON. 

Cim  rnlt  Imbrlfeniin  nr ; 
BESta  In  Tlridl  itlpDli  luUnll*  tnivcjit. 
clK  l^  Or^nm  pnbei  igrntli  uliirer. 

M  of  Horvcst,  licralil  milil 
Plenty,  rnstic  labor's  cliild, 
HI  oil  haill  1  greet  thy  beam. 
1  »oft  it  trembles  o'er  the  stream, 
BdpiJsthBitniiF-iijitc&ed  hamlet 
■*««  imKmx  mi  Peace  reside ! 


T  is  thon  that  ^add'st  with  joy  the  nutio 

throng, 
Fromptett  the  tnpidng  dance,  the  exhOarat* 

ingsong. 

Uoon  of  Harrest,  I  do  lore 

O'er  the  uplands  now  to  rove, 

While  thy  modest  nj  serene 

Gilds  the  wide  snrronnding  scene; 

And  to  watoh  the«  ri^ng  hif^ 

In  the  bine  Taolt  of  the  sky. 
Where  no  thin  vapor  hitercepta  thy  ray, 
But  in  nnclondod  in^eety  thon  v'alkest  <m 

Plea«ng  't  is,  O  modest  Moon  1 
Now  the  night  is  at  her  noon, 
TCeath  thy  sway  to  mming  lie, 
While  aronnd  the  zephyrs  dgh, 
Fanning  soft  the  snn-tanned  wheat, 
Ripened  by  the  sammer'a  heat; 
Picturing  all  the  rostio's  joy 
When  botindlesB  plen^  greets  his  eye, 

And  thinking  soon, 

O  modest  Moon  I 
How  many  a  female  eye  will  roam 

Along  tho  road, 

To  see  the  load, 
The  last  dear  load  of  horreat-honiu. 

Storms  and  tempests,  floods  nnd  niin'^, 

St«m  despollers  of  the  plains, 

Hence,  away,  tlie  season  flee, 

Foes  to  light-heart  jollity! 

May  no  winds  careering  high 

Drive  the  clouds  along  the  bky, 
But  may  all  Nature  smile  nitb  aspect  boon, 
When  in  tlie  heavens  thon  ahow'st  thy  face, 
O  harvest  Moon  ! 

'Scath  yon  lowly  roof  he  lies, 

Tho  hnshaiidman,  with  sleqi-sealed  eyes ; 

He  dreams  of  rrowded  bams,  and  ronnd 

The  yard  he  hears  the  flail  resound; 

Oh  1  may  no  hnrrieano  destroy 

His  visionary  \iews  of  Joy ! 
God  of  the  winds!  oh,  hear  bishiiml.le  prayer. 
And  while  the  Moon  of  Harvest  sliiues,  th} 
klnstering  whirlwind  spare. 


fv'ide.        Sons  of  lusory,  to  juu 

Leave  I  Sleep's  dull  power  to  woo; 


o  jon 
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Press  yo  still  the  downy  bed, 
While  feverish  dreams  surround  your  head ; 
I  will  seek  the  woodland  glade, 
Penetrate  the  thickest  shade, 
Wrapped  in  Contemplation's  dreams, 
Musing  iiign  on  holy  themes, 
While  on  the  gale 
Shall  softly  sail 
The  nightln^lc's  enchanting  tune, 
And  oft  my  eyes 
Shall  grateful  rise 
To  thee,  the  modest  Harvest  Moon  I 

Hexbt  Kxekm  Whttx. 


NIGUT  SONG.     . 

The  moon  is  up  in  splendor, 
And  golden  stars  attend  her ; 

The  heavens  are  calm  and  bright ; 
Trees  cast  a  deepening  shadow, 
And  slowly  off  the  meadow 

A  mist  is  rising  silver-wliito. 

Night's  curtains  now  are  clo:*ing 
liiKmd  half  a  world  reposing 

III  oaliu  and  holy  trust. 
^Vli  seems  one  vast,  still  chamber, 
Where  weary  hearts  remember 

Xo  more  the  sorrows  of  the  dust 

Mattixias  Claudiits.  (Qorman.) 
lYui5latlon  of  C.  T.  Bkooka. 


Why  do  we,  then,  shim  Death  ivith  i 

strife?— 
If  Ljgbt  can  thus  deceive,  wherefore  xx 

Buuno  ^ 


TO  NiGirr. 

MrsTERiors  Night!    when   our  first  parent 

know 
Tlieo  from  report  divine,  and  heard  thy  name, 
Did  he  not  tremble  for  this  lovely  frame, 
This  glorious  canopy  of  light  and  blue  ? 
Yet  'ne.ith  the  curtain  of  translucent  dew, 
Bathed  in  the  rays  of  the  great  setting  flame, 
Ilesporn*  with  the  host  of  heaven  came, 
And  lol  creation  widened  in  man^s  view. 
Who  could  have  thought  such  darkness  lay 

concealed 
Within  thy  beams,  0  Sun  I  or  who  could  find, 
While  fly,  and  leaf,  and  insect  lay  revealed. 
That  to  such  countless  orbs  thou  mad^st  us 

blind! 


SONG.— THE  OWL. 

WiiEsr  cats  nm  home  and  light  is  co 

And  dew  is  cold  upon  the  groiuc 

And  the  far-off  stream  is  dumb. 

And  the  whirring  saU  goes  round 

And  the  whirring  siul  goes  round 

Alone  and  warming  his  five  wi 

The  white  owl  in  the  belfrj  sit 

Wlien  merry  milknudds  dick  the  la: 

And  rarely  smells  the  new-mown 

And  the  cock  hath  sung  beneath  thi 

Twice  or  thrice  his  ronndclay, 

Twice  or  thrice  his  roundelay ; 

Alone  and  warming  his  five  \\n 

The  white  owl  in  the  belfry  sit 


SECOND  SONG — TO  THE  SAME. 

TiiT  tuwhits  are  lulled,  I  wot, 
Tliy  tuwhoos  of  yesternight. 
Which,  upon  the  dark  afloat. 
So  took  echo  with  delight, 
So  took  echo  with  delight. 
That  her  voice,  ontnncfal  gro^ 
Wears  all  day  a  fainter  tone. 

I  would  mock  thy  chaont  anew ; 

But  I  cannot  mimic  it ; 
Not  a  whit  of  thy  tnwhod, 
Thee  to  woo  to  thy  tuwhit, 
Thee  to  woo  to  thy  tuwliit, 
With  a  lengthened  loud  halloo 
Tuwhoo,  tuwhit,  tuwhit,  tuwl; 

Altbss  Ti 


THE  OWL. 

WiuLE  the  moon,  with  sudden  glet 
Tlirough  the  clouds  that  oover  h 

Darts  her  light  upon  the  atrevn. 
And  the  poplars  gentlj  idi^ 


A  DOUBTING  HEABT. 


FlMMd  I  Itear  tli7  Imding  etj, 
Ovl,  that  lor'st  the  clondT  akj ! 
Sore  th;  notes  are  harmonj. 

While  the  miudeD,  pale  viih  care, 

Wanders  to  the  lonelj  ahade, 
Higba  ber  sorrows  to  the  air, 

WLile  the  flowerets  ronnd  her  fade, — 
Shrinks  to  hear  th^  boding  crj ; 
Owt,  that  loT'at  the  clonil;  skjr, 
To  her  it  b  not  harmouj. 

"V  hile  the  nretch  with  monmfiil  dole, 

Wrings  his  hands  in  agony, 
Prajlng  for  his  brother's  sool, 
Whom  he  pierced  snddenl;, — 
Shrinks  to  hear  thj  boding  cry; 
Owl,  that  lov'st  the  dondy  sky, 
To  him  It  is  not  harmoay. 

AHOimon. 


TEIE  OEIOKET. 

Iatle  inmate,  full  of  mirtli, 
Chiriiing  on  my  kitchen  hearth, 
Wheresoe'er  he  thine  abode 
jV.woy9  harbinger  of  good, 
Pay  inc  fur  th;  warm  retreat 
With  a  song  more  soft  and  sweet ; 
In  return  thou  sheUt  receive 

TbTH  iny  praise  shall  be  expressed, 
Inoffensive,  welcome  guest ! 
While  the  rat  is  on  the  scont, 
And  the  inoaso  with  curious  snout. 
With  iviiat  vermin  else  infest 
Every  dish,  and  spoil  the  best; 
Frisking  thus  before  the  tire, 
Thou  hast  all  thy  heart's  desire. 


Ihon  surpaisest,  happier  far, 
Happiest  grasshoppers  liat  are ; 
rhelra  is  but  a  summer's  song — 
ILine  endures  the  winter  long, 
(Tnimpaired,  and  shrill,  and  clear, 
Uelody  throughont  the  year. 

Vtuum  Oovm. 


TO  A  OBtOKET. 

VoioK  of  Summer,  keen  and  shrill. 
Chirping  roand  my  winter  fire, 
Of  thy  song  I  never  tire, 
Weary  others  as  they  will ; 
For  thy  song  with  Snmmer'a  filled — 
Filled  with  sunshine,  filled  with  June ; 
Firelight  echo  of  that  noon 
Uenrd  in  fields  when  all  is  stilled 
In  the  golden  light  of  May, 
Bringing  scents  of  new-mown  hay. 
Bees,  and  birds,  and  flowers  away: 
Prithee,  haunt  my  fireside  still. 
Voice  of  Summer,  keen  and  sbrill  1 


THE  DEPARTDRE  OF  THE  SWALLOW 

ASD  is  the  swallow  gone  ? 

Who  beheld  it! 

Which  way  soiled  it  ? 
Farewell  bade  it  none? 


As  it  fiiilcth  to  and  fro  ? 

So  tlio  freed  spirit  flies  I 

Froni  its  snrrouniliog  clay 
It  steals  away 

like  the  swallow  from  tlie  .°kies. 

Whither!  wherefore  duth  It  go? 

'T  is  nil  nnknown ; 

We  feel  alone 
That  a  void  is  left  below. 


A  DOUBTING  IIE.UiT. 

WuEiiE  are  the  swallows  fled  ? 

Frozen  and  dead 
rcrohancc  upon  some  bleak  ami  stormy  shoi 
O  doubting  heart ! 
For  over  purple  seas, 
Tliey  wait,  in  snnny  ease. 
The  balmy  southern  breeze 
To  bring  them  to  their  northern  homes  on 
more. 
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Why  must  the  flowers  die  ? 

Prisoned  they  Ue 
In  the  cold  tomb,  heedless  of  tears  or  rain. 
O  doubting  licart  I 
They  only  sleep  below 
The  soft  wlute  ermine  snow 
While  winter  winds  shall  blow, 
fo  breathe  and  smile  upon  yon  soon  ag&in. 

The  snn  has  hid  its  rays 

These  many  days ; 
Will  dreary  lionrs  never  leave  the  earth  ? 
O  doubting  heart ! 
The  stormy  clouds  on  high 
Veil  the  same  sunny  sky 
That  soon,  for  Spring  is  nigh, 
Shall  wake  the  Summer  into  golden  mirth. 

Fair  hope  is  dead,  and  light 

I»  quenched  in  night ; 
What  sound  can  break  the  silence  of  despair  ? 
O  doubting  heart ! 
The  sky  is  overcast^ 
Yet  stars  shall  rise  at  last, 
Brighter  for  darkness  past, 
And  angels'  silver  voices  stir  the  air. 

Adelaxj>b  Axmb  Pboctkb. 


FANCY. 


Ever  lot  the  Fancy  roam ; 

Plea**ure  never  is  at  home : 

At  a  toiu'Ii  sweet  Pleasure  melteth 

Like  to  bubble!*  when  rain  pelteth ; 

Then  let  winged  Fancy  wander 

Through  the  thought  still  spread  l)eyond  her; 

Ol>en  wide  the  mind's  cage-iloor— 

She  *11  dart  fortli,  and  cloud  ward  soar. 

O  sweet  Fancy !  let  her  loose  I 

Summer's  joys  are  spoilt  by  use, 

And  the  enjoying  of  the  Spring 

Fades  as  docs  its  blossoming. 

Autumn's  rcd-lippetl  fruitage  too, 

Blushing  through  the  mist  and  dew, 

Cloys  Avith  tasting.    What  do  then? 

Sit  thee  by  the  ingle,  when 

The  sear  faggot  blazes  bright, 

Spirit  of  a  av inter's  night; 

When  the  Sfnmdless  earth  Is  muffled, 

^d  the  caked  snow  is  shuffled 


From  the  plooghboy^s  heavy  diooo ; 
When  the  Night  doth  meet  the  Koon 
In  a  dark  conspiracy 
To  banish  Even  from  her  sky. 
Sit  thee  there,  and  send  abroad, 
I  With  a  mind  self-overawed. 
Fancy,  high-commissioned ; — send  her  I 
She  has  vassals  to  attend  her ; 
She  will  brings  hi  spite  of  frost, 
Beauties  that  the  earth  hath  lost; — 
She  will  bring  thee,  all  together, 
All  delights  of  summer  weather ; 
^\I1  the  buds  and  bells  of  May, 
From  dewy  swanl  or  thorny  spray; 
All  the  heaped  Autumn's  wealth  ;* 
With  a  still,  mysterious  stealth ; 
She  will  mix  these  pleasures  up 
Like  throe  fit  wines  in  a  cup, 
And  thou  shalt  quaff  it, — Uioa  shalt  hea 
Distant  harvest-carols  dear — 
Rustle  of  the  reaped  com ; 
Sweet  birds  antheming  the  morn ; 
And^  in  the  same  moment — hark! 
T  is  the  early  April  lark,— 
Or  the  rooks,  with  busy  caw, 
Foraging  for  sticks  and  straw. 
Thou  shalt,  at  one  glance,  behold 
The  daisy  and  the  marigold ; 
White-plumcHl  lilies,  and  the  first 
Hedge-grown  primrose  that  hath  liur!<t 
Shaded  hyacinth,  alway 
Sapphii-e  queen  of  the  mid-May  ; 
And  every  leaf,  and  every  flower 
Pearled  with  the  selfsame  shower. 
Thou  shalt  see  the  field-mouse  peep 
Meagre  from  its  cellcil  sleep : 
And  the  snake,  all  winter-thin. 
Cast  on  sunny  bank  its  skin ; 
Frccklo<l  nest-eggs  thou  shalt  see 
Hatching  in  the  hawthorn-tree. 
When  the  hen-bird's  ^nng  doth  rett 
Quiet  on  her  mossy  nest ; 
Then  the  hurry  and  alarm 
When  the.  bee-hive  casta  its  swarm ; 
Acorns  ripe  down-pattering 
While  the  autumn  breezes  sing. 


Oh  sweet  Fancy !  let  her  loose! 
Every  thing  is  spoilt  by  use ; 
I  Where 's  the  cheek  that  doth  nnC  Ikie^ 


WIHTEB   FANCIES. 


loh  gazed  at  I    Where 's  the  moid 

lip  mature  ia  ever  new  I 

's  the  ejo,  howeTor  bine, 

at  wearf}    Where 's  the  fitoe 

Mild  meet  in  everj'  place! 

'i  the  voice,  however  soft, 

raid  hear  h>  ymj  ofti 

Qcb  iiveet  Pleasore  melteth 

bobbles  when  nun  peltetb. 
an,  winged  Fan<7  find 
mistresa  to  tJtj  mind: 
tjed  ta  Oerea'  daughter 
I  god  of  Torment  tan^^t  her 
)  frown  and  bow  to  ohide ; 

waist  and  with  a  sde 
m  Heba'a  when  her  zone 
I  goldea  dasp,  and  dawn 
r  kirtle  to  her  feet, 
■be  held  the  goblet  sweet, 
Te  grew  languid. — Break  the  meab 
Fancy's  silken  leash ; 
'  break  her  prisoQ-Btring, 
ch  joj9  aa  these  she  II  iiring. — 

niajred  Fanoj  roam; 
e  Di-ver  is  at  home. 

JoBK  Kun. 


THE  WINDY  NIGHT. 

Al'>w  and  aloof, 

Over  the  roof, 
e  midnight  tempests  howl  1 
a  dreary  voice,  hko  the  dismal  tune 
^Ives  that  bay  at  the  desert  moon ; 

Or  whiEtle  and  shriek 

Throngh  limbs  that  creak. 

"Tn-who!  Tn-whit!" 

They  cry,  and  flit, 
ait!  Tu-whol"  like  the  soletun  owl  1 

Alow  and  aloof, 

Over  the  roof; 
the  moaning  winds  amain. 

And  wildly  dsah 

The  (dm  and  ash, 
ing  on  the  window  sash 

With  a  clatt«r  and  patter 

Xilvhtfl  and  Fiin. 

That  w«D  nigh  shatter 

Ikadi^paul 


Alow  and  aloof; 

Over  the  roof, 
How  the  tempests  swell  and  ronrl 

ThoQ^  no  foot  ia  astir. 

Though  the  cat  and  the  cur 
lie  dodng  along  the  kitchen  floor. 

There  are  feet  of  air 

On  every  stair — 

Through  every  ball! 

Through  each  gnsty  door 

There's  a  jostle  and  busUe, 

Whh  a  alken  rustle, 
like  the  meeting  of  guests  at  a  festival  I 

Alow  and  aloo^ 

Over  the  roof; 
How  the  stormy  tempests  swell ! 

And  make  the  vane 

On  the  spire  complun; 
They  heave  at  the  steeple  with  might  and  maiu, 

And  bnrst  and  sweep 

Into  the  belfiy,  on  the  bell ! 
TIioysnuteitBohard,  and  they  smiteit  so  well 

That  Uiu  sexton  tosses  his  arms  in  sleep. 
And  dreams  ho  is  ringing  a  funeral  knell ! 

Thohu  Bdchuiaii  Bud, 


THE  MroNIGHT  WIND. 

UorRNFULLT!  oh,  moumfullv 

This  midnigbt  wind  doth  sigh, 
Like  some  sweet,  plaintive  melody 

Of  ages  long  gone  by  I 
It  speaks  a  talo  of  other  years, — 

Of  hopes  that  bloomed  to  die, — 
Of  sunny  smiles  that  set  in  tears, 

And  loves  that  mouldering  lie! 

Moomfiilly !  oli,  mournfully 

This  midniglit  wind  doth  moani 
It  slirs  some  chord  of  memory 

In  eacli  dull,  heavy  tone; 
The  voices  of  the  much-loved  dead 

Seem  flo.iting  tlierou])on, — 
All,  all  my  fond  Leart  chcrii^hed 

Ere  dccth  liad  made  it  lone. 

Mournfully  1  oU,  monmfiiUy 
This  n^dnight  wind  doth  swell 

With  its  quaint,  penrive  minstrelsy, - 
Hope's  passBonato  faroweU 


POEMS  OF  NAT0RE. 


To  tiio  'iru^imy  joya  of  oiiriv  yonre, 

Ere  yet  griers  cnnker  foil 
On  the  hearl'ji  Uoora,— ay !  well  may  tears 

fitarC  at  tliat  parting  kncUl 

WiLLUH  MaTsniriLi. 


BLOW,  BLOW,  TnOD  WIXTER  WIND. 

Blow,  blow,  tlioQ  winter  wind — 
Thou  art  not  ao  unkind 

Ab  rnnn's  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen, 
Beoanse  thou  art  not  seen, 
Although  thy  brcatli  l>c  r 
FTcigh  ho!   sing  lieigli  ho!   onto 

holly: 
Most  friendship  Li  feigning,  most  li, 
folly; 
Then,  heigh  ho !  the  hollyl 
This  life  is  most  joUyl 

Freeze,  freeze,  thon  bitter  aky- 
Thou  do^t  not  hltti  so  nigh 

As  benefits  for^^t; 
Tlioagli  then  the  waters  warp, 
Thy  sting  Is  not  »o  sharp 

As  friend  reraerabered  not. 
Ileif^h  hoi    sing  heigh  hoi    unto  the  giccn 

lioliy : 
Moat  friendship  is  fL'igniiig,  most  loving  mere 
folly; 
Then,  heigh  ho!  the  holly! 
TLislileismostjoUyl 


nit:  iiOLLY-TREE. 

0  BF.\nEi;!   hii.'t  thou  ever  stood  to  see 

Tlie  holly-tree! 
The  eye  thnt  contemplates  it  well,  perceives 

Its  glossy  leaves 
Orderoil  by  an  intoliigence  so  wise 
As  mighl  ronfijund  the  atheist's  aojiiiistricH. 

Bcloiv,  n  circling  fence,  its  loaves  nrc  seen 

Wriukled  and  keen; 
Kograzingeattle,  through  their  prickly  round, 

Can  re;ich  to  wound; 
But  as  tlioy  grow  where  nothing  is  to  fear, 
Smooth   :inil   uunrme'l  the  pointleai   leaves 
api>^Mr. 


I  love  to  new  these  things  wlUi  onrioiu  efM 
And  moraliKo; 

And  in  tliis  wisdom  of  tho  bolly-trw 

Cnn  emblems  see 
Wherewith,  perobanoe,  to  make  a  plauu 

rhyme, 
One  which  may  profit  in  the  aR<r-tin», 

Thus,  though   abroad,    perchance,  I  mlgh 
appear 

Harsh  and  austere — 
M  who  on  my  leimre  would  intndt 

Heserved  and  rude ; 
at  home  amid  my  friends  I  'd  be^ 
le  high  leaves  npoa  the  bolty-tree. 

lonldmy  youth,  as  yonH  is  apt,  I  kiMir 

Some  harshness  i^ow, 
n  asperities  I,  day  by  day. 

Would  wear  away, 
)  smooth  temper  of  my  age  should  bo 
le  high  leaves  npoo  tbe  hollj-troe. 

And  as,  wb.n  all  the  suinmer  troe^  a.re  m*i. 

So  briylil  and  green, 
The  holly-leaves  their  fadeless  hues  display 

Less  bright  than  they; 
But  when  the  hare  and  wintry  woods  we  m* 
Wlial  then  so  cheerfid  as  the  holly-tree  i 

So,  aerious  should  ray  youth  appear  among 

The  thonghtless  throng; 
So  would  I  seem,  niaid  the  young  and  gay. 

More  grave  than  they; 
Tlint  in  ray  ago  as  cheerful  I  might  be 
As  the  greou  iviutar  of  the  holly-tree. 

Rob  tar  Somwn. 


WOODS  IN  WLVTER. 

WiiEs  winter  winds  are  piercing  chill. 
And  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  galo 

With  solemn  feet  I  trend  the  hill 
That  overbrows  tlio  lonely  v.ile. 

O'er  the  bare  upland,  and  away 
Througli  the  long  reach  of  desert  woods, 

The  embracing  sunbeams  cha.«tely  play. 
And  gladdon  these  deep  soUtnde* 


twisted  romid  the  ttarren  oak, 
Dmmer  vine  ta  Imbu^  clung, 
am«r  wind*  the  stillnew  broke, — 
Tjstti  Idcle  is  bmig. 

from  th^  froien  urns,  mnte  springs 
oat  the  river's  gradoal  tide, 


low  changed  from  the  fair  scene 
t  birds  BSDg  ont  their  mellow  lay, 
nds  were  soft,  and  woods  wero  green, 
the  song  oeaaed  not  with  the  iay. 

\,  wild  music  ia  abroad, 
desert  woods  1  within  yonr  crowd ; 
Ikering  winds,  In  hoarse  accord, 
I  the  vocal  reeds  pipe  load. 

ti  and  wintry  winds  I  my  ear 
pown  frnnriiiir  with  fODT  song ; 
I  la  the  opening  year,— 
n.  and  it  cheera  mo  long. 

HniST  Wistwomi  LonoriLuiir. 


SORTH  Wlil). 

ind!  strong  wind!  sweeping  o'er  the 

aonntttins; 

ind:   free  wind!    blowing  from  the 

e*. 

rth  Uiy  >-iaIs  like  torrents  from  air 

oontainSi 

iM  of  life  to  me. 

ind !  cold  wind  I  like  a  northern  ginot, 
irightly  threading   thj    cloud-driven 

i;  the  blank  night  witli  thy  voice  de- 

lant— 

oeet  thee  there! 

isd!  bold  wind!  like  a  strong-nnncd 

lagel 

me   and    kiss   me    with    ttiy    kisses 

I  in  thb  dnllcd  ear  thy  secret,  nwoct 

nagd,— 

ndflo^ulM! 


rER.  Ill 

fierce  wind!   mad  wiadi  howlbg  o'er  ths 

national 
Enew'at  thou  how  leapeth  my  heart  as  thon 

goestby, 
Ah  I  thoo  wonldst  psnse  awhile  in  aaddan 

patience, 
Like  a  hunan  sigh  1 

Sharp  wind  I  keeii  windl   catting  as  word 

arrows, 
Empty  thy  quiver-fuU  I  Pasa  by  I   what  is '( 

That   in    some    mortal    eyes    life's    whole 

bright  circle  narrows 
To  one  misery? 

Loud  wiad!  strong  wind  I  stay  thon  in  the 


Fresh  wind!  free  wind!  tronhle  not  theaeat 
Or  lay  thy  deathly  bond  upon  my  heart's 
warm  fountains 

That  I  hear  not  thee  I 

DlirxH  Maui  Uvunk. 


THE  SSOW-STOilM. 

AsNouNCEn  by  all  the  trumpets  of  the  sky. 
Arrives  tliy  snow ;  noil,  driviiig  oVt  tlie  fields 
Sceins  nowhere  to  alight;  the  ivliitvd  air 
Hides  bilU  and  woods,  the  rivor,  and  the 

heaven. 
And  veils  the  furm-lionsc  nt  the  (^union's  end. 
The  sled  and  traveller  stoppeil,  the  courier'* 

feet 
Delayed,  all  friends  shut  out,  the  housematei- 

sit 
Around  tlie  radiant  fireplace,  enclosed 
In  a  tamultnous  privacy  of  storm. 

CoTiio  see  the  north  wind';;  mawnry. 
Out  of  an  unseen  quarry,  evermore 
FuFDiahed  with  tile,  the  fierce  artificer 
Curves  his  white  bastions  wiih  projected  roo. 
Ron nd  every  windward  slrtke,  ortree,  orUoor 
Speeding,  the  myriad-huiide<l,  his  wild  work 
So  fanciful,  so  savage^  nought  carc.^  he 
For  namber  or  |)roportion.    Mockingly, 
On  coop  or  kennel  be  hangs  Parian  wreatlioi 
A  swan-like  form  invests  the  hidden  thorn; 
Fills  np  the  farmer's  lane  from  wall  to  wall, 
Maugre  the  farmer's  aighs ;  and  at  the  gate 
A  t^>eriug  turret  overtops  the  w  utV. 


POEUa   OF   KATURE. 


And  wli> 


1  hU  bou 


ihered,  and  the 


n-orlJ 


18  all  Lis  own,  retiring  aa  ha  were  not, 
Leaves,  ivLon  the  aun  appears,  nstoniahed  Art 
To  miniic  in  slow  Btractures,  Blone  bj  stone, 
IJiiilt  in  an  ngi^,  tlie  innd  wind's  night-work, 
The  frolic  iircliitceturo  of  the  snow. 


WDvTER  SOXG. 

SrjLMF.R  joys  aro  oVr ; 

Flovrereta  bloom  no  more, 
TFintrT  »-in'U  are  mveuping; 
Thrnugb  the  »Qow-(lrift8,  pw 

Cheerful  evergreen 

Now  no  pluracd  throng 
Cliarms  the  wood  with  son 
]fie-boiind  trees  are  glittering 
Morry  snow-bird?,  tirittering, 
FoDiJlj'  strive  tu  cheer 
Scenes  so  cold  and  drear. 

Winter,  still  I  see 
Jtnnj'  charms  in  thee—- 
Ixtye  thy  chilly  greeting, 
Snow-storms  fiercely  beating, 
And  the  dear  delights 
Of  tlie  loni.'.  long  nights. 


Though  these  he  good,  true  wisduin  (t>  inipart. 

He  who  boa  not  enough  for  thene  to  tjtn* 
Of  time  or  gold,  may  yet  amend  his  henn. 

And  tench  hb  soul  by  brooks  and  rim 
feir— 
Nature  is  always  wue  in  sverj  pad 


L.VAKES   K  THE   WT-S-TEI!, 

O  MEiAScnni.T  bird,  a  winter's  dny 

Thou  standest  by  tlio  margin  of  the  pool, 
And,  tniit'lit  by  God,  dost  thy  whole  bcinj 

To  patience,  which  nil  evil  ran  allay. 

God  ha.s  ap[)ointed  thee  the  fi^h  thy  prcv. 
And  given  thyself  a  Icason  to  the  fool 
Unthrifly.  to  submit  to  moral  nile, 

And  hia  unthinking  coarse  by  thco  to  weigh. 
There  need  not  schools  nor  the  professor'^ 


TO  TEE  REDBREAST, 
bird!    that  ebg'st  away  the  c 

tars  past  or  coming,  void  of  care; 

leased  with  delights  which  present  ore, 

iBaons,  bndding  sprays,  sweet-acuetliiij 

flowers — 

^ka,    to  springs,  to  rills,  from    leaQ 

bowers 

by  Creator's  goodness  dust  declare, 

liat  dear  gifts  on  thee  He  did  not  spsM 

I  to  haman  sense  in  sin  that  lowen. 

ool  can  be  so  sick  which  by  thy  Mmgi 
(Attired  in  Bweemess)  sweetly  Ls  not  drlren 
Quite  to  forget  earth's  turmoiK  spites,  aof 

wrongs, 
And  lift   a    reverend  eye    and  thonght  It 

Heaveh ! 
Sweet,  artless  songster  1  thou  my  mind  dosi 

To  aJra  of  spheres — yes,  and  to  angels'  lays. 


AFTERNOON  IN  FEBRUARY. 

The  day  is  ending, 
The  night  is  descending; 
The  marsh  is  frozen. 
The  river  dend. 

Tlirongh  clouds  like  ashee 
The  red  sun  flashes 
On  rillage  windows 
Tl,at  glimmer  red. 

The  snow  rccommencea ; 
The  bnricd  fences 
Mark  no  longer 
The  road  o'er  the  plain ; 


iTongh  the  meadowa, 
rAil  BhttilowH, 

enl  train. 

upeoliDg, 
17  feeling 
nereapondi 

a  dianud  knell  \ 

I  are  tmling, 

t  ia  bewailing 

ing  within 

1  funeral  bell. 

-!m  WuMirona  Lassnuow. 


•OR  THE  SEASONS. 

rf  lark  doth  gild 
g  the  Bnmmer  honrs, 
I  the  swallows  build 
}nd  tops  of  towera, 
1  broom -flowur  burns 

a  May  retnms 
y  huste.— 
merry  art  the  tima  .' 
tr  lime*!  tht  Spring  limet! 

the  a-'hy  rtone 
i<lni!;bt  cricket  crieth, 
binid  aic  flowti, 
am  of  pJensiirL'  dieCli ; 
blue,  loDghing  sky 
gray, 


■»  sigh, 

lolemn  are  the  times .' 

T  timM.'  the  Xight  timet! 

aU  aroun.l 
no  vast  change  revolving  ; 
ho  lately  frowned, 
nwD  dissolving; 
t  her  fetters  Btroiigc, 
ggrow  free; 
le  world  will  change, 

\«p^ul  are  alt  timet ! 


DffiGE  FOR  THE  TEAE. 

OaPHUt  Honn,  the  Year  ia  dead, 
Come  and  ligb,  oome  and  weep  1 

Herry  Hoora,  amile  inateod, 
For  the  Tear  is  hot  aaleep : 

8m,  it  aniilea  as  it  ia  sleeping, 

Mocking  your  nntimely  weeping. 

As  an  earthquake  rocka  a  corse 

In  ita  coffin  in  the  clay, 
So  white  Winter,  that  rongh  nnrae, 

Rqcks  the  dead-cold  Tear  to-day; 
Solemn  Eoura  I  wul  alond 
For  yonr  mother  b  her  ahrond. 

As  the  wild  nir  stirs  and  aweya 
The  tree-swung  cradle  of  a  child, 

Bo  the  breath  of  these  mdc  daya 
Rocks  the  Tear.    Be  calm  and  ndld, 

Trembling  Eoura;  alie  will  arise 

With  now  love  within  her  eyes. 

January  gray  ia  here, 
like  a  seiton  by  her  grave; 

February  bears  ttie  bier; 
March  with  grief  doth  howl  nnd  rave. 

And  April  weeps — but,  O  ye  Hours! 

Follow  with  May'a  fairest  flowers. 

Pdct  Bnun  Sesllct. 


INFLUENCE  OF  NATURiU-  OBJECTS 


WiBiMM  and  Spirit  of  the  nnivcrsol 
Tliou  Soul,  that  art  the  eternity  of  thought! 
And  ^v'st  to  forms  and  images  a  brcatb 
And  everlasting  motion !  not  in  vain, 
I!y  dny  or  star-li);1it,  thus  from  my  first  dawn 
Of  childhood  did^t  thoD  intertwine  for  nic 
The  pa.-vions  that  build  up  our  hutnnn  rkiI — 
Not  with  the  mean  and  vulgar  works  of  Man, 
But  with  high  (liijcctts  with  enduring  lliings 
With  IJfo  and  Nature;  pnrifj-ing  tim* 
The  elementa  of  feeling  and  of  thonght. 
And  sanctifying  by  audi  discipline 
Itoth  pain  and  fear, — nntil  we  rccognlm 
A  grandeur  in  the  beatings  ot  t\\e  \ieart. 
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rOEMS   OF   N  arOBE. 


Sor  w:ia  this  fellowslilp  vtmchaafud  to  mo 
With  atiDted  kindness,     in  Noveiaber  days, 
Wlieii  viipora  rolling  dowTi  the  volloys  made 
\  luni'ly  scene  more  Ion esomo ;  among  wootfa 
At   iirion ;    and   'mid   tlie   calm   of   Bammer 

nights, 
When,  hy  the  innrgin  of  tha  trembling  loke, 
Beneath  the  glooraj  hills,  homeward  I  went 
In  solilTide,  snch  inlerconrso  wns  mine. 
Mini.'  WIL4  it  in  the  fields  both  dn.v  and  night, 
Aq'1  liy  the  waters,  nil  the  S\imme 
Ani.1  in  the  frosty  sonson,  when  tbi 
Whs  set,  and,  vifflhle  for  many  a  «r 
The   cuttage  windows   tlirongh  tl 

(  heeded  not  the  summons.  Happ; 
ll  w^s  indeed  for  all  of  us ;  for  me 
It  nos  n  time  of  rapture!  Clear  a 
Tho  rillagc-clonk  tolled  six;  I  whe 
Proud  and  exulting  like  an  untired 
That  Pares  not  for  his  liome.     AB 

\Tf  lii"i'l  along  tha  polished  iec,  in  games 

Cirih  .Irato,  iiuitntive  of  the  chase 

Anil     "-lyudlnnd    pleasures,— the    resounding 

Tll^■  paet  lond-chiraing,  imd  the  hunted  hare. 
Sii  through  the  darkness  and  the  cnld  weflew, 
.\\\i\  not  a  voice  was  idle.    With  tlie  din 
Smitten,  the  precipiees  rang  nlond  ; 
The  leafless  trees  and  every  iry  priii; 
Tinkled  like  iron;  wliile  far-distant  hills 
Into  the  tumult  sent  an  alien  sound 
Of  mclauclioly,  not  unnoticed ;  while  the  stars, 
Eiistwurd,  wore  sparkling  dejir,  and   in  the 

Tlie  orunfie  sty  of  eveniug  died  away. 
Vot  aelihim  from  the  u]iroar  I  retired 
Into  a  silent  bay,  or  sportively 
3  lanced    aide  way,    leaving    the    tnmulluons 

To  cut  across  the  reflex  of  a  star — 
Image,  that,  flying  still  before  me,  gleamed 
r|H>n  the  glassy  plain.    An<!  oftentimes, 
Wlien  we  hwl  given  our  bodies  to  the  wind, 
Anil  all  the  shadowy  banks  on  either  side 
raine  r-weopiiiR  thronph  the  darknes.s,  spin- 
ning stiil 
Till-  rapid  line  of  motion,  then  .it  once 
Hiive  I,  re-'iining  back  upon  my  heel^ 


Stopped  short ;  yet  still  the  solitary  dift" 
Wheeled  by  me,— even  as  if  the  Earth  hi 

With  visible  motion  her  diomal  round ! 
Behind  me  did  they  stretch  in  solemn  trniD. 
Feebler  and  feebler ;  and  I  stood  and  wnlvli 
Till  all  was  tranquil  a. 


THE   TA1.E  Of   CBHHOBti 


a  Buxst^E,  r 

thou  a  charm  to  stay  the  mondng-ftv 
J  steep  course!    So  long  he  se«mi  I 

Y  bftld,  awltil  hood,  O  sovereign  Blaoc 
xve  and  Arveiron  at  thy  base 
5e»iolessly;  but  thoa,  most  Awfid  Fan 
from  forth  thy  silent  eea  of  piius, 
Uently  t    Aronnd  thM  ind  abovs 
i/eep  IB  the  air  and  dark,  substantial,  blacV- 
An  ebon  mits^.     Metliinka  thou  jiienv-'t  i'. 
As  with  a  wedge !  Hut  when  I  look  a^ain. 
It  is  thine    own    calm    home,    thy    c^y^l! 

Tliy  habitation  from  eternity  I 
O  dread  and  silent  Mount !  I  gazed  upon  iL« 
Till  thnn,  atill  present  to  the  bodily  sense. 
Didst  vanish  from  mj  thought.     Entranr*!!  ii 

T  worshipped  the  Invisible  alone. 

Vet,  like  some  sweet  begniling  melody. 
So  sweet  we  know  not  wo  are  liitening  tort. 
Thou,   the   meanwhile,    wust   blending  will 

my  though  l^— 
Yea,  with  my  life  and  life's  own  secret  Joy- 
Till  the  dilating  sool,  enrnpt,  transfnse<l, 
Into  the  mighty  vision  passing — there, 
As   in    her  natural  form,  swelled    vast  ' 

Heaven ! 

Awake,  my  soul!  not  only  passive  prai-'c 
Thou  owcst!  not  alone  these  swelling  tears. 
Mute  thanks  and  secret  ecstasy  I  Awako, 
Voice  of  sweet  songi     Awake,  lay  heai 

awake  1 
Green  vales  and  icy  cliffs,  all  join  my  hymn 


HTHN  IN  THE  TALE  OF  CHAHODNI. 


lib 


Brat  and  tidet,  tole  BorertigD  of  the 

;^iiig  with  the  darkneas  all  the  night, 

ted  mil  Di^t  by  troops  of  Btara, 

1  thej  climb  tha  skj  or  when  they 

iOD  of  the  moming-Btar  at  dawn, 
Caiih'a  ro^  itar,  and  of  the  dawn 
d — wake,  oh  wake,  and  utter  praise  1 
k  tbf  sooless  pillan  deep  in  earthf 
•d  Chj  oonnteDance  with  rosy  light! 
de  thee  parent  of  perpetoal  streama  T 

oo,  je  fife  wild  torrents  fiercely  glad  I 
Had  yon  forth  from  night  and  utter 
eith, 

ik  and  icy  cavernti  called  fon  forth, 
lOM  predpitons,  block.  Jagged  rocks, 
ahattered  and  the  aame  for  ever? 
«  70a  joar  invnlnerable  life, 
Nngth,  your  ipeed,  joar  tarj,  and 
mrjoj, 

g  thnoder  and  eternal  foam  ? 
>  commanded  (and  the  Bilenoe  came), 
[fae  Inllows  stiffen,  anO  have  rest? 

-Call^!  je  that  from  the  moaiitain'a 

normons  ravines  slope  amain — 

,    methlnks,  that   heard  a   might; 

pped  at  once  amid  their  maddest 

9B  torrents  I  silent  cataracts  I 

iad«  jon    gloriocs  as  the  gates  of 

:  the  keen  ftall  moon?    Who  bade 

besnn 

rn  "ith  rainbows?    Who.  with  liv- 

■gflowen 


Of  loveliest  bine,  spread  garlands  at  jaar 

feet? 
God ! — lot  the  torrents,  like  a  shont  of  na- 

tiona, 
Answer  I  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo,  God  I 
God  I   dng  je  mradow-streams  with  g\tA 

some  voioe  I 
Ye  pine-grorea,  with  yonr  wft  and  sonl-like 

MOndsI 
And  thej  too  have  a  voice,  yna  pilea  of  snow. 
And  in  their  perilons  fall    shall    thnnder, 

Godl 
To  living  flowers  that  skirt  the  eternal 

frost  1 
Ye  wild  goote  sporUng  round  the  eagle's  nest  I 
Ye  eagles,  playniates  nf  the  monntun-storm  I 
Te  lightnings,  the  dread  arrows  of  the  olooda  t 
Ye  signs  and  wonders  of  the  elements  I 
Utter  forth    Uod,    and  fill    the  hilla   witb 

praise! 

Then  too,  hoar  Meant  I    with   thy  sky- 
pointing  peaks, 

Oft  from  whose  feet  the  avalnnche,  unheard, 
Shoots  downward,  glittering  through  the  pitr 

Into  the  deptl  of  clonds  tlint  veil  thy  breast— 
Thou  too  again,  stupendous  Mountain!  thou 
That  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bowed  low 
In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 
Slow  travelling  with  dim  eyes  suffused  with 

tears, 
Solemnly  seemetst,  like  a  vapory  cloud, 
To  rise  before  mo — Rise,  oh  ever  rise ! 
liise  like  a  cloud  of  incense,  from  the  Earth  ! 
Then  kingly  Siiirit  throned  among  the  hills, 
Thon  dread  ambassador  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 
Great  Hierarch  1  tell  thon  the  silent  slcy, 
And  tell  the  stars,  and  tell  yon  rising  son. 
Earth,  with  her  thousand  voices,  praises  God 

BuFIL  TlTLOK  CuUmNIK 


PART  II. 
POEMS     OP      CHILDHOOD 


PipixQ  dovQ  the  TtUtj*  wild. 
Piping  mig»  of  pleuut  gle^ 

On  a  cloud  I  rair  *  child. 
And  he,  UDgbiug,  Mid  to  mv  > 

"  Pipe  a  Ming  about  a  lamb." 

So  I  piped  with  men7  cheer. 
'Piper,  pipe  that  Bong  igaia." 
So  I  piped ;  he  wept  to  hear. 

''  Drop  Ihy  pipe,  Ibj  happy  pipe, 
-Sing  thj  Bougi  or  happy  cheer.* 

i^o  I  auog  the  tame  egua, 
While  be  wept  with  joj  to  hear. 

"  Piper,  Bit  thee  down  and  write. 
In  a  book,  (bat  all  may  read." — 

.'^0  he  TDulibed  Tniin  my  light. 
And  I  plucked  a  hollow  reed  , 

;Vud  I  made  a  rural  pen  : 

And  I  ataiocd  the  water  cteai 
And  I  wrote  my  happy  aODga 

Every  child  may  joy  to  heat. 

Wtuiur  Black 
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BABY  MAY. 

.  soft  as  JdI;  peachei; 
«  dewj  ecorlet  teaches 
ileneaa ;  round  large  eyes 
t  with  new  snrpriae ; 
Ue<l  with  shadelesa  gladneM ; 
i«t  as  brinuned  with  udneas; 
ilea  and  wailing  cries ; 
I  laugtis  ood  t«arfii)  eje« ; 
1  shiulovra,  swifter  bom 
vJTtd-swept  aatDDiQ  com ; 

.ery  limb  aU  motion  ; 

up  of  legs  and  arms ; 
s  back  and  amall  alarms ; 

Sngers;  straightening  Jerks ; 
Vet  whose  each  toe  works ; 
a|>  and  straining  risings; 
■■vcr  new  surprisings ; 

wants  and  looks  all  wonder 
ngs  tlie  heavens  under ; 
iij  of  smiled  reprovings 
!  more  of  lore  than  loving^ ; 
done  with  each  a  winning 
that  wo  prize  such  sinning; 
>  dire  of  plates  and  glasses ; 
I  'mall  at  all  that  passes; 
■iTofall  that's  able 
:.'lit  from  traj  or  table ; 
—mall  meditation* 
hiinghta  of  cares  for  nation* 
into  wisest  speeches 
ae  that  Dotbing  teacbea ; 
loogfata  of  wboM  posHsaing 
(oocd  to  light  bjgi 


Slumbers — aaoh  iweet  angel-seeinings 
That  we'd  ever  have  anch  dreaminga; 
Till  from  sleep  we  see  thee  breaking, 
And  WD  'd  alwaya  have  thee  waking ; 
Wealth  for  which  we  know  no  mcatare ; 
Pleasure  high  above  alt  pleaanrei 
Gladnesa  brimming  over  gladneas; 
Joy  in  care ;  delight  in  sadneaa ; 
Loveliness  beyond  completeness; 
Sweetness  distancing  all  sweetness; 
Beauty  all  that  beauty  may  bo ; — 
That 's  May  Bennett ;  that 's  my  linl>y. 


LDLLABY. 

SwBBT  and  low,  sweet  and  low, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea, 
Low,  low,  breathe  and  blow, 

Wind  of  the  weMt^rn  sea! 
Over  the  rolling  waters  go ; 
Come  from  the  dying  moon,  and  blow. 

Blow  him  again  to  me ; 
Wliile  my  little  one,  while  toy  pretty  one, 

Sleep  and  rest,  sleep  and  rest ; 

Father  will  come  to  theo  soon. 
Rc»t,  rest  on  mother's  breast; 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon. 
Father  will  come  to  his  babe  in  the  nest; 
Silver  sails  all  oat  of  the  west 

Under  the  ailver  moon ; 
Sleep,  mylittlsooe,  Bleep,  roj  pretty  one,  el«*^ 
kunxa  Tmnnm 
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CHOOSING  A  NAME. 

I  OAVE  got  a  new-bora  sister ; 

I  was  nigh  the  first  that  kissed  her. 

When  the  nursing-woman  brought  her 

To  papa,  his  infant  daughter, 

How  papa^s  dear  eyes  did  glisten ! — 

She  will  shortly  be  to  christen ; 

And  papa  has  made  the  offer, 

I  shall  have  the  naming  of  her. 

Now  I  wonder  what  would  please  Ler — 

Charlotte,  Julia,  or  Lonsia  ? 

Ann  and  Mary,  they  're  too  common ; 

Joan 's  too  formal  for  a  woman ; 

Jane 's  a  prettier  name  beside ; 

But  we  had  a  Jane  that  died. 

They  would  say,  if  't  was  Rebecca, 

That  she  was  a  little  Quaker. 

Edith 's  pretty,  but  that  iooks 

Better  in  old  English  books ; 

Ellen 's  lefl  off  long  ago ; 

Blanche  is  out  of  fashion  now. 

None  that  I  have  named  as  yet 

Are  so  good  as  Margaret. 

Emily  is  neat  and  fine ; 

What  do  you  think  of  Caroline  ? 

IIow  I  'm  puzzled  and  perplexed 

What  to  choose  or  think  of  next ! 

I  am  in  a  little  fever 

Lest  the  name  that  I  should  give  her 

Should  disgrace  her  or  defame  her  ; — 

I  will  leave  papa  to  name  her. 

Mabt  Lamb. 


TIIE  OURISTENING. 

Abbaybd— a  half-angelic  sight — 
In  vests  of  pure  baptismal  white. 
The  mother  to  the  Font  doth  bring 
The  little  helpless,  nameless  thing 
With  hushes  soft  and  mild  caressing. 
At  once  to  get — a  name  and  blessing. 
Close  by  the  babe  the  priest  doth  stand. 
The  cleansing  water  at  his  hand 
Which  must  assoil  the  soul  within 
From  every  stain  of  Adam's  sin. 
The  infant  eyes  the  mystic  scenes, 
Nor  knows  what  all  this  wonder  means ; 


And  now  he  smiles,  as  if  to  say, 

"  I  am  a  Christian  made  this  day ;  ^ 

Now  frighted  clings  to  nurse's  hold. 

Shrinking  from  the  water  cold, 

Whose  virtues,  rightly  understood, 

Are,  as  Bethesda's  waters,  good. 

St^-ange  words— The  World,  The  Fleah,  T1 

DevU— 
Poor  babe,  what  can  it  know  of  evil  ? 
But  we  must  silently  adore 
Mysterious  truths,  and  not  explore. 
Enough  for  him,  in  after-times, 
When  he  shall  read  these  artless  rhjmea. 
If^  looking  back  ppon  this  day 
With  quiet  conscience,  he  can  say, 
**  I  have  in  part  redeemed  the  pledge 
Of  my  baptismal  privilege ; 
And  more  and  more  will  strive  to  flee 
All  which  my  sponsors  kind  did  then  f 

nounce  for  me," 


WILLIE  WINKIE. 

Wke  Willie  Winkle  rins  through  the  town, 
Up  stairs  and  doon  stairs,  in  his  nicht-govi 
Tirlin'  at  the  window,  cryin'  at  the  lock, 
"Are  the  weans  in  their  bed? — ^for  it's  no 
ten  o'clock." 

Hey,  Willie  Winkle  I  are  ye  oomin'  ben  I 
The  cat 's  singiu'  gay  thrums  to  the  sleepi 

hen, 
The  doug's  speldered  on  the  floor,  and  difl 

fcie  a  cheep ; 
But  here 's  a  waukrife  laddie,  that  winna  I 

asleep. 

Ony  thing  but  sleep,  ye  rogue ! — glow'rin'  HI 

the  moon, 
Kattlin'  in  an  aim  jug  wi'  an  turn  spoon, 
Rumblin',  tumblin'  roun'  about,  crawin'  111 

acock, 
Skirlin'  like  a  kenna-what — wauknin'  sleepi 

folk  I 

Hey,  Willie  Winkiel  the  wean 's  in  a  ereel 
Waumblin'  aff  a  bodie's  knee  like  a  vera  ttt 
Rog^*  at  the  oat's  lug,  and  ravellin'  a'  1 

thrums: 
Hey,  Willie  Winkiel— See,  there  he 


BABTHOOD. 


earie  Is  the  mtthcr  that  has  a  itorie  wean, 
wee 


hiB 

■at  has  a  battle  aje  vi'  ileep,  before  be  'U 

close  an  ee; 
:t  »  kin  fi-ae  aff  hia  roaj  lips  gies  Btrength 

anew  to  me. 


TO  FERDINAND  SETMOOR 

RosT  child,  with  forehead  fair, 
Coni  lip,  and  shining  hair, 
bi  whose  mirthRiI,  clever  e^es 
Such  a  world  of  glsdnesB  lies ; 
As  thr  loose  cnrla  idly  itraTing 
O'er  ttj  mother's  cheek,  while  ploTing, 
Blend  her  soft  lock's  shadowy  twine 
mth  the  glittering  light  of  thine,— 
'Who  eball  say,  who  gazes  now, 
TUch  is  birest,  she  or  thoi:  ? 

Tn  sweet  contrast  are  ye  met, 
Such  M  heart  could  ne'er  forget: 
ThoD  art  brilliant  as  a  fiower, 
CiiamoBing  in  the  sanny  hoar 
Merry  as  a  slnging-binl, 
In  the  green  wood  sweetly  beard; 
Restless  as  if  flntlering  wings 
Bore  thee  on  thy  wanderings ; 
Ignorant  of  oil  distress, 
Foil  of  childhood's  carelessness. 

She  is  gentle;  she  hath  known 
Something  of  the  echoed  tone 
Sorrow  leaves,  where'er  it  goes. 
In  this  world  of  many  woes, 
(h  ber  brow  snch  shadows  are 
At  the  faint  clond  gives  the  star. 
Veiling  its  most  holy  light, 
Though  it  still  be  pore  and  bright; 
And  the  color  in  her  cheek 
To  the  bne  tm  thine  is  weak, 
Save  when  flashed  with  sweet  enrprlse, 
ScmUoi  welcomes  light  her  eyes ; 
And  her  strftly  oUseHed  fhce 
rBat  for  living,  moving  grace) 
Looka  like  one  of  those  which  beam 
Jm  th*  Ifaliaii  TraJntfrr'i  iTrcinm 


Some  beloved  Madonna,  bending 
O'er  the  in&nt  abe  is  tending; 
Holy,  bright,  and  nndeflled 
Mother  of  the  Heaven-bom  child ; 
Who,  though  punted  strangely  fair. 
Seems  but  made  for  holy  prayer, 
Pity,  tears,  and  sweet  appeal, 
And  fondness  snch  as  angels  feel : 
Baffling  earthly  pastdon'a  sigh 
With  serenest  majesty! 

Oh !  may  those  enshiondcd  yean 
Whose  Giir  dawn  alone  appears, — 
May  that  brightly  bodding  life, 
Knowing  yet  nor  sin  nor  strife, — 
Bring  its  store  of  hoped-for  joy, 
Mother,  to  thy  laogbing  boy  t 
And  the  good  tbon  dost  impart 
JAe  deep-treasored  in  his  heart. 
That,  when  he  at  length  shall  strive 
In  the  bad  world  where  we  live. 
Thy  sweet  name  may  still  be  blest 
As  one  who  taaglit  his  soul  tme  rest  I 


pnn,ip,  MY  KiSG. 


I.OOK  at  mo  with  thy  Inrgo  brown  eyes, 

Philip,  my  king! 
For  round  thee  the  purple  shndow  lies 
Of  babyhood's  royal  dignities. 
Lay  on  my  neck  thy  tiny  hand 
With  Love's  ini.T9ible  sceptre  laden  ; 
I  am  thine  Esther,  to  command 
Till  thou  ehalt  find  thy  qneen-bandmaideo. 
Philip,  my  king  1 

Oh,  the  day  when  thon  goost  a-wooing, 

Philip,  my  Hngl 
When  Ilioso  lieaiitifol  lips  ')^n  suing. 
And,  some  gentle  heart's  bars  undoing, 
Thou  dust  enter,  love-crowned,  and  there 

Sittest  love-glorified  !~Rnle  kindly. 
Tenderly  over  thy  kingdom  fair ; 
For  we  that  love,  ah  1  we  love  so  blindly, 
Flulip,  my  king  I 
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I  gazo  from  thy  sweet  moath  up  to  thy  brow, 

Philip,  mjkingi 
The  spirit  that  there  lies  sleeping  now, 
Maj  rise  like  a  giant,  and  make  men  bow 
As  to  one  Heaven-chosen  amongst  his  peers. 
My  Saul,  than  thy  brethren  higher  and 
fairer, 
Let  me  behold  thee  in  fdtare  years ! 
Yet  thy  head  needeth  a  circlet  rarer, 
Philip,  my  king — 

A  wreath,  not  of  gold,  bat  palm.    One  day, 

Philip,  my  king! 
Thou  too  must  tread,  as  we  trod,  a  way 
Thorny,  and  cruel,  and  cold,  and  gray ; 
Rebels  within  thee,  and  foes  without 
WiU  snatch  at  thy  crown.    But  march  on, 
glorious. 
Martyr,  yet  monarch  1  till  angels  shout, 
As  thou  sitt'st  at  the  feet  of  GUkL  victorious, 
"  Philip,  the  king  I " 

DucAB  Maua  Mitlogx. 


THE  ANGEL'S  WHISPER. 

A  Bnperstltion  of  great  beauty  prevails  In  IrelaiMl,  thnt, 
when  a  child  smiles  In  its  sleep,  it  is  **  talking  with 
angels.^ 

A  BA.BT  was  sleeping; 
Its  mother  was  weeping ; 
For  her  husband  was  far  on  the  wild  raging 
sea; 
And  the  tempest  was  swelling 
Round  the  fisherman's  dwelling ; 
And  she  cried,  ^^Dermot,  darling,  oh  come 
back  to  me  I  " 

Her  beads  while  she  numbered, 
The  baby  still  slumbered, 
And   smiled  in  her  face  as  she  bended  her 
knee: 
"  Oh  blest  be  that  warning. 
My  child,  thy  sleep  adorning, 
For  I  know  that  the  angels  are  whispering 
with  thee. 

*^And  while  they  are  Keeping 
Bright  Vatch  o'er  thy  sleeping, 
Oh,  pray  to  them  softly,  my  baby,  with  me! 


And  say  thon  wonldst  rather 
TheyM  watch  o'er  thy  father  I 
For  I  know  that  the  angels  are  whisp 
to  thee." 

The  dawn  of  the  morning 

Saw  Dermot  returning. 

And  the  wife  wept  with  joy  her  babe's  1 

to  see; 

And  closely  caresang 

Her  child  with  a  blessing, 

*'I  knew  that  the  angels  were 

pering  with  thee." 

Samitb.  La 


Said, 


THE  CHILD  AND  THE  WATOHE 

Sleep  on,  baby  on  the  floor, 

Hred  of  all  thy  playing — 
Sleep  with  smile  the  sweeter  for 

That  you  dropped  away  in ; 
On  your  curls'  fair  roundness  stand 

Gk)lden  lights  serenely ; 
One  cheek,  pushed  out  by  the  hand, 

Folds  the  dimple  inly- 
Little  head  and  little  foot 

Heavy  liud  for  pleasure ; 
Underneath  the  lids  half-shut 

Plants  the  shining  azure; 
Open-souled  in  noonday  sun. 

So,  you  lie  and  slumber; 
Nothing  evil  having  done. 

Nothing  con  encumber. 

I,  who  cannot  sleep  as  well. 

Shall  I  sigh  to  view  you  ? 
Or  sigh  further  to  foretell 

All  that  may  undo  you  ? 
Nay,  keep  smiling,  little  child, 

Ere  the  fate  appeareth  I 
I  smile,  too ;  for  patience  mild 

Pleasure's  token  weoreth. 
Nay,  keep  sleeping  before  loss ; 
•   I  shall  sleep,  though  losing  I 
As  by  cradle,  so  by  cross. 

Sweet  is  the  reposing. 

And  God  knows,  who  sees  tia  twain, 

Ohild  at  childish  leisure, 
I  am  all  as  tired  of  pidn 

Ab  you  are  of  pleasure. 
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Very  soon,  too,  bjr  ESa  graoe^ 

Goiilj  wn^t  aroond  me, 
I  ihall  show  as  calm  a  &ce^ 

I  shall  sleep  as  sonudly— 
Differing  in  this,  that  yon 

01a:$p  yonr  playthings  sleeping, 
While  my  hand  must  drop  the  few 

G^yen  to  my  keeping — 

IMffering  in  this,  that  I, 

Sleeping,  mnst  be  colder, 
And,  in  waking  presently, 

Brighter  to  beholder — 
Differing  in  this  beade 

(Sleeper,  have  yon  heard  me? 
Do  yon  move,  and  open  wile 

Yonr  great  eyes  toward  me  t) 
That  while  I  yon  draw  withal 

From  this  slnmber  solely. 
Me,  from  mine,  an  angel  stiaXlf 

Tmmpet-tongaed  and  holy! 

EmABsni  Baxisit  Bsowirufo. 


THE  CHILD  ASLEEP. 

OWEET  babel    true  portrait  of  thy  father^s 
face, 
Sleep  on  the  bosom  that  thy  lips  have 
pressed  I 
Sleep,  little  one ;  and  doscly,  gently  place 
Thy  drowsy  eyelid  on  thy  mother's  breast. 

Upon  that  tender  eye,  my  little  friend, 
Soft  sleep  shall  come,  that  comcth  not  to 
me  I 
I  watch  to  see  thee,  nonrish  thee,  defend ; 
Tis  sweet  to  watch  for  thee— alone  for 
thee! 

His  arms  fall  down ;  sleep  sits  upon  his  brow ; 
His  eye  is  dosed;  he  sleeps,  nor  dreams 
of  harm. 
Wore  not  his  cheek  the  apple's  ruddy  glow, 
Would  you  not  say  he  slept  on  Death's 
cold  arm  ? 

Awake,  my  boy ! — I  tremble  with  affright ! 

Awake,  and  chase  this  fatal  thought  I — 
Unclose 
rhine  eye  but  for  one  moment  on  the  light ! 

Even  at  the  price  of  thuie,  give  me  repose  I 


Sweet  error  I — he  but  slept — I  breathe  again. 

Come,  gentle  dreams,  the  hour  of  sleep 
beguile  I 
Oh !  when  shall  he,  for  whom  I  ngh  in  vain, 

Befflde  me  watch  to  see  thy  waking  smile  ? 

Olotildi  oi  BnvTiLUB.  (French.) 
TnoBlation  of  H.  W.  Lovonxxoir. 


THE  BITTEN  AND  FALLING  LEAVES 

That  way  look,  my  infant,  lo  I 
What  a  pretty  baby-show  I 
See  the  kitten  on  the  wall, 
Sporting  with  the  leaves  that  fall — 
Withered  leaves,— one,  two,  and  three,— 
From  the  lofty  dder-tree  I 
Through  the  calm  and  frosty  air 
Of  this  morning  bright  and  fair, 
Eddying  round  and  round,  they  sink 
Softly,  slowly ;  one  might  think. 
From  the  motions  that  are  made, 
Every  little  leaf  conveyed 
Sylph  or  fairy  hither  tending, 
To  this  lower  world  descending, 
Each  invisible  and  mute 
In  his  wavering  parachute. 

But  the  Kitten,  how  she  starts, 

Crouches,  stretches,  paws,  and  darts  I 
First  at  one,  and  then  its  fellow 
Just  as  light  and  just  as  yeUow ; 
There  are  many  now, — now  one, — 
Now  they  stop,  and  there  are  none. 
What  intenseness  of  desire 
In  her  upward  eye  of  fire ! 
With  a  tiger-leap !     Half-way 
Now  she  meets  the  coming  prey, 
Lets  it  go  as  fast,  and  then 
Has  it  in  her  power  again ; 
Now  she  works  with  three  or  four. 
Like  an  Indian  conjurer; 
Quick  as  he  in  feats  of  art. 
Far  beyond  in  joy  of  heart. 
Were  her  antics  played  in  the  eye 
Of  a  thousand  standcrs-bv, 
Clapping  hands  with  shout  and  stare, 
What  would  little  Tabby  care 
For  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd  ? 
Over  happy  to  be  proud, 
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Over  wealthy  in  the  treosoro 
Of  her  own  exoeeding  pleasure  I 

'Tis  a  pretty  hahy  treat, 
Nor,  I  deera,  for  me  onmoet ; 
Here  for  neither  Babe  nor  me 
Other  playmate  can  I  see. 
Of  the  countless  living  things 
That  with  stir  of  feet  and  wings 
(In  the  snn  or  under  shade, 
Upon  bough  or  grassy  blade). 
And  with  busy  revellings. 
Chirp,  and  song,  and  murmurings, 
Made  this  orchard's  narrow  space. 
And  this  vale,  so  blithe  a  place; 
Multitudes  are  swept  away. 
Never  more  to  breathe  the  day. 
Some  are  sleeping ;  some  in  bands 
Travelled  into  distant  lands ; 
Others  slunk  to  moor  and  wood, 
For  from  human  neighborhood ; 
And,  among  the  kinds  that  keep 
With  us  closer  fellowship. 
With  us  openly  abide, 
All  have  laid  their  mirth  aside. 

Where  is  he,  that  giddy  sprite, 
Blue-cap,  with  his  colors  bright, 
Who  was  blest  as  bird  could  be, 
Feeding  in  the  apple-tree- 
Made  such  wanton  spoil  and  rout, 
Turning  blossoms  inside  out — 
Hung,  head  pointing  towards  the  ground, 
Fluttered,  perched,  into  a  round 
Bound  himself^  and  then  unbound — 
Lithest,  gaudiest  Harlequin  I 
Prettiest  tumbler  ever  seen  I 
light  of  heart,  and  light  of  hmb— 
What  is  now  become  of  him  ? 
Lambs,  that  through  the  mountains  went 
Frisking,  bleating  merriment, 
When  tiie  year  was  in  its  prime, 
They  are  sobered  by  this  time. 
If  you  look  to  vale  or  hiU, 
If  you  listen,  all  is  still, 
Save  a  littie  neighboring  rill 
That  from  out  the  rocky  ground 
Strikes  a  solitary  sound. 
Vainly  glitter  hill  and  plain. 
And  the  air  is  calm  in  vain ; 
Vainly  Morning  spreads  the  lure 


Of  a  sky  serene  and  pure ; 
Creature  none  can  she  decoy 
Into  open  ngn  of  joy. 
Is  it  that  they  have  a  fear 
Of  the  dreary  season  neart 
Or  that  otiier  pleasures  be 
Sweeter  even  than  gayety  t 

Yet,  whatever  enjoyments  dwell 
In  the  impenetrable  cell 
Of  the  silent  heart  which  Nature 
Furnishes  to  every  creature- 
Whatsoever  we  feel  and  know 
Too  sedate  for  outward  show — 
Such  a  light  of  gladness  breaks, 
Pretty  Kitten  I  from  thy  freaks, — 
Spreads  with  such  a  living  gprace 
0*er  my  little  Dora's  fece — 
Yes,  the  sight  so  stirs  and  charms 
Thee,  Baby,  laughing  in  my  arms, 
That  almost  I  could  repine 
That  your  transports  are  not  mine, 
That  I  do  not  wholly  faro 
Even  as  ye  do,  thoughtiess  pair ! 
And  I  will  have  my  careless  season 
Spite  of  melancholy  reason, 
Will  walk  through  life  in  such  a  wa; 
That,  when  time  brings  on  decay. 
Now  and  then  I  may  possess 
Hours  of  perfect  gladsomeness. 
Pleased  by  any  random  toy- 
By  a  kitten's  busy  Joy, 
Or  an  infant's  laughing  eye 
Sluiring  in  the  ecstasy — 
I  would  fare  like  that  or  this, 
find  my  wisdom  in  my  bliss. 
Keep  the  sprightiy  soul  awake. 
And  have  faculties  to  take. 
Even  from  things  by  sorrow  wrougl 
Matter  for  a  Jocund  thought — 
Spite  of  care,  and  spite  of  grief^ 
To  gambol  with  Life's  falling  leaf. 

WnxiAM  WoBxir 


THE  CHILD  IN  THE  WILDERN 

Ekoinctused  in  a  twine  of  leave^^ 
That  leafy  twine  his  only  dress — 

A  lovely  boy  was  plucking  fruits 
In  a  mooDBg^t  wildemeaa. 
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The  moon  was  bright^  the  air  waa  free, 
And  frntta  and  flowers  together  grew, 
And  manj  a  shrnh,  and  many  a  tree: 

And  an  put  oa  a  gentle  hne, 
HaTiging  in  the  shadowy  air 
like  a  piotoie  rioh  and  rare. 
It  was  a  dhmate  where  they  say 
The  night  is  more  beloved  than  day. 

Bat  who  that  beanteoos  boy  beguiled — 
That  beanteoos  boy! — to  linger  heret 
Alone  by  night,  a  little  ohUd, 
In  place  so  olent  and  so  wild- 
Has  he  no  friend,  no  lo^g  mother  near  ? 

BAinna.  Tatlob  Colsudox. 


ON  THE  PICTURE  OF  AN  INFANT 

FLATIKO  BXAB  A  PBEOIPICE. 

Whxli  on  the  diff  with  calm  delight  she 
kneels, 

And  the  bine  Tales  a  tbonsand  Joys  recall, 
See,  to  the  last,  last  verge  her  infant  steals ! 

Oh  fly — ^yet  stir  not,  speak  not,  lest  it  fall. — 
Far  better  taught,  she  lays  her  bosora  bare. 
And  the  fond  boy  springs  back  to  nestle  there. 

LsoHiDAt  of  Alexandria.  (Greek.) 
TYanalatJon  of  Sam  on.  Rookbs. 


THE  GIPSY'S  MALISON. 

•*SucK,  baby,  suck  I  mother's  love  grows  by 

giving; 
Drain  the  sweet  founts  that  only  thrive  by 

wasting: 
Black  manhood  comes,  when  riotous  guilty 

living 
Hands  thee  the  cup  that  shall  be  death  in 

tasting. 


Kiss,    baby,  kiss!    mother's  lips   shine  by 

kisses ; 
Choke  the  warm  breath  that  else  would  fall 

in  blessings : 
Black  manhood  comes,  when  turbulent  guilty 

blisses 
Tend  thee  the  kiss  that  poisons  'mid  caress- 

ings. 


Hang,  baby,  hang  I  mother's  love  loves  suci 

forces; 
Straui  the  fond  neck  that  bends  still  to  th; 

clinging : 
Black  manhood  comes,  when  violent  lawlea 

courses 
Leave  thee  a  spectacle  in  rude  air  swinging.' 

So  sang  a  withered  beldam  energetical, 
And  banned  the  ungiving  door  with  lips  pro 
pheticaL 

Chakum  Lamb. 


TO  A  CHILD 

KMBBACINO  HIS  MOTnEB. 
I. 

LovB  thy  mother,  little  one  I 
Kiss  and  dasp  her  neck  again, — 
Hereafter  she  may  have  a  son 
Will  kiss  and  dasp  her  neck  in  vain. 
Love  thy  mother,  little  one ! 

n. 

Gaze  upon  her  living  eyes, 
And  mirror  back  her  luve  for  thee, — 
Hereafter  thou  mayst  shudder  sighs 
To  meet  them  when  they  cannot  see. 
Gaze  upon  hor  living  eyesl 

m. 

Press  her  lips  the  while  they  glow 
With  love  that  they  have  often  told, — 
Hereafter  thou  mayst  press  in  wo^ 
And  kiss  them  till  thine  own  are  cold. 
Press  her  lips  the  while  they  glow ! 

IV. 

Oh,  revere  her  raven  hair ! 
Although  it  be  not  silver-gray — 
Too  early  Death,  led  on  by  Care, 
May  snatch  save  one  dear  lock  away. 
Oh,  revere  her  raven  liair ! 

V. 

Pray  tor  her  at  eve  and  morn, 
That  Heaven  may  long  the  stroke  defer  • 
For  thou  mayst  live  the  hour  forlorn 
Wlien  thou  wilt  ask  to  die  with  her. 
Pray  for  her  at  eve  and  morn  I 
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TO  J.  H. 


rOUB  TSARS  old: — A.  NUBSKBT  80NO. 


•    .    .    .    Plendhunorl, 
Plen  di  eanti,  e  pien  dl  flori. 

Fall  of  little  loTM  of  onn, 
Fall  of  soogi,  m&d  ftiU  of  flowon. 


Fevochl 


Ah,  little  ranting  Johnny, 

For  ever  blithe  and  bonny, 

And  nnging  nonny,  nonny. 

With  hat  Jost  thrown  npon  ye; 

Or  whistling  like  the  thrashes, 

With  a  voice  in  silver  gashes; 

Or  twisting  random  po^es 

With  daisies,  weeds,  and  roses ; 

And  strntting  in  and  oat  so. 

Or  dancing  aU  aboat  so ; 

With  cock-np  nose  so  lightsome, 

And  sidelong  eyes  so  brightsome, 

And  cheeks  as  ripe  as  apples, 

And  head  as  roagh  as  Dapple^s, 

And  arms  as  sunny  shining 

As  if  their  veins  they  'd  wine  in, 

And  mouth  that  smiles  so  traly 

Heaven  seems  to  have  made  it  newly^ 

It  breaks  into  such  sweetness 

With  merry -lipped  completeness ; 

Ah  Jack,  ah  Gianni  mio, 

As  blithe  as  Laughing  Trio ! 

— Sir  Richard,  too,  yoa  rattler, 

So  christened  from  the  Tattler, 

My  Baochos  in  his  glory. 

My  little  Oor-di-fiori, 

My  tricksome  Pack,  my  Robin, 

Who  in  and  out  come  bobbing, 

As  full  of  feints  and  frolics  as 

That  fibbing  rogue  Aatolycus, 

And  play  the  graceless  robber  on 

Your  grave-eyed  brother  Oberon, — 

Ah  Dick,  ah  Dolce-riso, 

How  can  you,  can  yoa  be  sot 

One  cannot  turn  a  minute, 

Bat  mischief— there  you  ^re  in  it : 

A-getting  at  my  books,  John, 

With  mighty  bustling  looks,  John, 

Or  poking  at  the  roees, 

In  midst  of  which  yoar  noee  is; 

Or  dimbing  on  a  tables 


No  matter  how  onatable, 

And  taming  up  yoar  qoaint  eye 

And  half-«hat  teeth,  with  ''  May  n* 

Or  else  yoa  're  off  at  play,  John, 

Just  as  yoa  'd  be  all  day,  John, 

With  hat  or  not,  as  happens ; 

And  there  you  danoe,  and  clap  hai 

Or  on  the  grass  go  rollings 

Or  plucking  flowers,  or  bowling, 

And  getting  me  expenses 

With  losing  balls  o*er  fences ; 

Or,  as  the  constant  trade  is. 

Are  fondled  by  the  ladies 

With  "  What  a  young  rogue  this  L 

Reforming  him  with  kisses; 

Till  suddenly  yoa  cry  out, 

As  if  yoa  had  an  eye  oat, 

80  desperately  tearful, 

Tte  sound  is  really  fearful ; 

When  lo  I  directly  after. 

It  babbles  into  laughter. 

Ah  rogue !  and  do  you  know,  Johi 
Why  'tis  we  love  you  so,  John? 
And  how  it  is  they  let  ye 
Do  what  yoa  like  and  pet  ye, 
Though  aU  who  look  upon  ye, 
Exclaim,  "Ah,  Johnny,  Johnny!" 
It  is  because  you  please  'em 
Still  more,  John,  than  you  teaze  'e 
Because,  too,  when  not  present, 
The  thought  of  you  is  pleasant ; 
Because,  though  such  an  elf^  John, 
They  think  that  if  yourself  John, 
Had  something  to  condemn  too, 
You  M  be  as  kind  to  them  too ; 
In  short,  because  youVe  very 
Good-tempered,  Jack,  and  merry; 
And  are  as  quick  at  giving 
As  easy  at  receiving ; 
And  in  the  midst  of  pleasure 
Are  certain  to  find  leisure 
To  think,  my  boy,  of  ours, 
And  bring  us  lumps  of  flowers. 

But  see,  the  sun  shines  brightly ; 
Gome,  pat  your  hat  on  rightly. 
And  well  among  the  bosses, 
And  hear  your  friends,  the  throshe 
And  see  what  flowers  the  wearier 
Hat  rendered  flt  to  gather ; 
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And,  when  we  home  must  Jog,  70a 
Shall  ride  myiMUsk,  70Q  rogne  jon, — 
Your  hat  adorned  with  fine  leaves, 
Ilorae-chestnati  oak,  and  ^dne-leaTea, 
And  80,  with  green  o'eihead,  John, 
Shall  whistle  home  to  bed,  John. 

LmoB  HuxT. 


THE  FAIRY  CHILD. 

The  sommer  son  was  mnking 
With  a  mild  light,  calm  and  mellow ; 

It  shone  on  mj  little  boy's  bonny  cheeks, 
And  his  loose  locks  of  yeUow. 

The  roMn  was  singing  sweetly, 
And  his  song  was  sad  and  tender ; 

And  my  little  boy's  eyes,  while  he  heard  the 
song, 
Smiled  with  a  sweet  soft  splendor. 

Kj  little  boy  lay  on  my  bosom 
Whfle  his  soul  the  song  was  quaffing ; 

The  joy  of  his  soul  had  tinged  his  cbuek, 
And  his  heart  and  his  eye  were  laughing. 

1  eato  alone  in  my  cottage, 

The  midnight  needle  plying ; 
1  feared  for  my  child,  for  the  rusli's  light 

In  the  socket  now  was  dying ! 

There  came  a  hand  to  my  lonely  latch, 
Like  the  wind  at  midnight  moaning; 

I  knelt  to  pray,  but  rose  again, 
For  I  heard  my  little  boy  groaning. 

I  crossed  my  brow  and  I  crossed  my  breast, 
Bnt  that  night  my  child  departed — 

Tliey  left  a  weakling  in  his  stead, 
And  I  am  broken-hearted  I 

Oh  I  it  cannot  be  my  own  sweet  boy, 
For  his  eyes  are  dim  and  hollow ; 

My  little  boy  is  gone — is  gone. 
And  his  mother  soon  will  follow 

The  dirge  for  the  dead  will  bo  sung  for  me. 
And  the  mass  be  chanted  meetly, 

iod  I  shall  sleep  with  my  little  boy, 
In  the  moonlight  churchyard  sweetly. 

Jon 


TO  A  OHnj),  DURING  SICKNESS. 

Sleep  breathes  at  last  from  out  thee. 

My  little  patient  boy ; 
And  balmy  rest  about  thee 
Smooths  off  the  day's  annoy. 

I  sit  me  down,  and  think 
Of  all  thy  winning  ways ; 
Yet  almost  wish,  with  sudden  shrink. 
That  I  had  less  to  praise. 

Thy  sidelong  pillowed  meekness, 

Thy  thanks  to  aU  that  aid. 
Thy  heart,  in  pain  and  weakness. 
Of  fancied  faults  afraid ; 

The  little  trembling  hand 
That  wipes  thy  quiet  tears : 
These,  these  are  things  that  may  demand 
Dread  memories  for  years. 

Sorrows  I  've  had,  severe  ones, 

I  will  not  think  of  now ; 
And  calmly,  midst  my  dear  ones, 
Have  wasted  with  dry  brow  ; 
But  when  thy  fingers  press 
And  pat  my  8tooj)ing  head, 
I  cannot  betir  the  gentleness — 
The  tears  are  in  their  bed. 

All,  first-born  of  thy  mother, 

When  life  and  hope  were  new ; 
Kind  playmate  of  thy  broUier, 
Thy  sister,  father  too ; 

My  light,  where'er  I  go ; 
My  bird,  when  prison-bound , 
My  hand- in-hand  companion — Xo, 
My  prayers  shall  hold  thee  round. 

To  say  "  lie  has  departed  " — 

"  His  voice  " — *'  his  face  " — is  gone, 
To  feel  impatient-hearted. 

Yet  feel  we  must  bear  on — 
Ah,  I  could  not  endure 

To  whisper  of  such  woe, 
Unless  I  felt  this  sleep  ensure 

That  it  will  not  be  so. 

Yes,  still  he 's  fixed,  and  sleeping ! 

This  silence  too  the  while — 
Its  very  hush  and  creeping 

Seem  whispering  us  a  amile 
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SometMng  divine  and  dim 
Seems  going  by  one^s  ear, 
Dke  parting  wings  of  chembim, 

AVho  say,  "  We  Ve  finislied  here." 


TO  H.  0. 


SIX  YEARS  OLD. 


O  THOU  whose  fancies  from  afar  are  brought; 
Who  of  thy  words  dost  make  a  mock  appare^ 
And  fittest  to  nnntterable  thought 
The   breeze-like  motion  and   the  self-bom 

carol, 
Thou  fairy  voyager!  that  dost  float 
In  such  clear  water,  that  thy  boat 
liCay  rather  seem 

To  brood  on  air  than  on  an  earthly  stream — 
Suspended  in  a  stream  as  clear  as  sky. 
Where   earth    and   heaven   do   make   one 

imagery ; 

0  blessed  vision !  happy  child  I 
Thou  art  so  exquisitely  wild, 

1  think  of  thee  with  many  fears 

For  what  may  be  thy  lot  in  f\itnre  years. 

I  thought  of  times  when  Pain  might  be  thy 

guest^ 
Lord  of  thy  house  and  hospitality ; 
And  Griefi  uneasy  lover,  never  rest 
But  when  she  sat  within  the  touch  of  thee. 
O  too  industrious  folly  I 
O  vain  and  causeless  melancholy ! 
Nature  will  cither  end  thee  quite ; 
Or,  lengthening  out  thy  season  of  delight, 
Preserve  for  thee,  by  individual  right, 
A  young  lomVs  heart  among  the  fiiU-grown 

flocks. 
What  hast  thou  to  do  with  sorrow, 
Or  the  iiyuries  of  to-morrow  ? 
Thou  art  a  dew-drop,  which  the  mom  brings 

forth, 
HI  fitted  to  sustain  unkindly  shocks, 
Or  to  be  trailed  along  the  soiling  earth ; 
A  gem  that  glitters  while  it  lives. 
And  no  forewarning  gives, 
But,  at  the  touch  of  wrongs,  without  a  strife, 
Slips  in  a  moment  out  of  life. 

WnXXAM  WOBBtVOSXB. 


TO  A  SLEEPING  CHILD. 

Art  thou  a  thing  of  mortal  birth, 
Whose  happy  home  is  on  our  earth  ? 
Does  human  blood  with  life  imbue 
Those  wandering  veins  of  heavenly  bln«^ 
That  stray  along  that  forehead  fair, 
Lost  mid  a  gleam  of  golden  hair? 
Oh  I  can  that  light  and  airy  breath 
Steal  from  a  being  doomed  to  death; 
Those  features  to  the  grave  be  sent 
In  sleep  thus  mutely  eloquent ; 
Or,  art  thou,  what  thy  form  would  seem, 
A  phantom  of  a  blessed  dream  t 

A  human  shape  I  feel  thou  art- 
I  feel  it  at  my  beating  hearty 
Those  tremors  both  of  soul  and  Mnse 
Awoke  by  infant  innocence  I 
Though  dear  the  forms  by  Fancy  wove^ 
We  love  them  with  a  transient  love; 
Thoughts  from  the  living  world  intrude 
Even  on  her  deepest  solitude: 
But,  lovely  child  I  thy  magic  stole 
At  once  into  my  inmost  soul, 
With  feelings  as  thy  beauty  fair, 
And  left  no  other  vision  there. 

To  me  thy  parents  are  unknown ; 
Glad  would  they  be  their  child  to  own! 
And  well  they  must  have  loved  before, 
If  once  thy  birth  they  loved  not  more. 
Thou  art  a  branch  of  noble  stem. 
And,  seeing  thee,  I  figure  them. 
What  many  a  childless  one  would  give, 
Kthou  in  their  still  home  wouldst  live! 
Though  in  thy  face  no  family  line 
Might  sweetly  say,  "  This  babe  is  mine!  ^ 
In  time  thou  wouldst  become  the  same 
As  their  own  child, — all  but  the  name. 

How  happy  must  thy  parents  be 
Who  daily  live  in  sight  of  thee  I 
Whose  hearts  no  greater  pleasure  seek 
Than  see  thee  smile,  and  hear  thee  speak. 
And  feel  all  natural  griefs  beguiled 
By  thee,  their  fond  their  duteous  child. 
What  joy  must  in  their  souls  have  stirred 
When  thy  first  broken  words  were  heard 
Words,  that,  inspired  by  Heaven,  expresM 
The  transports  dancing  in  thy  breast! 
And  for  thy  smile! — thy  Up,  cheek,  brow 
Even  while  I  gaze,  arc  kindling  now 
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ad  thee  duteoiu;  am  I  wrong? 
ith,  I  feel,  b  in  znj  song: 
I,  thj  heart's  still  beatings  move 
to  Xatare,  and  to  lovel 
! — for  thon,  a  hamleas  child, 
pt  his  temple  midefiled; 
ire ! — ^for  thy  tears  and  sighs 
one  her  mjrsteries ; 
I — for  fiends  of  hate  might  see 
rell'st  in  love,  and  love  in  thee, 
onder  then,  though  in  thy  dreams 
)  wiUi  mystic  meaning  beams! 
:hat  my  spirit's  eye  could  see 
bu^  those  gleams  of  ecstasy  I 
bt  of  dreaming  soul  appears 
from  thoughts  above  tiiy  years ; 
lilest  as  if  thy  soul  were  soaring 
en,  and  heaven's  Qod.  adoring. 

0  can  tell  what  visons  high 
m  an  infant's  sleeping  eye? 
ighter  throne  can  brightness  find 

1  on,  than  an  infant's  mind, 
destroy,  or  error  dim, 

•y  of  the  seraphim  ? 

ow  thy  changing  smiles  express 

ble  happiness. 

y  soul  thy  soul  partake. 

-ieC  if  thou  wouldst  now  awake! 

rants  happy  as  thyself 

ie  bound,  a  playful  elf; 

>u  art  a  darling  child, 

thy  playmates  bold  and  wild ; 

re  thee  weU ;  thou  art  the  queen 

leir  sports,  in  bower  or  green ; 

hon  livest  to  woman's  height, 

will  friendship,  love,  delight. 

ive  thou  surely  must ;  thy  life 

K)  spiritual  for  the  strife 

al  pain;  nor  could  disease 

art  to  prey  on  smiles  like  these. 

>n  wilt  be  an  angel  bright — 

8  thou  lovest,  a  saving  light — 

f  of  age,  the  help  sublime 

ig  youth,  and  stubborn  jirime ; 

len  thou  goest  to  heaven  again, 

lishing  be  like  the  strain 

harp— 80  soil  the  tone 

scarce  knows  when  it  is  gone ! 

e  blessed  he  whose  stars  design 

it  pure  to  lean  on  thine, 

tchful  share,  for  days  and  years, 


Thy  sorrows,  Joys,  sighs,  smiles^  and  tears  I 

For  good  and  guildess  as  thou  aft, 

Some  trandent  grie&  will  touch  thy  heart— 

Griefb  that  along  thy  altered  face 

Will  breathe  a  more  subduing  grace 

Than  even  those  looks  of  joy  that  lie 

On  the  soft  cheek  of  infancy. 

Though  looks,  Ood  knows,  are  cradled  there 

That  guilt  might  cleanse,  or  soothe  despair. 

O  vision  fair !  that  I  oould  be 
Agdn  as  young,  as  pnre,  as  tiiee! 
Vain  wish  I  the  rainbow's  radiant  form 
May  view,  but  cannot  brave,  the  storm; 
Tears  can  bedim  the  gorgeous  dyes 
That  pdnt  the  burd  of  Paradise ; 
And  years,  so  Fate  hath  ordered,  roll 
Clouds  o'er  the  summer  of  the  souL 
Yet,  sometunes,  sudden  sights  of  grace. 
Such  as  the  gladness  of  thy  face, 
0  sinless  babe,  by  God  are  given 
To  charm  the  wanderer  back  to  heaven. 

No  common  impulse  hath  me  led 
To  this  green  spot,  thy  quiet  bed. 
Where,  by  mere  gladness  overcome, 
In  sleep  thou  dreamest  of  thy  home. 
When  to  the  lake  I  would  have  gone, 
A  wondrous  beauty  drew  me  on — 
Such  beauty  as  the  spirit  sees 
In  glittering  fields  and  moveless  trees. 
After  a  warm  and  silent  shower 
Ere  foils  on  earth  the  twilight  hour. 
What  led  me  hither,  all  can  say 
Who,  knowing  God,  his  will  obey. 

Thy  slumbers  now  cannot  be  long ; 
Thy  little  dreams  become  too  strong 
For  sleep — too  like  realities ; 
Soon  shall  I  see  those  hidden  eyes. 
Thou  wakest^,  and  starting  from  the  ground. 
In  dear  amazement  look^st  around ; 
Like  one  who,  little  ^ven  to  roam, 
Wonders  to  find  herself  from  home ! 
But  when  a  stranger  meets  thy  view. 
Glistens  thine  eye  with  wilder  hue. 
A  moments  thought  who  I  may  be, 
Blends  with  thy  smiles  of  courtesy. 

Fair  was  that  face  as  break  of  davm, 
When  o^er  its  beauty  sleep  was  dra^tTi, 
Like  a  thin  veil  that  half  concealed 
The  light  of  soul,  and  half  revealed. 
While  thy  hushed  heart  with  visions  wrought 
Each  tronibling  oyc-lash  moved  w\l\i\i\oxvy^^^» 
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A.nd  things  we  dream,  bnt  ne^er  can  speak, 

Like  clouds  came  floating  o'er  thy  cheek — 

Such  summer-clouds  as  travel  light, 

When  the  soul's  heaven  lies  calm  and  bright — 

Till  thou  awokest ;  then  to  thine  eje 

Thy  whole  heart  leapt  in  ecstasy ! 

And  lovely  is  that  heart  of  thine, 

Or  sure  those  eyes  could  never  shine 

With  such  a  wild,  yet  bashful  glee, 

Gay,  half-o'ercome  timidity  I 

Nature  has  breathed  into  thy  f:ice 

A  spirit  of  unconscious  grace — 

A  spirit  that  lies  never  still, 

And  makes  thee  joyous  'gainst  thy  will : 

As,  sometimes  o'er  a  sleeping  lake 

Soft  airs  a  gentle  rippling  makc^ 

Till,  ere  we  know,  the  strangers  fly. 

And  water  blends  again  with  sky. 

0  happy  sprite  1  didst  thou  but  know 
What  pleasures  through  my  being  flow 
From  thy  soft  eyes  I  a  holier  feeling 
From  their  blue  light  could  ne'er  be  stealing ; 
But  thou  wouldst  be  more  loth  to  part, 
And  give  mo  more  of  that  glad  heart. 
Oh  I  gone  thou  art !  and  bearest  hence 
riio  glory  of  thy  innocence. 
But  with  deep  joy  I  breathe  the  air 
That  kissed  thy  cheek,  and  fanned  thy  hair, 
And  feel  though  fate  our  lives  must  sever, 
JTet  shall  thy  image  live  for  ever  I 

Jonx  WiLSOH. 


OHILDREy. 

CmLDREX  are  what  the  mothers  are. 
No  fondest  father's  fondest  care 
Can  fashion  so  the  infant  heart 
As  those  creative  beams  that  dart, 
With  all  their  hopes  and  fears,  upon 
The  cradle  of  a  sleeping  son. 

ICs  startled  eyes  with  wonder  see 
A  father  near  him  on  his  knee. 
Who  wishes  all  the  while  to  trace 
The  mother  in  his  futureface ; 
But 't  is  to  her  alone  uprise 
His  wakening  arms ;  to  her  those  eyes 
Open  with  joy  and  not  surprise. 

WaUHB  BATAttB  LAHBOI. 


TO  A  CHILD. 

Deab  child !  whom  sleep  can  hardly  taiw 
As  live  and  beautiful  as  flame, 
Thou  glancest  round  my  graver  hours 
As  if  thy  crown  of  wild-wood  flowers 
Were  not  by  mortal  forehead  worn, 
But  on  the  summer  breeze  were  borne. 
Or  on  a  mountain  streamlet's  waves 
Came  glistening  down  from  dreamy  cam 

With  bright  round  cheek,  amid  whose  iji 
Delight  and  wonder  come  and  go ; 
^Vnd  eyes  whose  inward  meanings  plaj, 
Congenial  with  the  light  of  day ; 
And  brow  so  calm,  a  home  for  Thoo^t 
Before  he  knows  his  dwelling  wrought ; 
Though  wise  indeed  thou  seemest  not^ 
Thou  brightenest  well  the  wise  man's  lol 

That  shout  proclaims  the  undoubting  mill 
That  laughter  leaves  no  ache  behind ; 
And  in  thy  look  and  dance  of  glee. 
Unforced,  unthought  o^  simply  firee, 
IIow  weak  the  schoolman's  formal  art 
Thy  soul  and  body's  bliss  to  part ! 
I  hail  thee  Childhood's  very  Lord, 
In  gaze  and  glance,  in  voice  and  word. 

In  spite  of  all  foreboding  fear, 
A  thing  thou  art  of  present  cheer ; 
And  thus  to  be  beloved  and  known. 
As  is  a  rushy  fountain's  tone, 
As  is  the  forest's  leafy  shade, 
Or  blackbird's  hidden  serenade. 
Thou  art  a  flash  that  lights  the  whole-- 
A  gush  from  Nature's  vernal  sooL 

And  yet,  dear  child !  within  thee  lives 
A  power  that  deeper  feeling  g^ves, 
That  makes  thee  more  than  light  or  air. 
Than  all  things  sweet  and  all  things  mr; 
And  sweet  and  fair  as  anght  may  be, 
Diviner  life  belongs  to  thee. 
For  'mid  thine  aimless  joys  began 
The  perfect  heart  and  will  of  Man. 

Thos  what  thou  art  foreshows  to  me 
How  greater  far  thoa  bOon  shalt  be; 


THE   HOTHER'S   HOPE. 


lile  unld  tliy  garlands  blow 
idi  that  varbling  come  and  go, 
ithin,  not  load  but  clear, 
tic  EQunQnr  fillB  the  ear, 
rs  that  erery  hnuian  birth 
liadoaea  Ood  to  earth. 

Jour  firxKuifa. 


THE  MOTHER'S  HOPE. 

1,  vhen  the  winda  are  dngiog 
e  happj  Bummer  tiine — 
he  raptured  air  is  ringing 
■rtfa'a  moaic  haavenward  epriDging, 
K  chirp,  and  village  chim^ — 
t,  of  the  Bounds  that  fioat 
Diflj,  a  riogle  note 
nreet,  and  ulear,  and  wild, 
laughter  of  a  child  ? 

!  and  be  now  delighted : 

1  bath  touched  her  golden  Btriiigs ; 

mi  Skj  their  vowa  have  pligbted; 

i  Ugbt  are  reunited, 

J  coQDtleas  camlliDga ; 

JicioDB  aa  they  are, 

'i  a  aonnd  that  'a  sweeter  fur — 

at  mahea  the  heart  rejoice 

hnn  aJ] —  the  human  voice ! 

finer,  deeper,  clearer, 
1  it  be  a  stranger's  tone- 
lie  winds  or  waters  dearer, 
nchanting  to  the  hearer, 
It  anawereth  to  bis  own. 
'  all  its  witching  worda, 
ire  sweetest,  babbling  wild 
[h  the  laughter  of  a  child. 

nies  bom  tiaie-toached  towers, 
lied  strains  fh>m  rivulets, 
r  bees  among  the  flowers, 
g  leaves,  and  silver  Bhowers, — 
e,  ere  long,  the  ear  forgeta ; 
oiine  there  is  a  sonnd 
;  on  the  whole  year  round — 
i^ep  laagbter  that  I  heard 
'  d^U  ooold  mptak  «  word. 


Ah  1  't  was  heard  bj  ear  &r  purer, 

Fondtier  formed  to  catch  the  atrain— 
Ear  of  one  whose  love  is  surer — 
IIer>>,  tlie  mother,  the  endnrer 
Of  the  deepest  shore  of  pain ; 
Hers  the  deepest  blisa  to  treaauro 
Memories  of  that  cry  of  pleasure ; 
Uera  to  hoard,  a  Ufe-time  after, 
Echoes  of  that  infant  laughter. 

'T  is  a  mother's  large  affection 

Hears  with  a  mysteriooa  sense — 
Breathings  that  evade  detectioo, 
Whisper  faint,  and  fine  infleiion. 

Thrill  in  ber  with  power  intense. 
Childhood's  honejed  words  ontanght 
Hiveth  she  in  loving  thought — 
Tones  that  never  thent«  depart ; 
For  she  listens — with  her  heart. 


tIiE  MOTHER'S  IlEART. 

WiiEs   first  lliou   earnest,   gentle,   shy,   and 

My  eldest  bom,  first  hope,  and  dearest 
treasure, 

My  heart  rccuived  thee  with  ajoy  beyond 

All  that  it  yet  bad  felt  of  earthly  pleasure ; 
Nor  thought  that  any  love  again  might  be 
So  deep  and  strong  as  that  I  felt  fur  thee. 


Faithful  and  true,   with  sense  beyond  tliy 
years. 
And  natural  piety  that  leaned  lo  heaven ; 
Wrung  by  a  harah  word  suddenly  to  tears, 

Yet  patk'ut  to  rebuke  when  justly  given- 
Obedient— easy  to  be  reconciled — 
And  meekly  cheerful ;   such  wert  thoo,  my 
chUdl 


Not  wiUing  to  bo  left — still  by  my  side, 
Haunting    my   wsllca,    while   summer-day 
was  dying; 
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N'or  leaviog  in  thy  torn,  bnt  pleased  to  glide 
Through  the  dark  room  where  I  was  sadly 
lying; 
Or  by  the  coach  of  pain,  a  sitter  meek, 
Watch  the  dim  eye,  and  kiss  the  levered 
check. 


O  boy  I  of  such  as  thon  are  oftcnest  made 

Earth's  fragile  idols ;  like  a  tender  flower, 
No  strength  in  all  thy  freshness,  prone  to 

£ade, 
And   bending   weakly   to    the   thonder- 

shower ; 
Still,  ronnd  the  loved,  thy  heart  found  force 

to  bind, 
And  clung,  like  woodbine   shaken   in  the 

\vind! 


Then  thou,  my  merry  love — ^bold  in  thy  glee. 
Under  the  bough,  or  by  the  firelight  danc- 
ing, 
With  thy  sweet  temper,  and  thy  spirit  free — 

Didst  come,  as  restless  as  a  bird's  wing 
glancing, 
Full  of  a  wild  and  irrepressible  mirth, 
Like  a  young  sunbeam  to  the  gladdened  earth! 


Thine  was  the  shout,  the  song,  the  burst  of 

joy, 

Which  sweet  from  childhood's  rosy  lip  re- 
soundeth ; 
Thine  was  the  eager  spirit  naught  could  cloy, 
And  the  glad  heart  from  which  all  grief 
reboundeth ; 
And  many  a  mirthful  jest  and  mock  reply 
Larked  in  the  laughter  of  thy  dark-blue  eye. 


And  thine  was  many  an  art  to  win  and  bless, 
The  cold  and  stem  to  joy  and  fondness 
warming; 
The  coaxing  smile — ^the  frequent  soft  caress — 
The  earnest  tearfril  prayer  all  wrath  dis- 
arming! 
Again  my  heart  a  new  aflTection  found, 
But  thought  that  love  with  thee  bad  reached 
its  bound. 


At  length  Tnou  camest — ^thou,  the 
least, 
Nick-named  "the  Emperor  "  by  t] 
ing  brothers — 
Because  a  haughty  spirit  swelled  thj 
And  thou  didst  seek  to  rule  and  i 
others — 
Mingling  with  every  playful  infant  v 
A  mimic  msgesty  that  made  us  smile 


And  oh !  most  like  a  regal  child  wei 
An  eye  of  resolute  and  successful  s 
Fair  shoulders— ourling  lips — end 
brow — 
fit  for  the  world's  strife,  not  f 
dreaming; 
And  proud  the  lifting  of  thy  stately 
And  the  firm  bearing  of  thy  console 


Different  from  both!    yet  each    s 

claim 

I,  that  all  other  love  had  been  for 

Forthwith  admitted,  equal  and  the  s 

Nor  iiyured  either  by  this  love's  co 

Nor  stole  a  fraction  for  the  newer  ci 

But  in  the  mother's  heart  found  roo] 

CAXOLuni 


TO  GEORGE  M- 

Yes,  I  do  love  thee  well,  my  chile 
Albeit  mine  's  a  wandering  mind ; 
But  never,  darling,  hast  thou  smiL 
Or  breathed  a  wish  that  did  not  fi 
A  ready  echo  in  my  heart 
What  hours  I  've  held  thee  on  my 
Thy  little  rosy  hps  apart ! 
Or,  when  asleep,  I  've  gazed  on  th 
And  with  old  tunes  sung  thee  to  : 
Hugging  thee  closely  to  my  bosoi 
For  thee  my  very  heart  hath  bles 
My  joy,  my  care,  my  blue-eyed  bl 

Thohai 


MOTHER'S   LOVE. 
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Hs  sang  so  wildly,  did  the  boy, 

That  joa  conld  never  tell 

If 't  was  a  madman's  voioe  yon  heard, 

Or  if  the  spirit  of  a  bird 

Within  his  heart  did  dwell — 

A  bird  that  dallies  with  his  voice 

Among  the  matted  branches ; 

Or  on  the  free  blue  air  his  note, 

To  pierce,  and  fall,  and  rise,  and  float, 

With  bolder  utterance  launches. 

None  over  was  so  sweet  as  he, 

The  boy  that  wildly  sang  to  me ; 

Ihongh  toilsome  was  the  way  and  long, 

He  led  me,  not  to  lose  the  song. 

But  when  again  we  stood  below 

The  unhidden  sky,  his  feet 

Grew  slacker,  and  bis  note  more  slow. 

But  more  than  doubly  sweet 

He  led  me  then  a  little  way 

Athwart  the  barren  moor, 

And  there  he  stayed,  and  bade  me  stay, 

Reside  a  cottage  door ; 

1  could  have  stayed  of  my  own  will, 

In  truth,  my  eye  and  heart  to  fiU 

With  the  sweet  sight  which  I  saw  there. 

At  the  dwelling  of  the  cottager. 

A  little  in  the  doorway  sitting, 

The  mother  plied  her  busy  knittiug ; 

And  her  cheek  so  softly  smilecl. 

You  might  be  sure,  although  her  gaze 

Was  on  the  meshes  of  the  lace, 

Yet  her  thoughts  were  with  her  child. 

Bnt  when  the  boy  had  heard  her  voice, 
As  o'er  her  work  she  did  rejoice, 
His  became  silent  altogether  ; 
And  slyly  creeping  by  the  wall. 
He  seized  a  single  plume,  let  fall 
By  some  wild  bird  of  longest  feather ; 
And  all  a-tremble  with  his  freak, 
He  touched  her  lightly  on  the  cheek. 

Oh  what  a  loveliness  her  eyes 
Gather  in  that  one  moment's  space, 


While  peeping  round  the  post  she  spies 
Her  darling's  laughing  face! 
Oh  mother's  love  is  glorifying, 
On  the  cheek  like  sunset  lying ; 
In  the  eyes  a  moistened  light, 
Softer  than  the  moon  at  night  I 

Thomas  Bubbumx. 


THE  PET  LA^fB. 


▲  PASTOBAL. 


The  dew  was  falling  fast,  the  stars  began  to 

blink; 
I  heard    a  voioe;    it  said,   "Drink,  pretty 

creature,  drink  I " 
And,  looking  o^er  the  hedge,  before  me  I 

espied 
A  snow-white  mountain-lamb  with  a  maiden 

at  its  side. 


Nor  slieep  nor  kine  were  near;  the  lamb  was 

all  alone, 
And  by  a  slender  cord  was  tetliorod   to  a 

stone ; 
With  one  knee  on  the   grass  did  tlie  little 

maiden  kneel, 
While  to  that  mountain-larab  she   gave  its 

evening  meal. 


The  lamb,  while  from  her  hand  he  thus  his 

supper  took, 
Seemed  to  feast  with  head  and  ears ;  and  his 

tail  with  pleasure  shook. 
'*  Drink,  pretty  creature,  drink ! "  she   said, 

in  such  a  tone 
That  I  almost  received  her  heart  into  my  own, 

'T  was  little  Barbara  Lewthwaite,  a  child  of 

beauty  rare! 
I  watched  them  with  delight:  they  were  a 

lovely  pair. 
Xow  with  her  empty  can  the  maiden  turned 

away; 
But  ere  ten  yards  were  gone,  her  footsteps 

did  she  stay. 


I'OBUiJ  OF  OHILUBOOD. 


Right   townnls   tlio   liimb   alio   tooltedj    and 

from  a  sliaiij  placi! 
1  nnoLservmi  conlil  ace  the  norkinga  of  her 

If  uatiire  to  iier  tongue  coald  measured  nnm- 

thua,  Ihou-tlit  I,  to  her  lamb  that  little  maid 
niit'litsing:— 


"What  :\[\i  tliee,  young  one!  what!     WhT 

pull  90  at  thy  ooril? 
la  it  not  woll  with  thoei  well  hoth 

and  board? 
Tbj  plot  of  grass  i«  soft,  and  green 

can  be; 
Rest,  littlo  yonng  one,  reat ;   what 

uileth  thee) 

"  Wliut  ii  it  tl.on  wouldst  seufc  f     ' 

wanting  lo  llty  heart? 
Thy  limhs,  are  they  uot  strong?    Ai 

tilul  tlion  »rt. 
Thia  grasa  ia  tender  grass;  these  flowers  they 

Ami  that  green  corn  all  day  is  rngtling  in  thy 


"  If  the  sun  bo  sliining  hot,  do 

thy  woollen  chain — 
Phis   beceb  is  stanJing   by,   its 


bat  streteh 
covert  tliou 


Torn 


ne»i'st  not  foar; 


e  things  that  scarcely 


'Rest,  little  young  one,  rest;  thou  hnst forgot 

the  day 
(Tlien  my  fiither  found  thea  first  in  places  far 

the  hill«,  bnt  thou  wert 


Many  flocks  ire; 

\tiil  thy  mother  from  thy  side 


Alileaseddayfortheel  Then  whilliw  woalW 

thou  rooinl 
A  ftaithftal  Dttnie  thou  host— l^e  dam  that  did 

thee  yeoa 
npoo  tbo  moontoin-tops  no    kinder  wM 

have  been. 


"Thou  know'st  that  twice  a   day  I  Inn 

brought  thee  In  tlda  can 
Frtah  water  from  tlie  brook,  as  dear  an  ewi 

rioe  in  the  day,  when  the  gronnd  ii 
wet  with  dew, 

■  thee  dranghta  of  milt — warm  milk  il 
<B,  and  new. 


imba  n^Il  shortly  be  twice  as  stout  a 
they  are  now ; 

'U  yoke  theo  to  1117  cart  liko  a  pmi 
in  the  plongh, 

ynuU  thou  shalt  be ;  and  wbcn  tlu 
wind  is  colli, 
r  hearth  shall  tie  thy  bed,  our  hoii^>  aha' 


'■It  will  not,   n-ill  not  reatl— Poor 

can  it  bo 
That  'tia  thy  moUier's  heart  which  is  worl 

ing  BO  in  thee? 
Thlns^  that  I  know  not  of  belike  to  thee  w 

And  dreams  of  things  which  thou  canst  n« 
thcr  see  nor  hoar. 


Alas,  the  raonntain-tops  that  look  so  grew 

and  fair  I 
're  heard  of  fearful  winds  and  darkness  tha 


lethcr 


The  litcle  brooks,  that  s 

all  play. 
When  tlioy  are  angry  ro! 

prey. 


ita  all  pastime  am 
'  like  lions  for  thot: 


"Here  thou  neod'st  not  dread  the  raven  it 

the  sky ; 
Night  and  day  thou  art  safe — onr  cottage  ii 

bard  by. 


TO  MT  DAUOHTBR. 


and  mt  break  of  daj  I  Till  come  to 
lbe«  ag^nl" 


cmeirard  throDgh  the  lane  I  went  with 

laxyfeet, 

ag  to  myaelf  didl  oftentimes  repeat ; 

•e«me<l,  aa  I  retnoed  the  ballad  line 

by  line, 

It  balf  of  it  was  hers,  and  one-half  of 

It  waaminft. 


md  once  again,  did  I  repeat  the  song; 
'  nid  I,  "  more  than  half  to  the  dam- 
kJ  most  belong, 

B  looked  with  such  a  look,  and  she 
q>ake  with  Htoh  a  tone, 
almost  reoeiTed  her  heart  into  my 


TO  MY  DAUGHTER, 
ox  ma  BiBniDAT, 


I  Fbqdj  !  nine  long  years  ago^ 
la  yet  the  morning  tnn  was  low, 
roey  with  the  eaatem  glow 
le  land»cai>e  smiled ; 
1st  lowed  the  newly-wakcnetl  henia — 
It  as  the  early  song  of  bird.", 
trd  those  first,  delightful  words, 
fboD  haat  a  child!  " 


g  with  that  nprising  dew 

I  glistened  in  my  eyes,  tbongh  few, 

lil  a  dawning  quite  as  new 

me.  aa  Tune : 

ks  not  sorrow — not  annoy — 
ike  a  h^py  maid,  though  coy, 

grief-Oke  wdoome,  even  Joy 
raUlb  ita  prime. 


So  may'st  thon  live,  dearl  many  years. 

In  all  the  bliss  that  life  endears. 

Not  withont  smiles,  nor  yet  from  tears, 

Too  strictly  kept. 
When  first  thy  in&nt  littleness 
I  folded  in  my  fond  caress, 
The  greatest  proof  of  happiness 

Was  this — T  wept. 


LmXE  CHILDEEN. 

BpoBTina  through  the  forest  wide; 
Playing  by  the  waterside ; 
Wandering  o'er  the  heathy  fells; 
Down  within  the  woodland  della ; 
All  among  the  mountains  wild, 
Dwelletb  many  a  little  child  I 
In  the  baron's  hall  of  pride; 
By  the  poor  man's  dull  fireside : 
'Mid  the  mighty,  'mid  the  mean, 
little  children  may  be  seen, 
Like  the  flowers  tliat  spring  np  tair. 
Bright  aod  oountlcss  evcrywherel 
In  the  far  isles  of  the  main ; 
In  the  deaei-t's  lone  domain ; 
In  the  savHge  laonntain-glcn, 
'Mong  the  tribes  of  sn-arlbj  men ; 
Whoresoo'er  o  foot  hath  gone; 
Whereeue'er  tlie  snn  hath  shone 
On  a  leagae  of  peopled  gronnd, 
Little  childroQ  may  be  found  1 
Blessings  on  them  1  they  in  roe 
Move  a  kindly  sympathy. 
With  tlieir  wishes,  hopes,  and  fears; 
With  tlieir  laughter  and  llidr  tears; 
With  their  wonder  so  intense, 
And  their  small  experience  I 
Little  children,  Qot  alone 
On  the  wide  earth  are  ye  kno  wa, 
'Mid  its  labors  and  its  cares, 
'Mid  its  sufferings  and  its  snares ; 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  strife^ 
In  the  world  of  love  and  life, 
Whore  no  sinful  thing  liath  trod — 
In  the  presence  of  your  God, 
Spotless,  blameless,  glorified — 
little  children,  ye  abide  I 

Hut  Bov-fK 
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POEMS    OF    CHILDHOOD. 


THE  IDLE  SHEPHERD  BOYS. 

▲  PASTORAL. 

The  valley  rings  with  mirth  and  joy ; 

Among  the  hills  the  echoes  play 

A.  never,  never-ending  song, 

To  welcome  in  the  May. 

The  magpie  chatters  with  delight ; 

The  mountain  raven's  yoangling  hrood 

Have  left  the  mother  and  the  nest ; 

And  they  go  rambling  east  and  west 

In  ^arch  of  their  own  food ; 

Or  through  the  glittering  vapors  dart 

In  very  wantonness  of  heart. 

Beneath  a  rock,  upon  the  grass, 
Two  boys  are  sitting  in  the  sun ; 
Their  work,  if  any  work  they  have. 
Is  out  of  mind,— or  done. 
On  pipes  of  sycamore  they  play 
The  fragments  of  a  Christian  hymn ; 
Or  with  that  plant  which  in  our  dale 
We  call  stag-horn,  or  fox's  tail. 
Their  rusty  hats  they  trim : 
And  thus,  as  happy  as  the  day, 
Those  shepherds  wear  the  time  away. 

Along  the  river's  stony  marge 

The  sand-lark  chants  a  joyous  song ; 

The  thrush  is  busy  in  the  wood. 

And  carols  loud  and  strong. 

A  thousand  lambs  are  on  the  rocks. 

All  newly  born  I  both  earth  and  sky 

Keep  jubilee,  and  more  than  all, 

Tho^4e  boys  with  their  green  coronal ; 

They  never  hear  the  cry, 

That  plaintive  cry !  which  up  the  hiL 

Comes  from  the  depth  of  Dungeon-Ghyll. 

Said  Walter,  leaping  from  the  ground, 
"  Down  to  the  stump  of  yon  old  yew 
We'll  for  our  whistles  run  a  race.** 

Away  the  shepherds  flew ; 

They  leapt — they  ran — and  when  they  came 
Right  opposite  to  Dungeon-Ghyll, 
Seeing  that  he  should  lose  the  prize, 
"  Stop  1 "  to  his  comrade  Walter  cries. 
James  stopped  with  no  good  will. 
Said  Walter  then,  exulting,  "  Here 
You'll  find  a  task  for  half  a  year. 


*'  Cross,  if  yon  dare,  where  I  shall  otom,- 

Come  on,  and  tread  where  I  shall  tresd  " 

The  other  took  him  at  his  word, 

And  followed  as  he  led. 

It  was  a  spot  which  you  may  see 

If  ever  you  to  Langdale  go ; 

Into  the  chasm  a  mighty  block 

Hath  fallen,  and  made  a  bridge  of  rock ' 

The  golf  is  deep  below ; 

And,  in  a  basin  black  and  small. 

Receives  a  lofty  waterfalL 

With  staff  in  hand  across  the  cleft 

The  challenger  pursued  his  march  ; 

And  now,  all  eyes  and  feet,  hath  gained 

The  middle  of  the  arch. 

When  list  I  he  hears  a  piteous  moan. 

Again  I — ^liis  heart  within  him  dies : 

His  pulse  is  stopped,  his  breath  is  lost, 

He  totters,  pallid  as  a  ghost, 

And,  looking  down,  espies 

A  lamb,  that  in  the  pool  is  pent 

Within  that  black  and  frightful  rent. 

The  lamb  had  slipped  into  the  stream. 

And  safe  without  a  bruise  or  wound 

The  cataract  had  borne  him  down 

Into  the  gulf  profound. 

His  dam  had  seen  him  when  he  fell — 

She  saw  him  down  the  torrent  borne ; 

And,  with  all  a  mother's  love. 

She  from  the  lofty  rocks  above 

Sent  forth  a  cry  forlorn ; 

The  Iamb,  still  swimming  ronnd  and  rouj 

Made  answer  in  that  plaintive  sound. 

When  he  had  learnt  what  thing  it  was 

That  sent  this  rueful  cry,  I  ween 

The  boy  recovered  heart,  and  told 

The  sight  which  ho  had  seen. 

Both  gladly  now  deferred  their  task ; 

Nor  was  there  wanting  other  aid : 

A  Poet,  one  who  loves  the  brooks 

Far  better  than  the  sages^  books, 

By  chance  had  hither  strayed ; 

And  there  the  helpless  lamb  he  found 

By  those  huge  rocks  encompassed  round. 

He  drew  it  from  the  troubled  pool, 
And  brought  it  forth  into  the  light ; 
The  shepherds  met  him  with  h\n  nlmrgi^ 


tlTTLB    BOT    BLUB. 


driglitl 
I  tbeir  amis  the  lamb  thej  took. 
Me  life  and  limbs  the  flood  had  spared ; 
n  op  tho  steep  asoent  ib%y  hied, 
placed  him  at  his  mother's  side ; 
geatlj  did  the  Bard 
» idle  iliepherd  boys  ophraid, 
bade  them  better  mind  their  trade. 


THE  SHEPHERD  BOT. 

liKC  some  vision  olden 

Of  far  other  time, 
When  the  age  was  golden, 

In  the  7oang  world's  prime, 
Ii  thr  soft  pipe  ringiog, 

O  lonely  shepherd  boy: 
WLat  soDg  art  thoa  nn^g, 

la  tbj  youth  and  joyt 

Or  art  thoa  compluning 

OfUiy  lowly  lot, 
And  thine  own  disdaining, 

Doat  ask  what  thon  hast  not! 
Of  the  future  dreaming, 

Weary  of  the  peat. 
For  the  present  scheming — 

All  bnt  what  thoD  hast. 

Ho,  tbon  art  delighting 

In  thy  snmmer  home; 
Where  the  flowers  inviting 

Tempt  the  bee  to  roam ; 
Whera  the  cowslip,  bending 

With  its  golden  bells. 
Of  each  ^ad  boor's  ending 

With  a  sweet  chime  telU. 

AH  wild  creatnres  love  him 

When  be  is  alone ; 
Zrtrj  bird  above  him 

Sings  its  softest  tone. 
Thankinl  to  high  HeaTcn, 

HnmUe  in  thy  joy, 
Undi  to  thoa  is  given, 

Lawlj  dte^wrd  boy. 


LITTLE  BOY  BLUE. 

When  the  corn-lields  and  meadowi; 

Are  pearled  with  the  dew. 
With  the  first  sunny  shadow 

Walks  little  Boy  Blue. 

Oh  the  Nyuipbg  and  the  GruciB 

Still  gleam  on  his  eyes. 
And  the  kind  fairy  faces 

Look  down  from  the  skies ; 

And  a  secret  revealing 

Of  life  within  life, 
When  feeling  meets  feeling 

In  musical  strife ; 

A  winding  and  weaving 

In  tlowera  and  in  trees, 
A  Soating  and  heaving 

In  sunlight  and  breeze ; 

A    striving   and   soaring, 

A  gladness  and  grace, 
Make  him  kneel  liiilf  ndoring 

The  God  in  the  ptnee. 

Then  amid  tlie  live  ehadows 

Of  lambs  at  their  play, 
Where  ilie  kine  scent  Uie  iiifadi  wa 

With  brenth  like  tJie  May, 

lie  stands  in  the  tpleodor 
Tliat  waits  on  the  mom. 

And  a  music  more  tender 
Distils  from  his  horn  ; 

And  he  weeps,  ho  rejoiees. 

He  prays ;  nor  in  vniu. 
For  soft  loving  voices 

Will  answer  ogam; 

And  the  Nynplis  and  the  Graces 
Still  gleam  through  the  dew. 

And  kind  fairy  faces 
Watch  little  Boy  Bine. 


POEMS    OF    GHIl'DHOOD. 


UTILE  RED  RIDING  HOOD. 

Comb  Imiik,  cume  baik  together, 

All  }'e  fuaciea  of  Iho  i>iut, 
Ye  Jufs  of  April  wenther, 

Te  slindun-s  that  are  cast 

l!y  tho  LnuDled  Imara  before  1 
Coiue  biu'k,  come  bnck.  mj  Ohildbood ; 

Thiin  art  summoued  by  a  qwU 
From  llie  green  leiivos  of        " 

rruiii  beside  the  chnrmi 

For  ili'd  Riding  Hood, ' 
The  flower  of  fwryk 

The  fields  were  covered  v 

With  colors  as  alio  went 
Daisy,  buttercup,  and  cIo' 

Beluw  her  footsteps  bei 

Snjjimer  shed  its  sbli 

She  wiis  lioppy  aa  abe  prt 

Beneath  her  little  feet ; 
She  pliieked  tliem  ftiid  caressed  them  ; 

They  ivero  so  very  sweet, 

Tliey  liad  never  seemed  so  ■iweet  before, 
To  I'.i-d  Riding  Hood,  the  darlini.', 
The  flon-er  of  fairy  lore. 

Row  Ihe  heart  of  childhood  dances 

Upon  a  sunny  day  1 
It  hns  its  own  romances, 

And  n  wide,  wide  world  have  tliej  ! 
A  world  where  Phnnl,i"io  is  king. 
Made  all  of  eager  dreaming ; 

When  once  grown  up  and  tall — 
Now  i*  the  time  for  scheming — 
Then  we  shall  do  them  all ! 

Do  snch  pleasant  fancies  spring 
For  Red  Riding  Hood,  the  darling, 
Tho  Uower  of  fdry  lore  ! 

She  sc'ms  like  an  ide/il  love, 
The  poetry  of  childhood  shown, 

And  yet  loved  with  a  real  love. 
As  if  she  wore  our  own — 

A  younger  sister  for  the  heart; 

Like  tlic  woodland  pheasant, 
Her  hair  is  brown  and  bright; 

And  lier  smile  is  jileasant, 


With  its  rosy  light 
Never  can  the  memory  put 
Witti  lied  Riding  Hood,  the  darlinft 
The  tlower  of  fairy  lore. 

Did  tho  painter,  dreaming  t 

In  a  morning  hour, 
Catch  the  fairy  aeeming  \ 

Of  this  f»ry  flower) 
Winning  it  with  eager  eye« 
fVom  the  old  enchanted  storiea, 
Lingering  with  a  long  delight 
D  the  nnforgolten  glories 
or  the  infant  sight) 

Giving  U9  a  sweet  aorprlse 
In  Rod  Hiding  Hood,  the  darlingi . 
Tho  flower  of  fury  loret 

uo  long  io  the  meadow  staying, 
Where  tlie  oowslip  bends, 

lith  the  buttercups  delaying 
As  with  early  friends, 
Bid  the  little  midden  etty. 

Sorrowful  the  tale  for  ns ; 

We,  loo,  loiter  mid  lifu's  flowers, 
A  little  while  so  (ilorious. 
So  soon  lost  in  darker  hours. 

All  love  lingering  on  their  way. 
Like  Red  Riding  Uood,  the  d;irliii 
The  flower  of  fiiiry  lor<>. 


THE  GAMBOLS  OF  CUILUHEN' 

Down  the  dimpled  green -sword  danci 
Bursts  a  flaxen -headed  bevy — 

Bud-lipt  boys  and  girls  advancing, 
Love's  iireguiar  little  levy. 

llown  of  lirjuid  eyes  in  laughter. 
How  Ihcy  glimmer,  how  tliey  qniv- 

Sparkling  one  another  after, 
Like  l>ri|.'!it  ripples  on  a  river 

Tip^^y  band  of  rubious  faces, 

Flushed  with  Joy's  ethereal  spirit, 

Make  your  mocks  and  sly  grimaces 
At  Love's  self,  and  do  not  fear  it. 


THE    PISD    FIFBfi    OF    HAHBLIIT. 


;  PIED  PIPEB  OP  HAMELIK. 


ojx  Town  '■  io  Bmiuwidc, 

»ns  n«iiover  oity ; 

iver  Weser,  deep  and  wide, 

les  its  wall  00  the  soathem  side ; 

^idoter  spot  ;on  never  ipied ; 

tieii  begios  mj  dittj, 

Mt  five  hondred  jeara  ago, 

«  the  towDsfolk  luffer  bo 

■ermin.  wm  a  pity. 


joght  the  dogs,  and  killed  the  cats, 
bit  the  babies  in  the  cradles, 
t  the  cheeses  oat  of  the  vats, 
licked  the  soop  from  the  cook's  ov 

ladte^ 
IWD  the  kegs  of  salt«d  spratA, 
Kits  inside  men's  Sandny  hats, 
ten  f polled  the  women's  chnts, 
r  drownitig  their  speaking 
iili  shrieking  and  sqiitakiiig 
'  ditferent  sharps  and  Huts. 


1  tlie  iieople  in  a  bodj 

hv  Town  Hall  came  flocking: 

ek-sr,"  cried  they,   "  our  Mayor' 

niidJy  ; 

I  iLt  for  OUT  Corporation— shocking 

ok  we  bay  gowns  lined  with  ennin 

•'.tf  that  can't  or  won't  determine 

I  t.«it  to  rid  OS  of  onr  vermin  I 

apt,  becaaw  yon  're  old  and  obese, 

I  in  the  fnrrr  civic  robe  ense! 

op.  Sirs  I     Give  your  brains  a  racking 

lilie  remedy  we're  lacking, 

'e  .ts  fate,  well  send  yon  packing!" 

I  tlie  Mayor  and  Cori>oration 

1  with  a  mighty  consternation. 


ir  they  sate  m  coansel — 
!Dgth  the  Mayor  broke  silence : 
f  ailder  I M  my  ermine  gown  sell ; 
ifa  i  were  a  mile  hence  I 
If  to  Ind  one  nek  one's  brain — 
»  mj  poor  bead  aches  again. 


I  've  scratched  it  so,  and  all  in  vain. 

Oh  for  a  trap,  a  trap,  a  trap  I " 

Jnst  as  he  s^d  this,  what  sboald  hap 

At  the  chamber  door  bat  a  gentle  tap  I 

"Blessna,"  cried  the  Mayor,  "  what'sthatl" 

(With  the  Corporation  as  he  sat, 

Looking  little  thoogh  wondrona  fat; 

Nor  brighter  nas  his  eye,  nor  moister 

Than  a  too-lung-opened  oyster, 

Save  when  at  noon  Ills  paunch  grew  mutinons 

For  a  plate  of  tortle,  green  and  glatinons,) 

Only  a  scraping  of  shoes  on  tlie  mat  t 
Anything  like  the  sound  of  a  rot 
Makes  my  heart  go  pit-a-pat  I " 


'Come  in  1"— the   Mayor    cried,   looking 

bigger; 
And  in  did  come  the  strangest  figure  t 
His  queer  long  coat  ftom  heel  to  head 
Was  half  of  yellow  and  half  of  red ; 
And  he  himself  was  tall  and  thin ; 
With  sharp  blue  eyes,  each  like  a  pin ; 
And  light  loose  hair,  yet  swarthy  skin ; 
N'o  taft  on  cheek  nor  beard  on  chin, 
But  lips  where  smiles  went  out  and  in— 
There  was  no  guessing  his  kith  and  kin  1 
And  nobody  could  enongb  admire 
The  tall  man  and  his  quaint  attire. 
Qnoth  one :  "  It 's  as  my  great-grandsire, 
Starting  up  at  the  trump  of  iloom's  tone. 
Had  walked  this  way  from  his  painted  touch- 
stone 1 " 

TI. 

lie  advanced  to  the  council-table ; 

And,  "Please  your  honours,"  said  he,  "I'm 

able. 
By  means  of  a  secret  charm,  to  draw 
All  creatures  living  beneath  the  sun, 
That  creep,  or  swim,  or  fly,  or  mu, 
Atter  me  so  aa  you  never  saw  1 
And  I  chiefly  use  my  cliann 
On  creatures  that  do  people  barm — 
The  mole,  and  toad,  and  newt,  and  viper — 
And  people  call  mo  the  Pied  Piper." 
(And  here  they  noticed  round  his  neck 
A  scarf  of  red  and  yellow  stripe, 
To  match  with  his  coat  of  the  self  same 

check ; 
And  at  the  scarf's  end  biiiig  &  VM^  \ 
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And   bis   linger?,   they   Doticcil,    Wflre   ev' 

strajiiig 
Ah  if  impBtient  to  be  playing 
Upon  this  pipv,  as  low  it  dangled 
Oyer  his  vestnro  so  old-fangled.) 

Yet,"  said  lie,  "  poor  piper  as  I  mn, 
lu  Tartary  I  freed  the  Cliara, 
Last  June,  fi'oin  his  huge  Bwnrm  of  guale; 
I  eased  in  Ada  the  Nizam 
Of  a  iDon?tr(iiia  brood  of  vampire-bata ; 
And,  as  for  what  jour  brain  btwildera — 
If  I  can  rid  your  ttiwn  of  rnts, 
TTill  you  give  luo  a  thoasand  guildf 
"Ooe?  fifty  tbousandl"— -was  the ei 
Of  the  natonisbed  Mayor  and  Corpi 


Intii  the  btrPL-t  tlie  Piper  stept, 

Smilintr  first  a  little  smile. 
As  if  he  linen'  wliat  magic  slept 

Tn  iii^  i|uiet  pl|>o  the  while ; 
Then,  til>e  a  mnsica)  adept, 
To  bloff  tliB  pipe  his  lips  lie  wrinkled, 
And  green  and  blue  hia  sharp  eyes  twinkled, 
Lilie  a  candle  Hnine  where  salt  is  sprinkleil ; 
And  ere  three  Rhrill  notes  the  pipe  nttcred, 
Vou  heard  m  if  an  army  muttered ; 
And  the  muttering  grew  to  a  gnimlillng ; 
And  the  grnrabling  grew  to  a  mijihty  mm- 

bli.ig; 
And  out  of  the  Imiiscs  the  rats  canie  tum- 

bhrg. 
Great  rats,  small  rata,  lean  rats,  brawny  rata, 
Droim  rata,  black  rats,  grey  raU,  tawny  rats, 
Grave  old  [ihidders,  gay  yonng  friskers, 

Fathers,  muthers,  uncles,  coosins, 
Cocking  tails  and  pricking  whiakera; 

Families  by  tens  atid  dozens, 
Bruther«,  M^lyrs,  hnnhands,  wive^ — 
Followed  the  I'iper  for  their  lives. 
From  street  to  street  lie  piped  advancing. 
And  step  for  step  they  followed  dancing, 
Cnlil  they  caine  to  the  river  Weser 
Wherein  all  plunged  and  perished 
— Save  OTie  who,  stout  as  Jnlitis  Ciesar, 

;As  he  the  manuscript  he  cherished) 
To  Rat-land  home  his  coiimentary, 
Which  was :  "  At  the  fiiit  slirill  notes  of  the 

pipe. 
I  heard  a  sound  as  of  wrajiiTig  *;if«. 


And  putting  apples,  wondrons  ripe, 
Into  a  cider-pross'a  gripe — 
And  a  moving  away  of  pieVIe-tub-bosrds, 
And  a  leaving  ^ar  of  oon«ct've-cupboard% 
And  a  drawing  the  corks  of  train-oil -flaski, 
And  a  breaking  the  hoops  of  butter-casti ; 
And  it  seemed  as  if  a  voice 
{Sweeter  far  than  by  harp  or  by  psfllli-ry 
la  breathed)  called  out.  O  rate,  rejoice  i 
The  world  is  grown  to  one  vast  drysaltery! 
So  muucb  D&,  crunch  on,  take  your  nnndiMi^ 
at,  supper,  dinner,  innobeau !         ^ 
It  aa  a  bulky  aogar-pDncheon, 
[y  staved,  like  a  great  san  ebona  J 
B,  scarce  on  inch  before  me, 
methonght  it  iiaid.  Come,  bare  net 
id  the  Weeer  rolling  o'er  me." 


i 


nld  have  heard  the  Hamelin  people 

:  ibe  bells  till  they  rocked  the  Bt«e(l«: 

Jlied  the  iiaijoi,  "  and  get  long  potM  I 

-  .mil  <,it  the  nests  and  block  up  the  hole«? 

Consult  with  carpenters  and  bniUlers, 
And  leave  in  our  town  not  even  a  trace 
Of  the  rats ! " — when  suddenly,  up  the  fai-e 
Of  tlie  Piper  perked  in  the  market-place. 
With  a,  "First,  if  you  please,  my  thousand 
guildcra  1 " 


A   thoiiaand   guilders  !     The   Mayor  looW 

blue: 
80  did  the  Corporation  too. 
For  council  dinners  made  rare  havoek 
With  naret.  Moselle,  Vin-dc-Grave,  Il.-ck: 
And  half  the  money  would  replenish 
Their  cellar's  biggest  butt  with  Rlienisti. 
To  pay  this  sum  to  a  wandering  follow 
Willi  a  gipsy  coat  of  red  am!  yellow  I 
"  Ileslde,"  (jnoth  the  Mayor,  with  a  knowing 

wink, 
"Our  business  wxis  done  at  the  river's  blink; 
We  saw  with  our  eyes  the  vermin  sink. 
And  what's  dead  can't  come  to  life,  I  think. 
So,  friend,  we're  not  the  folks  to  shrink 
From  the  duly  of  giving  you  soinething  fo' 

drink,  ' 
And  a  matter  of  money  to  put  in  your  poke; 
But,  as  fur  the  guilders,  what  we  spoke 
Of  them,  as  you  very  well  know,  was  in  ioka 


THE    PIED    FIFBB    OF    HAHELIN. 


>iir  Iceaea  have  niftde  w  thriftj ; 
lod  gnildera  I    Come^  take  fift^  I " 


t'b  face  fell,  uid  he  criud. 
Sing  t    I  can't  wait !  beside, 
mised  to  visit  by  dinner  time 
and  accept  the  prime 
lead  cook's  pottage,  all  he  'a  rich  ii 
ing  Ipfl,  in  the  Caliph'a  kitchen, 
t  of  scorpion's  no  sarvivor — 
n  I  proved  no  bargain-driver; 
a,  don't  think  1 11  bate  a  stiTer  t 
:s  who  put  me  in  a  passion 
1  me  pipe  to  another  fushion." 


"  cried  the  Uay or,   "d'ye  think  I' 

orae  treated  than  a  cook  ? 

by  a  lazy  ribald 

«  pifie  and  vestnra  piebald  ? 

eaten  un,  fellow  f    Do  your  worst, 

or  [ii[>e  there  till  yon  burst ! " 


iru  he  stcpt  into  the  street; 
u  hi:!  lips  again 

long  pipe  of  smooth  straight  cane ; 

re  he  blew  three  iiotea  (snch  sweet 
t«  as  yet  mnsiciau's  cunning 

gave  the  enraptured  air) 
&:»  a  rustling  that  seemed  like  a  bus- 
ing 

y  crowds  jnstling  at  pitching   and 
nstling; 

et  were  pattering,   wooden    shoos 

altering; 

ands   clapping,  and    little   tongues 

lutlering ; 

s  fowls  in  a  farm-yard  when  barley 

A:aitering, 

e  the  children  running : 
it  lie  boys  and  girls, 
y  cheeks  and  flaxen  curl-i, 
-kling  eyes  and  teeth  like  pearls, 

and  skipping,  ran  merrily  after 
idahl  mnwo    with    shonCing   and 


The  Uayor  was  dumb,  and  the  Council  stood 
As  if  thej  were  changed  into  blocks  of  wood. 
Unable  to  move  a  step,  or  cry 
To  tbe  children  merrily  skipping  by — 
And  could  only  follow  with  the  eye 
That  joyous  crowd  at  the  Piper's  bock. 
Bat  how  tbe  Mayor  was  on  the  rack, 
And  the  wretched  Council's  bosoms  bent, 
Aa  the  Piper  turned  from  the  High  Street 
To  where  the  Weser  rolled  its  waters 
Right  in  the  way  of  their  sons  and  daughteral 
Howevor.he  turned  from  Sooth  to  West, 
And  to  Eoppelberg  Hill  his  steps  addressed, 
And  after  him  tlie  children  pressed ; 
Great  was  the  joy  in  every  breast. 
"  He  never  can  cross  that  mighty  top  ! 
He's  forced  to  let  the  piping  drop. 
And  we  shall  see  onr  children  atop  1 " 
When,  lo,  as  they  reached  the  raount^n's  side, 
A  wondrous  portal  opened  wide. 
As  if  a  cavern  was  suddenly  hollowed ; 
And  the  Piper  advanced  and  the  cbildrec 

followed ; 
And  when  all  were  in,  to  the  very  last. 
The  door  in  the  mountain  side  shut  fast. 
Did  I  say  all?     No  I     One  was  lame. 
And  could  not  dance  the  whole  of  the  \rtij  ; 
And  in  after  years,  if  yon  would  blome 
His  sadness,  he  woa  used  to  say, — 
"It's  dull  in  our  town  since  my  playmatet^ 

left! 
I  can 't  forget  that  I  'm  bereft 
Of  all  the  pleasant  sights  tbey  see, 
Which  the  Piper  also  promised  me ; 
For  ho  led  ua,  he  said,  to  a  joyous  land. 
Joining  the  town  aud  just  at  hand. 
Where  waters  gushed  and  fruit-trees  grew, 
And  flowers  put  forth  a  fairer  hue. 
And  every,  tiling  was  strange  and  new ; 
The  sparrows  were  brighter  than  peacocke 

And  their  dogs  outran  our  follow  deer, 
And  honey-bees  had  lost  their  stings. 
And  burses  were  born  with  eagles'  wings: 
And  just  OS  I  became  assnrcd 
My  lame  foot  would  be  speedily  cured. 
The  music  stopped  and  I  stood  still, 
And  fonnd  myself  outside  the  IlilL 
Left  alone  against  my  will. 


Ajna,  uIqs  fur  ITamelia ! 

TLera  ciiiiie  into  nianj  a  Ijiirgher'a  pnto 

A  text  M-liith  says,  tliat  IlenToo's  gate 

Uiiea  Xo  Uie  ricfi  at  as  eosy  rate 
As  tlie  JLCcJIo'a  eye  taWea  a  camel  inl 
I'he   Mayor   sent   East,    West,    N 

South, 
To  offer  tbe  piper  by  wdrd  of  moi 

Wherever  it.  was  meu'a  lut  to  &i 
Silver  and  gold  to  Iiis  heart's  conh 
Iflio'd  only  return  the  way  Lo  we 

And  briiib'  tlio  children  behind  ] 
But  when  Ibey  saw  'twas  a  lost  ei 
And  [lipcr  and  dancers  were  gone 
Tliey  made  a  decree  that  lawyers  t 

Should  think  their  records  dated 
Jf,  after  tlie  day  of  the  month  and  ; 
Theae  words  did  not  as  well  appear, 
"  And  so  long  after  what  happened  here 

On  the  Twenty-second  of  July, 
Thirteen  Ilnndred  and  Seventy-six  ; " 
And  the  better  in  memory  to  Si 
The  place  of  the  Children'a  Inat  retre.it 
They  called  it  the  Pied  Piper's  Street— 
Where  any  one  playing  on  pipe  or  tabor 
Was  snre  for  the  future  to  lose  his  tabor. 
Sor  suIitTed  Ihey  hoatelrj  or  tavern 

To  shuck  with  mirtli  a  street  so  solemn ; 
But  opposite  ihe  place  of  tlie  cavern 

They  wrote  the  story  on  a  column, 
Aiiil  on  tilt'  Great  Chori'li  window  painted 
The  »uiiie,  to  make  tbe  world  acquainted 
How  tlicir  children  were  stolen  nway  ; 
And  there  it  stands  to  this  very  day. 
And  I  must  not  omit  to  say 
That  in  Transylvania  there's  a  tribe 
Of  alien  ]>eoi)le  that  ascribe 
The  outlandish  ways  ami  dress 
On  which  their  neigliburB  lay  such  stress 
To  thfir  fathers  and  mothers  having  riseti 
Out  of  some  subterranean  prisiin 
Into  which  they  wore  trepanned 
Lo[ig  time  Bgo.in  a  mii;hty  hand, 
Out  of  llamelin  t.>wn  in  Brunswick  lan-1. 
But  how  or  why,  tliey  don't  understand. 


So,  Willy,  let  you  and  me  be  wipers 

Of  eoores  out  with  all  men— w[ieeially  pipen; 

And,  whether  they  pipe  os  free  from  ttUw 

If  we've  promised  them  nughl,  let  o»  liMf 

onr  promise. 
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YISIT  FROM  ST.  NICHOLAS. 

Jie  ni^ht  before  Christmas,  when  all 

farough  the  house 

eature  was  etirring,  not  even  a  mouse ; 

ikings  weT&  hung  by  the  ohimnoy  will) 

>s  that  St.  Niohiilfts  soon  would  b« 
Idren  were  nestletl  &11  snug  In  tti«if 
isions  of  mgar-plums  d&need  In  tlieir 

And  Jlamum  in  her  kardiM,  awl  I  in  luj 


cap, 
TIad  just  settled  01 


IS  for  a  lung  w 


IVhen  out  on  the  lawn  there  arose  such  n 

elatter, 
I  sprang  from  my  bed  to  see  what  wn9  tie 

Away  to  the  window  I  flew  like  a  flash, 
Tore  open  the  shnttors  and  throw  np  the  «uJi. 
The   uioon,  on  the  breast  of  the  new-fallon 

Gove  a  lustre  of  mid-day  to  objects  below; 
tThcn,  what  to  my  wondering  eyes  should 

ajipear, 
But  a  miniature  sleigh,  and  eight  tiny  rein 

With  a  little  old  driver,  so  lively  and  quick, 
1  knew  in  a  moment  it  must  he  St.  NicJE. 
Slore  rapid   than   eagles   his   coursers   tbej 


And  he  wliistlcd,   and  shouted,   and   called 

lliem  by  name; 
"  Now,  Basher  I  no-v.  Dancer  I  now,  Praucar 

and  Viienl 
On!    Comet,  onl    Oupid,  onl    Donder  and 

HIilzen— 
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TILE  SCHOOLMISTRESS. 

Ah  me  I  full  sorely  is  my  heart  forlorn, 
To  think  how  modest  worth  neglected  lies. 
While  partial   Fame  doth  with  her  hlasts 

adorn 
Such  deeds  alone  as  pride  and  pomp  disguise; 
Deeds  of  ill  sort,  and  mischievous  emprise. 
Lend  me  thy  clarion,  goddess  1  let  me  try 
To  sound  the  praise  of  merit,  ere  it  dies. 
Such  as  I  oft  have  chaunced  to  espy. 
Lost  in  the  dreary  shades  of  dull  obscurity. 

In  every  village  marked  with  little  spire, 
Embowered  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to 

Fame, 
There  dwells,  in  lowly  shed  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron    old,    whom    wo  Schoolmistress 

name, 
Who  boasts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame; 
They  grieven  sore,  in  piteous  durance  pent. 
Awed  by  the  power  of  this  relentless  dame; 
And  ofttimes,  on  vagaries  idly  bent, 
For  unkempt  hair,   or  task  unconned,  are 

sorely  shent 

And  all  in  sight  doth  rise  a  birchen  tree, 
Which  Learning  near  her  little  dome  did 

stow. 
Whilom  a  twig  of  small  regard  to  see, 
Though  now  so  wide  its  waving  branches  flow, 
And  work  the  simple  vassals  mickle  woe ; 
For  not  a  wind  might  curl  the  leaves  that 

blew, 
But  their  limbs  shuddered,  and  their  pulse 

beat  low ; 
And  as  they  looked,  they  found  their  horror 

grew, 
And  shaped  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the 

view. 

So  have  I  seen  (who  has  not,  may  conceive) 
A  lifeless  phantom  near  a  garden  placed ; 
So  dotli  it  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave, 
Of  sport,  of  song,  of  pleasure,  of  repast ; 
They  start,  they  stare,  they  wheel,  they  look 

aghast ; 
Sad  servitude  I  such  comfortless  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton^s  riper  age  e'er  taste  I 


No  snperstition  dog  his  danoe  of  J<qr> 
No  vision  empty,  vain,  his  native  bliss  dMtn| 

• 

Near  to  this  dome  is  fomid  a  patch  so  giM 
On  which  the  tribe  their  gambols  do  dispk| 
And  at  the  door  imprisoning-board  is  8ee% 
Lest  weakly  wights  of  smaller  sixe  Aid 

stray. 
Eager,  perdie,  to  bask  in  sunny  day  I 
The  noises  intermixed,  which  thenoe  resoni 
Do  Learning's  little  tenement  betray ; 
Where  sits  the  dame,  disguised  in  look  p 

found. 
And  eyes  her  fairy  throng,  and  tnmsli 

wheel  around. 

Her  cap,  far  whiter  than  the  driven  snow, 
Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yialdj 
Her  apron  dyed  in  grain,  as  blue,  I  trom^ 
As  is  the  hare-bell  that  adorns  the  field; 
And  in  her  hand  for  sceptre,  she  does  nid 
Tway  birchen  sprays,  with  anxious  fe«B  I 

twined. 
With  dark  distrust,  and  sad  repentance  fil| 
And  stedfast  hate,  and  sharp  aflliction  joiM 
And  fury  uncontrolled,  and  chastisement  v 

kind. 

Few  but  have  kenned,  in  semblance  meet  pa 

trayed. 
The  childish  faces  of  old  Eol's  train ; 
Libs,  Notus,  Anster ;  these  in  frowns  airajl 
How  then  would  fare  or  earth,  or  sky,! 

main. 
Were  the  stern  god  to  give  his  slaves  ti 

rein? 
And  were  not  she  rebellious  breasts  to  qM 
And  were  not  she  her  statutes  to  maintiiB, 
The  cot  no  more,  I  ween,  were  deemed  ti 

cell, 
Where  comely  peace  of  mind  and  deoe 

order  dwelL 

A  russet  stole  was  o'er  her  shoulders  throw 
A  russet  kirtle  fenced  the  nipping  air ; 
'T  was  simple  russet,  but  it  was  her  own ; 
Twas  her  own  country  bred  the  fioek 

fair; 
T  was  her  own  labor  did  the  fleece  prepn 
And,  sooth  to  say,  her  pupils,  ranged  aroa 
Through  pious  awe  did  term  it  paasiiig  ni 


TH8    SOHOOLUISTBBSB. 


g^>iiig  woDderment  abonnd, 
DO  doubt,  she  been  the  greatest 
it  oa  ground  I 

ktt«i7  did  corrupt  her  troth, 
B  title  did  debauch  her  ear ; 
d-woman,  goesip,  D'annt,  forsooth, 
i«  sole  additions  she  did  hear ; 
i«  cbsUonged,  these  she  held  rieht 

tAeem  him  act  as  monght  behove, 
1  not  honored  eld  with  these  re- 

itle  yet  so  mean  conld  prove, 
was  eke  *  mind  whieh  did  that 
love. 

i  hen  she  took  delight  to  feed, 
ig  pattern  of  the  bn^  dame ; 
r  and  anon,  impelled  b;  need, 
lool,  begirt  with  chickens,  came  1 
did  her  past  deportment  claim ; 
lect  had  lavished  on  the  ground 
f  bread,  stie  wonld  collect  thesune; 
he  knew,  and  quaintly  could  ex- 
id, 
.  were  to  wast«  the  smallest  cmmb 


she  knew,  and  well  of  each  conld 
k. 
■  garden  sipped  the  silverj  dew. 

Tain  flower    disclosed  a  gaudy 
»k; 

for  nse  and  physic  not  ft  few, 
lown,  within  these  borders  grew 
basil,  pon'provoking  thyme, 
1,  and  marygold  of  cheerful  hue, 
gill,  that  never  dares  to  climb ; 
I  fain  wonld  sing,  disd^ing  here 

liiy  may  not  be  left  nnsnng, 

}   dim    eyes  to   wander   leagues 

Dt  radiah,  biting  infant's  tongue ; 

in  ribbed,  that  heals  the  reaper's 

i>d; 

ynaa  sweet,  in  shepherd's  posie 


And  lavender,  whose  spikes  of  azure  bloom 
Shall  he  erewhile  in  arid  bundles  bound. 
To  lark  amid  the  labors  of  her  loom, 
And  crown  her  kerchiefs  clean  with  tnickle 
rare  perfomC' 

And   here   trim   rosemarine,  that  whiloui 

crowned 
The  daintiest  garden  of  the  prondest  peer, 
Ere,  driven  froita  its  envied  site,  it  found 
A  saered  shelter  for  its  branches  here ; 
Where  edged  with  gold  its  glittering  skirts 

appear. 
Oh  wassel  days  I  O  cnstoms  meet  and  well  I 
Ere  tliis  waa  banished  from  iu  lofty  sphere  I 
Simplicity  then  songht  this  hamble  cell. 
Nor  ever  wonld  she  more  with  thaae  and 

lordling  dweU. 

Here  oft  the  dame,  on  Sabbath's  deoeot  eve, 
Hymned  aach  padms  aa  Stemhold  forth  did 

mete. 
If  winter  't  were,  sbe  to  her    hearth  did 

cleave. 
But  in  her  garden  found  a  summer-seat ; 
Sweet  melody  1  to  hear  her  then  repeftt 
now  Israel's  sons,  beneath  a  foreign  king, 
IThile  taunting  foemen  did  a  song  entreat. 
All  for  the  nonce  nntuning  every  string, 
Uphang  thoir  useless  lyres — small  heart  had 

thoy  to  sing. 

For  she  was  just,  and  friend  to  virtuous  lure. 
And  passed  muchtimo  in  tnily  virtuous  dee<l; 
And  in  those  elfin  ears  would  oft  deplore 
The  times  when  truth  by  Popish  rage  did 

And  tortuous    death  was    true   devotion's 

And  simple  Faith  in  iron  chains  did  mourn. 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed ; 
And  lawny  saints  in  smouldering  flames  did 

All,  dearest  Lord,  forcfend  tliilk  days  should 
e'er  return  1 

In  ellwjw-chair,  like  tliat  of  Scottish  stem 
By  the  sharp  tooth  of  cankering  eld  detk:ed 
In  which,  when  he  receives  his  diadem, 
Our  sovereign  prince  and   liefest   liege.  1* 
placed, 
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riie  niatniii  sate,  and  somo  witb  rank  she 

graced, 
(The  source  of  cliildreu'a  nrnl  of  flourtiere' 

pride  I) 
Redreestd   affronts,   fur   vile   affronts  there 

paaaed  ; 
And  warned  them  not  the  fretful  to  deride, 
iliit  love  ea«h  other  dear,  whatever  them 

Right  well  alio  knew  each  temper  to  dasorv  ■ 
Tu  tliwarC  the  proud,   and  the  si 

Socne  ivith  vilo  coppor-priio  e\alt  r 
Anil   some   entice   with    pittance 

praise ; 
And  other  some  with  baleful  sprig 
E'en  absent,  she  the  reius  of  power 
While  with  quaint  arts  the  giddy  t 

Forewarned  if  little  bird  their  pran' 
'T  will  whii*per  in  her  ear   aud  all 
unfold. 

1  .n  1  now  with  slate  she  utters  the  coiiitnan J ; 
KlWims  the  urchins  to  their  taska  repair ; 
Tlieir  hooka  of  stature  small  they  take  in 

Wliidi  with  1*11  acid  horn  secured  are. 
In  save  from  fingers  wet  the  letters  fair ; 
The  work  so  gaf,  that  on  their  bock  is  seen, 
?t.  (ieorge's  Iiigh  acliievoTneDts  doth  declare ; 
On  which  thilk  wight  that  has  y-gonng  been, 
Kens  the  forthcoming  rod — unpleasing  eight, 

All  liicklei'S  he,  and  bom  beneath  the  beam 
"f  evil  star!  it  irks  mo  while  t  write; 
A''  erst  the  Imrd  by  Mulla's  silver  stream. 
Oft  wf  lie  told  of  deadly,  dolorous  plight, 
Siulicd  as  he  sung,  and  did  in  tears  indite. 
For,  brandishing  the  rod,  she  doth  begin 
To  loose  the  hrngiies,  the  stripling's  late  de- 
light ! 
And   down   Ihey  drop;   appears  liis  dainty 

?kin. 
Fair  a*  tlie  furry  coat  of  whitest  crmilin. 

0  ruthful  scene  I   when  from  a  nook  obscure, 
Hia  little  si«tcr  doth  his  peril  see ; 
All  playful  as  she  sate,  she  grows  dcmnre ; 
Sbe  fifKi-  full  soon  her  wonted  spiriU  flee : 


She  nieiMtntes  a  prayer  to  iiet  him  free; 
Nor  gentle  pai-don  conld  this  dame  deny, 
(IfgentJe  pardon  could  with  dames  agrve) 
To  her  sad  grief,  which  swells  in  either  eye, 
And  wrings  her  ao  Ihsl  all  for  pity  abe  eoiiM 


No  longer  can  she  now  her  shrieks  « 
And  hardly  ebe  forbears,  tlirongh  awfbl  (tu, 
To  roshen  forth,  and    Willi    presnmiilnanl 
Land 

'  harsh  justice  in  his  mid-career. 
e  she  oolls,  on  thee,  her  parent  daarl 
oo  remote  to  ward  the  shamefiil  blow  I] 
X  no  kind  domestic  visage  near ; 
on  a  flood  of  tears  begins  lo  flor, 
7es  a  loose  at  last  to  unavailing  woft 

1 1    what  pen  his  piteous  plight  ma; 

a,  device  his  load  laments  explain  I 
in  imooiat^  of  his  dif^ised  &oet 

—  ,.  Jlid  hue  that  dyes  his  looks  ameinl 
The  plenteous  shower  that  do.'s  hi>  die* 

distaiii  r 
When  ha  in  abject  wise  itni>lores  the  dame, 
Ne  hopeth  aught  of  sweet  reprieve  to  gun; 
Or  when  from  high  she  levels  well  her  aim, 
And  through  the  thatch  liia  cries  each  fidltnj 

stroke  proclaim. 

The  other  tribe,  aghast,  with  sore  dismay, 
Attend,  and  eon  their  tusks  with  mickla  cii»; 
By  turns,  astoniod,  every  twig  survey. 
And  from  their  fellow's  liateful  wounds  bs- 

Knowing,  I  wis,  how  each  the  same  maj 

share. 
Till  fear  has  taught  them  a  performance  meet, 
And  to  the  well-known  chest  the  dame  re^ 

Whence  oft  with  sugared  eates  she  doth  then 

And  giiiirer-hrcad  y-rarc ;  now,  certes,  donM} 


See  to  their  seals  they  hie  with  merry  gree, 
And  in  beseemly  onler  sitten  liiero ; 
All  bnt  the  wight  of  bam  y-gallcd ;  lie 
Abhorreth  bench,  and  stool,  and  fonrm,  ant 
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I  ID  month  7-fixed,  that  renda  bis 
'0 

with  Bnnbs  profoand,  and  beaviDg 

"t, 

a»  iBtarmlttJDg,  doth  deokre 

Ds  wrong,  his  dome'e  ui^ost  bebest ; 

iB  her  offered  love,  and  abniw  to  b« 

QflMd. 

esprent  witb  liquid  crjBtai  ebioes, 
ing  face  that  Beema  •  pnrple  flower, 
IT  to  earth  its  drooping  h«ad  do- 
les, 

ed  and  sullied  bj  a  verna]  shower. 
'd  bosoms  of  despotio  power  t 
t  she,  tbe  author  of  hie  shame, 
t  sbe,  regret  Ibis  moDrnful  hour ; 
.  tbe  youth,  uid  hence  the  flower 

II  ftlMT, 

hh  arigbt,  transcending  worth  and 


me  door,  in  mclancbol]'  tboaghl, 
»f  food,  be,  dreary  caitifTl  pines; 
I  fellows' joyaunco  careth  auglit, 
>  wind  all  merriment  resigns; 
19  it  shame  if  he  to  peace  inclines ; 
r  ■  Enlleii  look  askance  is  sent, 
r  bis  dame's  annoyance  he  dtsigns ; 
:be  more  to  pleunnre  him  she^s  bent, 
doth  be  jierversc,  hcr'haviour  past 
lent 

bow  moch  I  fear  lest  pride  it  be  I 
X  pride  it  be,  which  thns  inspires, 
•e  dames,  with  nice  diwertiment  sec, 
b  not  too  the  nparks  of  noble  fires. 
er  far  than  all  the  Musea'  lyres, 
-d  arts,  is  rnlor's  generous  lient ; 
fixt  breast  which  lit  and  right  re- 

ion's  patriot  aonll  more  justly  grent 
I  that  pimps  for  ill  or  flowery  false 


i^  witb  skill,  what  dazzling  fruits 

sagaciona  Fomigbt  points  to  show 
ench  of  b«edleM  biabopa  here, 
t  ■  ebMOcmOor  In  mibtyo, 


Or  bard  sublime,  if  bard  may  e 

As  Milton,  Shalceapeorc^  nam 


r  be  so, 


Though  DOW  he  crawl  along  tbe  ground  so 

low. 
Nor  weeting  how  the  Mose  should  soar  on 

high, 
Wisbeth,  poor  starvelbig  elf  I  his  paper  kite 

may  fly. 


And  this  perhaps,  who,  censuring  tbe  dedgu, 
Low  lays  tbe  house  which  that  of  cards  dotb 

bnUd, 
Shall  Dennis  be  I  if  rigid  Fate  incline, 
And  many  an  epic  to  his  rage  shall  yield ; 
And  many  a  poet  quit  th'  Aooiau  &e1d. 
And.  soured  by  «ge^  profound  lie  shall  ap- 

As  be  who  now  with  'sdainftal  fury  thrilled 
Surveys  mine  work ;  and  levels  many  a  sneer, 
And  furls  bis  wrinkly  fVont,  and  cries,  "Whal 
stuff  is  here  t " 


And  now  Dan  Plioebus  gains  the  middle  skic, 
And  Liberty  unbars  her  prison-door ; 
And  like  a  rusliing  tiirreut  out  ihey  Hy, 
And  now  tlio  grassy  cirque  bad  covered  o'er 
With  boisterous  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar ; 
A  thousand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  run; 
Ilftftven  shield  their  short-lived  pastimes,  I 

For  well  may  freedom  erst  so  dearly  won, 
Appear  to  Britisii  elf  more  gladsome  than 
tbo  sun. 


Enjoy,  poor  imps  I  enjoy  your  sportive  trade^ 
And  chase  gay  fllc^  and  cull  tbe  fairest  flow- 

For  when  my  bones  in  grass-green  sods  are 

laid; 
For  never  may  ye  tasle  more  careless  bonrt 
In  knightly  castles,  or  in  ladies'  liowers. 
Ob  vain  to  seek  delight  in  earthly  thing! 
But  most  in  courts  where  proud  Ambition 

towers ; 
Deluded  wight  \    who  weens  fair  peace  can 

spring 
Beneath  the  pompons  dome  of  kesar  w  <A 

king. 


lis 
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See  in  each  sprite  some  various  bent  appear! 
These  rudely  carol  most  incondite  lay ; 
Those  sauntering  on  the  green,  with  jocund 

leer 
Salute  tlie  stranger  passing  on  his  way ; 
Some  builden  fragile  tenements  of  clay ; 
Some  to  the  standing  lake  their  courses  bend, 
With  pebbles  smooth  at  duck  and  drake  to 

play; 
Thilk  to  the  hunter's  savory  cottage  tend, 
In  pastry  kings  and  queens  th'  allotted  mite 

to  spend* 

Here,  as  each  season  yields  a  different  store, 
Each  season's  stores  in  order  ranged  been ; 
Apples  with  cabbage-net  y-covered  o'er. 
Galling  full  sore  th'  unmoneyed  wight,  are 

seen; 
And  goose-b'rie  clad  in  livery  red  or  green ; 
And  here  of  lovely  dye,  the  Catharine  pear, 
Rne  pearl  as  lovely  for  thy  juice,  I  ween : 
O  may  no  wight  e'er  pennyless  come  there, 
T^st  smit  with  ardent  love  he  pine   with 

hopeless  care  I 

See  1  cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  abound, 
With  thread  so  white  in  tempting  posies  ty'd, 
Scattering  like  blooming  maid  their  glances 

round. 
With  pampered  look  draw  little  eyes  aside ; 
And  must  be  bought,  though  penury  betide. 
The  plumb  all  azure  and  the  nut  all  brown, 
And  here  each  season  do  those  cakes  abide. 
Whose    honored  names    th'  inventive    city 

own, 
Rendering   through    Britain's  isle  Salopians 

praises  known. 

Admired  Salopia !  that  with  venial  pride 

Eyes  her  bright  form  in  Severn's  ambient 

wave, 
Famed  for  her  loyal  tjares  in  perils  tried. 

Her   daughters   lovely,   and    her    striplings 

brave ; 
Ah  I  midst  the  rest,  may  flowers  adorn  his 

grave, 
Whose  art  did  first  these  dulcet  cates  display  I 
A  motive  fair  to  Learning's  imps  he  gave. 
Who  cheerless  o'er  her  darkling  re^on  stray, 
Till  Reason's  morn  arise,  and  light  thraa  on 

their  way. 

WILX2AM  BKBXnOHK. 


ON  A  DISTANT  PROSPECT  OF  El 

COLLEGE. 

Ye  distant  spires,  ye  antique  towers^ 

That  crown  the  watery  glade. 
Where  grateful  Science  still  adores 

Her  Henry's  holy  shade ; 
And  ye  that  from  the  stately  brow 
Of  Windsor's  heights  the  expanse  below 

Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  survey, 
Wliose   tur^    whose   shade,   whose  flc 

among 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 

ffis  silver  winding  way : 

Ah,  hi^py  hills  I  ah,  pleasing  shade! 

Ail,  fields  beloved  in  vain! — 
Where  once  my  careless  childhood  stray 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain ! 
I  feel  the  gales  that  from  ye  blow 
A  momentary  bUss  bestow. 

As,  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing 
My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe. 
And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 

To  breathe  a  second  spring. 


Say,  Father  Thames,  for  thou  hast 

Full  many  a  sprightly  race, 
Disporting  on  thy  margont  green. 

The  paths  of  pleasure  trace ; 
Who  foremost  now  delight  to  cleave, 
With  pliant  arm,  thy  glassy  wave? 

The  captive  linnet  which  enthrall  t 
What  idle  progeny  succeed 
To  chase  the  rolling  circle's  q>eed. 

Or  urge  the  flyiog  ball  ? 

While  some,  on  urgent  business  bent, 

Their  murmuring  labors  ply 
'Gainst  graver  hours  that  bring  constndi 

To  sweeten  liberty ; 
Some  bold  adventurers  disdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign, 

And  unknown  regions  dare  descry; 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind, 
They  hear  a  voice  in  every  wind. 

And  snatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  hope  is  theirs  by  £Euioy  fed, 
Less  pleasing  when  possest; 
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forgot  as  soon  as  shed, 
iDshine  of  the  breast : 
Qzom  health,  of  rosy  hue, 
,  invention  ever  new, 
vely  cheer,  of  vigor  bom ; 
ightless  day,  the  easy  night, 
its  pore,  the  slumbers  light, 
ly  the  approach  of  mom. 

gardless  of  their  doom, 

itle  victims  play  I 

t  have  they  of  iQs  to  come, 

ire  beyond  to-day ; 

how  all  aronnd  them  wdt 

sters  of  human  fate, 

lack  misfortmie^s  baleful  train ! 

V  them  where  in  ambush  stand, 

their  prey,  the  murderous  band ! . 

n  them,  they  are  men ! 

all  the  fury  passions  tear, 
iltures  of  the  mind, 
il  anger,  pallid  fear, 
mo  that  skulks  belli nd ; 
ling  love  shall  waste  their  youth, 
asy,  with  rankling  tooth, 
nly  gnaws  the  secret  heart ; 
7  wan,  and  faded  care, 
aged,  comfortless  despair, 
orrow's  piercing  dart. 

a  this  shall  tempt  to  rise, 
whirl  the  wretch  from  high, 
•  scorn  a  sacrifice, 
rinning  infamy ; 
53  of  falsehood  those  shall  try, 
d  unkindness'  altered  eye, 
nocks  the  tears  it  forced  to  flow ; 
n  remorse,  with  blood  defiled, 
ody  madness,  laughing  wild 
severest  woe. 

he  vale  of  years  beneath 
ily  troop  are  seen, 
iful  family  of  death, 
hideous  than  their  queen ; 
ks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins, 
iry  laboring  sinew  strains, 
in  the  deeper  vitals  rage ; 
erty,  to  fill  the  band, 


That  numbs  the  soul  with  icy  hand, 
And  slow-oonsuming  age. 

To  each  his  sufferings:  all  are  men, 

Condemned  alike  to  groan ; 
The  tender  for  another^s  pain, 

The  unfeeling  for  his  own. 
Yet,  ah  1  why  should  they  know  their  fate! 
Since  sorrow  never  comes  too  late, 

And  happiness  too  swiftly  flies, 

Thought  would  destroy  their  paradise. 

No  more : — where  ignorance  is  bliss, 

'Tis  folly  to  be  wise  I 

Tbomai  Obat. 
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Now  ponder  well,  you  parents  dear. 

The  words  which  I  shall  write ; 
A  doleful  story  you  shall  hear. 

In  time  brought  forth  to  light: 
A  gentleman,  of  good  account, 

In  Norfolk  lived  of  late, 
"Whose  wealth  and  riches  did  surmount 

Most  men  of  his  estate. 

Sore  sick  he  was,  and  like  to  die. 

No  help  then  ho  could  have ; 
His  wife  by  him  as  sick  did  lie. 

And  both  possessed  one  grave. 
No  lovo  between  these  two  was  lost. 

Each  was  to  other  kind  ; 
In  love  they  lived,  in  love  they  died, 

And  left  two  babes  behind : 

The  one  a  fine  and  pretty  boy. 

Not  passing  three  years  old  ; 
The  other  a  girl,  more  young  than  he, 

And  made  in  beauty's  mould. 
The  father  left  his  little  son, 

As  plainly  doth  appear, 
When  he  to  perfect  ago  should  come. 

Three  hundred  pounds  a  year — 

And  to  his  little  daughter  Jane 

Five  hundred  pounds  in  gold, 
To  be  paid  down  on  marriage-<lay, 

Which  might  not  bo  controlled  ; 
But  if  the  children  chanced  to  die 

Ero  they  to  ago  should  come, 
Tlieir  uncle  should  possess  their  wealth, 

For  so  the  will  did  run. 
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'*  Now,  brother,"  said  the  dying  man, 

"  Look  to  my  children  dear ; 
Bo  good  unto  my  boy  and  girl, 

No  friends  else  I  have  here ; 
To  Grod  and  yon  I  do  commend 

My  children,  night  and  day  ; 
But  little  wMle,  be  sure,  we  have. 

Within  this  world  to  stay. 

"  You  must  be  father  and  mother  both, 

And  uncle,  all  in  one ; 
Gk)d  knows  what  will  become  of  them 

When  I  am  dead  and  gone." 
With  that  bespake  then:  mother  dear, 

"  O  brother  kind,"  quoth  she, 
*^Tou  are  the  man  must  bring  our  babes 

To  wealth  or  misery. 

"  And  if  you  keep  them  carefuUy, 

Then  God  will  you  reward ; 
If  otherwise  you  seem  to  deal, 

God  will  your  deeds  regard." 
With  lips  as  cold  as  any  stone, 

She  kissed  her  children  small : 
^*  God  bless  you  both,  my  children  dear," 

With  that  the  tears  did  fall. 

These  speeches  then  their  brother  spake 

To  this  sick  couple  there : 
"  The  keeping  of  your  children  dear, 

Sweet  sister,  do  not  fear ; 
God  never  prosper  me  nor  mine, 

Nor  aught  else  that  I  have. 
If  I  do  wrong  your  children  dear, 

When  you  are  laid  in  grave." 

Their  parents  being  dead  and  gone, 

The  children  home  he  takes. 
And  brings  them  home  unto  his  house. 

And  much  of  them  he  makes. 
He  had  not  kept  these  pretty  babes 

A  twelvemonth  and  a  day, 
But,  for  their  wealth,  he  did  devise 

To  make  them  both  away. 

He  bargmned  with  two  ruffians  strong, 

Which  were  of  furious  mood. 
That  they  should  take  these  chUdren  young, 

And  slay  them  in  a  wood. 
He  t-old  his  wife^  and  aU  he  had, 

He  did  the  children  send 
To  be  brought  up  in  fair  London, 

With  one  that  was  Ins  friend. 


Away  then  went  these  pretty  babes, 

R^oicLDg  at  that  tide, 
Rejoicing  with  a  merry  mind, 

They  should  on  cook-horse  ride; 
They  prate  and  prattle  pleasantly, 

As  they  rode  on  the  way, 
To  those  that  should  their  botohers  be 

And  work  thdr  lives'  decay, 

So  that  the  pretty  speech  they  had, 

Made  Murder^s  heart  relent; 
And  they  that  undertook  the  deed 

Full  sore  they  did  repent. 
Tet  one  of  them,  more  hard  of  heart. 

Did  vow  to  do  his  charge, 
Because  the  wretch  that  hired  him 

Had  paid  him  very  large. 

The  other  would  not  agree  thereto, 

So  here  they  fell  at  strife ; 
With  one  another  they  did  fight, 

About  the  children's  life ; 
And  he  that  was  of  mildest  mood, 

Did  slay  the  other  there, 
Within  an  unfrequented  wood ; 

While  babes  did  quake  for  fear. 

He  took  the  children  by  the  hand 

When  tears  stood  in  their  eye. 
And  bade  them  come  and  go  with  him 

And  look  they  did  not  cry ; 
And  two  long  miles  he  led  them  on, 

While  they  for  food  complain : 
" Stay  here,"  quoth  he,  "I  '11  bring  yotj 

When  I  do  come  again." 

These  pretty  babes,  with  hand  in  hand. 

Went  wandering  up  and  down. 
But  never  more  they  saw  the  man. 

Approaching  from  the  town. 
Their  pretty  lips,  with  black-berries, 

Were  all  besmeared  and  dyed, 
And,  when  they  saw  the  darksome  nig 

They  sate  them  down  and  cried. 

Thus  wandered  these  two  pretty  babca, 

Tin  death  did  end  their  grief; 
In  one  another's  arms  they  died. 

As  babea  wanting  relief 
No  borifll  these  pretty  babes 

Of  any  man  receives, 
HU  robin  redbreast,  painftdly, 

IMd  oover  them  with  leaves. 
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And  now  the  heavy  wrath  of  God 

Upon  ttk&r  nnde  fell; 
Tea,  fearfol  fiends  did  haunt  his  house, 

His  conscienoe  feh  an  helL 
His  bams  were  fired,  his  goods  consumed, 

Bia  lands  were  barren  made ; 
His  cattle  died  within  the  field, 

And  nothing  with  him  stayed. 

And,  in  the  voyage  of  Portugal, 

Two  of  his  sons  did  die ; 
And,  to  condnde,  himsdf  was  brought 

To  extreme  misery. 
He  pawned  and  mortgaged  all  his  land 

£jre  seven  years  came  about ; 
And  now,  at  length,  this  wicked  act 

IHd  by  this  means  come  out : 

The  fdk>w  that  did  take  in  hand 

These  children  for  to  kill. 
Was  for  a  robber  judged  to  die. 

As  was  God^s  blessed  will ; 
Who  did  confess  the  very  truth. 

The  which  is  here  expressed; 
Their  uncle  cUed  while  he,  for  debt, 

k  prison  long  did  rest. 

You  that  executors  be  made, 

And  overseers  eke ; 
Of  children  that  be  fatherless, 

And  Infants  mild  and  meek. 
Take  you  example  by  this  thing. 

And  yidd  lo  each  his  right, 

Lest  Gbd,  with  such  like  misery, 

Your  wicked  minds  requite. 

Akoxtmoub. 


LADY  ANN  BOTHWELL'S  LA^tENT. 

A  SCOTTISH  SONG. 

Balow,  my  babe,  ly  stil  and  sleipe ! 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  weipe ; 
If  thou  'st  be  silent,  I  'se  be  glad. 
Thy  maining  maks  my  heart  ful  sad. 
Balow,  my  boy,  thy  mither's  joy ! 
Thy  father  breides  me  great  annoy. 

BalotOj  my  hdbe,  ly  stil  and  sleipe  ! 

It  grit/tet  me  $air  to  tee  thee  weipe. 

When  he  began  to  court  my  luve, 
And  with  his  sugred  words  to  muve. 


His  fayuings  fhls,  and  flattering  cheire, 
To  me  that  time  did  not  appeire : 
Rut  now  I  see,  most  cruell  hce, 
Oares  neither  for  my  babe  nor  mee. 

Bahw^  my  hcibe,  ly  stil  and  sleipe/ 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  weipe, 

Ly  stil,  my  darlinge,  sleipe  awhile. 
And  when  thou  wakest  sweitly  smile : 
But  smile  not,  as  thy  father  did. 
To  cozen  maids;  nay,  (xod  forbid! 
But  yette  I  feire,  thou  wilt  gae  neire. 
Thy  fatheris  hart  and  face  to  beire. 

JBalow^  my  hahey  ly  stil  and  sleipe/ 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  weipe, 

I  cannae  chuse,  but  ever  will 
Be  luving  to  thy  father  stil : 
Whair-eir  he  gae,  whair-eir  he  ryde. 
My  luve  with  him  maun  stil  abyde : 
In  well  or  wae,  whair-eir  he  gae. 
Mine  hart  can  neir  depart  him  frae. 

Balowy  my  habe^  ly  stil  and  sleipe  / 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  tJue  weipe. 

But  doe  not,  doe  not,  prettio  mine, 

To  faynings  fals  thine  hart  incline ; 

Be  loyal  to  thy  luver  trew, 

And  nevir  change  hir  for  a  new ; 

If  gude  or  faire,  of  hir  have  care, 

For  women's  banning 's  wonderous  sair. 

BaloWy  my  tdbe^  ly  stil  and  sleipe  / 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  ueipe. 

Bairne,  sin  thy  cruel  father  is  gone, 

Thy  winsome  smiles  maun  eise  my  paine ; 

My  babe  and  I  '11  together  live, 

lie  '11  comfort  me  when  cares  doe  grieve ; 

My  babe  and  I  right  saft  will  ly, 

And  quite  forget  man's  cruelty. 

BaloWy  my  lobe,  ly  stil  and  sleipe/ 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  weipe. 

Farewell,  farewell,  thou  falsest  youth 
That  ever  kist  a  woman's  mouth ! 
I  wish  all  maids  be  warned  by  mee, 
Nevir  to  trust  man's  curtesy ; 
For  if  wo  doe  but  chance  to  bow, 
They  '11  use  us  than  they  care  not  how. 

BaloiVy  my  hdbe^  ly  stil  and  sleipe  / 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  xccipe. 
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DANAE. 

VTniLeT,  oroaDd  her  lone  ark  sweeping, 

Wailed  the  winds  and  waters  wild, 
Iler  young  cheeks  all  wan  with  weeping, 

Danue  clasped  her  sleeping  child ; 
And  "  Alas,"  (cried  she,)  **  my  dearest^ 

What  deep  wrongs,  what  woes,  are  mine  I 
But  nor  wrongs  nor  woes  thon  fearest, 

In  that  sinless  rest  of  thine. 
Faint  the  moonheams  hreak  above  thee. 

And,  within  here,  all  is  gloom ; 
But  fast  wrapt  in  arms  that  love  thee. 

Little  reck'st  thou  of  our  doom. 
Not  the  rude  spray  round  thee  flying, 

Has  eVn  damped  thy  clustering  hair, — 
On  thy  purple  mantlet  lying, 

O  mine  Innocent,  my  Fair  I 
Yet,  to  thee  were  sorrow  sorrow, 

Thou  would'st  lend  thy  little  ear. 
And  this  heart  of  thine  might  borrow 

Ilaply  yet  a  moment's  cheer. 
But  no ;  slumber  on,  }3abe,  slumber ; 

Slumber,  Ocean-waves ;  and  you, 
My  dark  troubles,  without  number, — 

Oh,  that  ye  would  slumber  too  I 
Though  with  wrongs  they've  brimmed  my 
chalice. 

Grant  Jove,  that,  in  future  years. 
This  boy  may  defeat  their  malice, 

And  avenge  his  mother's  tears!" 


SmoMiDB.  (Greek.) 


TnuuUtion  of  Wiluam  Pxtsb. 


BOYHOOD. 

Ab,  then  how  sweetly  closed  those  crowded 

days  I 
The  minutes  parting  one  by  one  like  rays. 
That  fade  upon  a  summer's  eve. 
But  oh  I  what  charm,  or  magiq  numbers 
Can  give  me  back  the  gentle  slumbers 
Those  weary,  happy  days  did  leave  ? 
When  by  my  bed  I  saw  my  mother  kneel, 
And  with  her  blessing  took  her  nightly  kiss; 
Whatever  Time  destroys,  he  cannot  this — 
E'en  DOW  that  nameless  kiss  I  feel. 

WASMnrOTOM  allrov. 


HER  EYES  ARE  WILD. 

I. 

Her  eyes  are  wild,  her  head  is  ban 
The  sun  has  burnt  her  coal-black  h 
Her  eyebrows  have  a  rosty  stain, 
And  she  oame  far  from  over  the  m. 
She  had  a  baby  on  her  arm, 
Or  else  she  were  alone ; 
And  nndemeath  the  hay-stack  war 
And  oh  the  greenwood  atone, 
She  talked  and  snng  the  woods  am 
And  it  was  in  the  English  tongue. 

n. 

"  Sweet  babe  I  they  say  that  I  am  i 
But  nay,  my  heart  is  far  too  glad ; 
And  I  am  happy  when  I  sing 
Full  many  s  sad  and  doleful  thing. 
Then,  lovely  baby,  do  not  fear  I 
I  pray  thee  have  no  fear  of  me; 
But  safe  as  in  a  cradle,  here. 
My  lovely  baby  I  thon  shalt  be. 
To  thee  I  know  too  much  I  owe ; 
I  cannot  work  thee  any  woe. 

III. 

"  A  fire  was  once  within  my  brain. 
And  in  my  head  a  dull,  duU  pain ; 
And  fiendish  faces,  one,  tw^,  three, 
Hung  at  my  breast,  and  pulled  at  n 
But  then  there  came  a  sight  of  joy 
It  came  at  once  to  do  me  good : 
I  waked,  and  saw  my  little  boy, 
My  little  boy  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
Oh  joy  for  me  that  sight  to  see ! 
For  he  was  here,  and  only  he. 

rv. 

^SucK,  little  babe,  oh  suck  again ! 
It  cools  my  blood ;  it  cools  my  brai 
Thy  lips,  I  feel  them,  baby  1  they 
Draw  from  my  heart  the  pain  awaj 
Oh  press  me  with  thy  little  hand  I 
It  loosens  something  at  my  chest ; 
About  that  tight  and  deadly  band 
I  feel  thy  little  fingers  pr«««t. 
The  breeze  I  see  is  in  the  tree — 
It  comes  to  cool  my  babe  and  mub 
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me,  love  me,  little  bo;  I 
thj  mother's  ooly  J07 ; 
ot  dread  the  waves  below, 
r  the  Ma-rook's  edge  we  go ; 
crag  cannot  wort  me  harm, 
og  torrente  when  they  howl ; 
1  c«rT7  00  my  arm, 
for  me  my  precious  »onl ; 
py  lie ;  for  blest  am  I ; 
ae  my  sweet  babe  wonlddie. 


not  fear,  my  boyl  for  thee 
lioD  wiU  I  be ; 
always  be  thy  gnide, 
ollow  BDOWB  and  rivers  wide. 
a  Indian  bower;  I  know 
that  make  the  softest  bed ; 
m  me  thoa  wilt  not  go, 
'  tme  till  I  am  dead, 
thing!  then  thon  shall  sing 
i  the  birds  in  Spring. 


r  cares  not  for  my  breast, 
jweet  baby,  there  to  rest ; 
le  own  I — and  if  its  hue 
,  that  was  so  fair  to  view 
>iigh  for  thee,  my  dove! 
little  child,  is  flown, 
ilt  live  with  me  in  love ; 
'my  poor  cheek  be  brown f 
-  me  thoa  canst  not  see 
id  wan  it  else  would  be. 


their  tannta,  ray  little  Life; 
her'a  wedded  wife ; 
tath  the  spreading  tree 
Uve  in  honesty. 
boy  he  could  forsake, 
never  would  have  stayed. 
•  harm  my  babe  can  take ; 
man,  is  wretched  made; 
ly  we  two  #ill  pray 
'a  Koae  and  br  away. 


"I'U  teach  my  boy  the  sweetest  things: 
111  teach  him  how  the  owlet  ainga. 
My  little  babel  thy  lips  are  still. 
And  thon  hast  almost  suoked  thy  filL 
—Where  art  thou  gone,  my  own  dear  cJiilil 
What  wicked  looks  are  those  I  see  ( 
AlasI  aksl  that  look  90  wild, 
It  never,  nerer  came  from  rae. 
If  thou  art  mad,  my  pret^  lad, 
Then  I  must  be  for  ever  sad. 


"  Oh  smile  on  me,  my  little  lamb  I 
For  I  thy  own  dear  mother  am. 
My  love  for  thee  has  well  been  tried  ; 
I  Ve  sought  thy  father  far  and  wide. 
I  know  the  poisons  of  the  shade ; 
I  know  the  earth-nuts  fit  for  food. 
Then,  pretty  dear,  be  not  afraid ; 
We  'U  find  thy  father  in  the  wood- 
Now  laugh  and  be  gay,  to  the  woods  away  I 
And  there,  my  babe,  we'll  live  for  aye." 

WlLLUM  WoiMirOMn. 
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Why  would'st  thoQ  leave  me,  oh  gentle 
cbUdf 
Tliy  home  on  the  mountain  is  bleak  and  wild— 
A  straw-roofed  cabin,  with  lowly  wall ; 
Mine  is  a  fair  and  pillared  hall. 
Where  many  an  image  of  marble  gleams, 
And  the  sunshme  of  pictures  foreverstreams.' 

'OhI  green  is  the  turf  where  my  brothers 
play, 
Tljroughthe  long  bright  hours  of  the  sum 

They  find  the  red  cup.  moss  where  they  climb, 
And  they  chase  the  bee  o'er  the  scented 

thyme. 
And  the  rocks  where  the  heatb-flower  bloom* 

they  know; 
Lady,  kind  lady  I  oh  let  me  go." 

oiitent  thee,  boyl  in  my  bower  to  dwell 
-e  are  sweet  sounds  which  thou  lovatrt 


FluUta  (111  ilif  Hir  ill  tlie  sCillf  uooti, 
Uarpa  wLicli  tlio  waiidenng  breezea  taae. 
And  tlio  hilvt'n-  hwjJ-how  of  man/  a  bird 
Whose   \-fkv   uiu    iiu'er   in   thj   mountain 

"Oil  I  ni.r  mother  niDg:rj  at  tbe  twilight's  fall, 
A  song  ut'  the  hills  fur  more  awe«t  than  rU  ; 
Sbe  sin^  it  uoder  onr  own  gKVa  tree 
To  tbe  hbho  half  el  uni  be  ling  on  her  kuee; 

I  dreamt  lost  night  of  that '~  '  — 

Ladj,  kind  lad^'I  uli,lt;t  ro*. 

"Thy  iiiotlior  is  gone  froni 
She  hath  taken  tlm  babe  01 
Thou  wovild'st  meet  her  fo 

Nor  Luat  hor  sung  at  the  c 
Come  tliun  with  »ia  to  the 
And  we'll  pluck  the  grs 

"la  my  mother  gone  from  her  Lome  away! — 
But  I   know  tliiit  my  brothera  are  there  at 

l>Iay— 
I  know  tlicy  are  gathering  the  fox-j;lo\e's 

bell, 
Or  the  lung  tvni  leaves  by  the  sparkling  well ; 
Or  they  launeli  tlieir  boats  where  tlio  bright 

slrtanis  How— 
Lady,  kind  ludy !  oli,]el  mo  go," 

"Fair  i-hild,  thy  brothers  are  wanderers  now; 
They  sjwrt  no  more  on  the  moiintniii's  brow; 
They  liavu  left  the  fern  by  the  spring's  green 

And  tlie  streams  where  the  fairy  barks  were 

tivd. 
Be  thou  at  peace  in  thy  brighter  lot, 
For  the  cabin  home  is  a  lonely  spot.'" 

'  Are  tliey  gone,   all   gone  from  the  sunny 

bill  ?— 
But  t  be  binland  the  bine-fly  rove  o'er  it  fttiil; 
And  the  ri'd-dcer  bound  in  their  gliidncss  free. 
And  Ibe  hi.'atb  is  bent  by  the  singing  bee, 
And  tbe  waters  leap,  end  the  fresh  winds  blow; 
Lady,  kind  hwiv !  oh,  let  me  go." 


ir  grew 


LUOy  GRAY; 

OR,  BOl.lTIIDB.  I 

Oft  I  had  heoj/d  of  Lacy  Gray ; 

And,  when  I  crossed  the  wild,  , 

I  chanced  to  see,  at  break  of  day  , 

The  solitary  child.  , 

No  mate,  no  comrade  Lncy  know.  ^ 
She  dwelt  on  a  wide  moor, —       j, 

rhe  Bweelest  thing  that 
Beside  a  human  door. 

I 

i'ou  yet  may  spy  the  fawn  at  piny,  j 

Tlie  hare  npou  the  green ;  < 

But  the  sweet  fuoe  of  Lucy  Gnj  I 

Will  never  mor«  be  seen.  ' 

"To-night  will  be  a  stormy  nigb^ — 
Ton  to  the  town  mast  go  ; 

And  take  a  lantero,  Child,  to  light 
Your  mother  through  the  snow." 

"Tliat,  Father!  willl  gladly  do ; 

'Tis  scarcely  afternoon, — 
The  minster-clock  has  just  struck  i« 

And  yonder  is  the  moon.  " 

At  this  the  father  raised  his  hook, 
And  snapped  a  faggot-baiid. 

He  plied  bis  work  * — and  Lncy  look 
The  lantern  in  her  hand. 

Not  blither  is  the  mountain  roe— 
With  many  a  wanton  stroke 

Iler  feet  disperse  the  powdery  snow 
Tliat  rises  up  like  sraoke. 

The  stonn  came  on  before  it*  titno; 

Sbe  wandered  up  and  down ; 
And  many  a  hill  did  Lucy  climb. 

But  never  reached  the  town. 

The  wretched  jiarents  all  that  night 
Went  shouting  far  and  wide ; 

But  there  was  neither  sound  nor  r^in 
To  serve  them  fur  a  guide. 

At  ibiybreak  on  the  hill  they  sioo-i 
Tiint  overlooked  the  moor; 

And  thence  they  saw  the  bridfre  of ' 
A  furlimglroiu  th.Mrd.mr. 


TBB  CBILDHEK'B  HOUB. 
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ipl, — and,  torniog  homeward,  cried, 
iMvon  w«  all  aliaU  meet ; " — 
a  the  now  the  mother  spied 
irint  of  Inch's  feet. 

(nrnwwds  fnnn  the  etoep  hUl'a  edge 
'  tracked  the  footnurks  small ; 
LTOugh  the  broken  hawthorn-hedge, 
bj  the  low  atone-wall ; 

len  ta  open  field  they  crossed — 
roirka  were  Kill  the  same — 
racked  tbem  on,  nor  ever  lost ; 
I  to  the  bridge  they  come. 

bllowed  from  the  anowj  bank 
K  footmaAa,  one  by  one, 
M  middle  of  the  plank ; 
1  htthar  there  were  none  I 


■ome  maintain  that  to  this  daj 

U  a  tiring  child ; 

rgi]  may  see  aweet  Lucy  Gray 

ju  the  lonesome  wild. 

rail)]  and  aiDooth  she  trips  along, 
I  never  lookd  behind ; 
'Oga  a  solitary  song 
t  whistles  in  the  wind. 


Then  fling  them  to  the  winds,  and  o'er  the 

Isvn 
Bonnd  with  so  playful  and  eo  light  a  foot, 
Tbat  the  preaaed  daiay  scarce  declined  hei 


THE  CHILDREN'S  HODE. 

Bbtwbdi  the  dark  and  the  daylight, 
When  night  ia  beginning  to  lower, 

Oomea  a  panse  in  the  day'a  occupation^ 
That  la  known  aa  the  ohildreo's  hoar. 


I  hear  In  the  ohamber  above  me 

The  patter  of  little  feet, 
The  soimd  of  a  door  that  is  opened. 

And  voices  soft  and  aweet. 


From  my  stndy  I  see  in  the  lamplight, 
Descending  the  broad  ball  stair, 

Grave  Alice  and  laughing  Allegra, 
And  Editli  with  golden  hair. 


A  whisper  and  then  a  silence . 

Yet  I  know  by  tbdr  merry  eyes 
They  are  plotting  and  planning  together 

To  take  roe  by  aurprise. 


CHnJ>HOOD. 

or  mind  it  is  most  aweet  to  moae 
days  gone  by ;  to  net  in  thonght 
>n3  o'er,  and  be  again  a  childi 
fancy  on  the  turf-clad  slope 
licb  the  child  would  roll;  to  pluck 

nes  in  the  sun,  which  the  child's 

nd 

id  edhnded  aoon,  toon  reconciled) 

irow  awaj,  and  sb^ght  take  np 


A  sudden  rash  from  the  stairway, 
A  audden  raid  from  the  hall. 

By  three  doom  left  nngoarded, 
They  enter  my  castle  wall. 


They  climb  np  bto  my  turret. 
O'er  the  arma  and  back  of  my  chair ; 

If  I  try  to  escape,  they  surround  me; 
They  eeem  to  be  everywhere. 


They  almost  devour  me  with  kisses, 
Their  arms  abont  me  entwine. 

Till  1  think  of  the  Biibop  of  Bingen 
la  his  Moose-Towei  oa  ^bftlilb&mb. 
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Do  70a  think,  oh  bine-eyed  banditti. 
Because  jou  have  scaled  the  wall, 

8nch  an  old  moostache  as  I  am 
I3  not  amatch  for  jon  all? 

I  have  yon  fast  in  my  fortress, 

And  will  not  let  yon  depart. 
But  put  yon  into  the  dungeon 

In  the  round-tower  of  my  heart. 

And  there  will  I  keep  you  forever, 

Yes,  forever  and  a  day, 
Till  the  walls  shall  crumble  to  ruin, 

And  moulder  in  dost  away. 

Hknbt  Wamwokxh  LoNonuow. 


While  Mand  she  floats,  and  Bell  she  po 

They  scamper  and  drop  thdr  poslet ; 

But  dear  little  Kate  takes  nought  amisi 

And  leaps  in  my  arms  with  a  loving  ki 

And  I  give  her  all  my  roses. 

T.  w  w 


UNDER  MY  WINDOW. 

Cndeb  my  window,  under  my  window, 
AU  in  the  Midsummer  weather. 

Three  little  girls  with  fluttering  curls 
Flit  to  and  tro  together : — 

There  ^s  Bell  with  her  bonnet  of  satin  sheen. 

And  Mand  with  her  mantle  of  silver-green, 
And  Elate  with  her  scarlet  feather. 


Under  my  window,  under  my  window. 

Leaning  stealthily  over, 
Merry  and  dear,  the  voice  I  hear, 

Of  each  gladehearted  rover. 
Ah  1  sly  little  Kate,  she  steals  my  roses ; 
And  Maud  and  Bell  twine  wreaths  and  posies, 

As  merry  as  bees  in  clover. 


Under  my  window,  under  my  window. 
In  the  blue  Mdsummer  weather. 

Stealing  slow,  on  a  hushed  tip-toe, 
I  catch  them  all  together: — 

Bell  with  her  bonnet  of  satin  sheen,    ' 

And  Maud  with  her  mantle  of  silver-green, 
And  Kate  with  the  scarlet  feather. 


Under  my  window,  imder  my  window. 
And  off  through  the  orchard  doset; 


I  REMEMBER,  I  REMEMBER 

I  wcMKinnni,  I  remember 
The  house  where  I  was  bom. 
The  little  window  where  the  sun 
Came  peeping  in  at  mom ; 
He  never  came  a  wink  too  soon, 
Nor  brought  too  long*a  day; 
But  now,  I  often  wished  the  ni^t 
Had  home  my  breath  away  1 

I  remember,  I  remember 
The  roses,  red  and  white, 
The  violets,  and  the  lily-cnpe— 
Those  flowers  made  of  light  I 
The  lilacs  where  the  robin  bnilt, 
And  where  my  brother  set 
The  laburnum  on  his  birth*day,- 
rhe  tree  is  living  yet  I 

I  remember,  I  remember 
Where  I  was  used  to  swing. 
And  thought  the  air  must  rush  as 
To  swallows  on  the  wing; 
My  spirit  flew  in  feathers  then, 
That  is  so  heavy  now, 
And  summer  pools  could  hardly  c 
The  fever  on  my  brow  1 


I  remember,  I  remember 

The  fir-trees  dark  and  high ; 

I  used  to  think  their  slender  tope 

Were  dOse  against  the  sky. 

It  was  a  childish  ignorance, 

Bat  now  t  is  little  Joy 

To  know  I^m  fiirther  off  from  He 

Than  when  I  was  a  boy. 

TamuM 


Wl  ARE  8ETBN. 


(TE-  ARE  SEVEIT. 

pixcUld, 

f  draws  itg  liTMth, 

Ufo  in  evei7  limb, 

IditknowofdeoOit 


cottage  girl: 

ght  yean  old,  she  swd, 

tUok  witb  many  a  onrl 
««d  roiud  her  head. 

Stic,  woodland  air, 

asvSldlTdad; 

-e  fur,  and  very  furj— 

'  made  me  glad. 

brothers,  little  maid, 
■may  yon  bet" 
?    Seven  in  ell,"  she  sud, 
ering  looked  at  me. 

are  they?    I  pray. yon  tell," 
red :  "  Seven  are  wo ; 
13  at  Conway  dwell, 


n  the  chnrobyard  lie, 
ad  my  brother; 
^urchyard  cottage,  I 
them  with  my  mother." 

it  two  at  Conway  dwell, 
re  gone  to  sea, 
vcn  I  I  pray  yoa  tell, 
1,  how  this  may  be." 

little  maid  reply : 
rs  and  ^Is  are  we ; 
the  churchyard  lie, 
e  churchyard  tree." 

out,  my  little  maid ; 
I  they  are  alive; 
the  ehnrohyard  laid, 


'  Thdr  gravea  are  green,  tliey  may  be  aeen," 

The  little  maid  repUed : 
'  Twelve  etepaor  nore  from  mj  mother'a  doM", 

And  they  are  nde  by  side. 


"  My  Btoeldngs  there  I  oft«a  knit, 

Uy  kerobief  there  I  hem; 
And  there  npoo  the  gronnd  I  sit, 

And  nng  a  song  to  them. 

"And  often  after  snnset,  dr, 

When  it  ia  light  and  £iir, 
I  ttjce  my  little  porringer, 

And  eat  my  snpper  there. 

"The  first  that  died  was  dster  Jane; 

In  bed  she  moaning  lay, 
mi  Ood  released  her  of  her  pain; 

And  then  she  went  away. 

"So  in  the  chnrcbyord  she  was  l^d; 

And,  trhen  the  gross  was  dry. 
Together  roond  her  grave  we  played, 

M;  brother  John  and  I. 

"  And  when  the  ground  was  white  with  snow 

And  I  coald  nm  and  slide, 
Uy  brother  John  was  forced  to  go, 

And  he  lies  by  her  side." 

"  How  many  are  you,  then,"  s^d  I, 

"  If  they  two  are  in  heaven ) " 
Qaick  was  the  little  maid's  reply : 

"  0  Uaster!  we  are  seven." 


"But  they  are  dead;  those  two  are  dead! 

Their  spirits  ore  in  hcavenl " — 
T  was  throwing  words  away ;  for  still 
The  little  moid  would  have  her  will, 

And  Biud :  "  Nay,  we  are  seven  I " 
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ANNIE  IN  THE  GRAVEYARD. 

• 

She  bounded  o^er  the  graves, 
With  a  bnoyant  step  of  mirth ; 
She  bounded  o'er  the  graves, 
Where  the  weeping  willow  waves, 
Like  a  creature  not  of  earth. 

ITer  hair  was  blown  aside, 

And  her  ejes  were  glittering  bright ; 

Her  hair  was  blown  aside, 

And  her  little  hands  spread  wide. 

With  an  innocent  delight 

She  spelt  the  lettered  word 
That  registers  the  dead  ; 
She  spelt  the  lettered  word, 
And  her  huaj  thoughts  were  stirred 
With  pleasure  as  she  read. 

She  stopped  and  culled  a  leaf 
Left  fluttering  on  a  rose ; 
She  stopped  and  culled  a  leaf^ 
Sweet  monument  of  grie^ 
That  in  our  churchyard  grows. 

She  culled  it  with  a  smile — 
T  was  near  her  sister's  mound : 
She  culled  it  with  a  smile. 
And  played  with  it  awhile. 
Then  scattered  it  around. 

I  did  not  chill  her  heart, 

Nor  turn  its  gush  to  tears ; 

I  did  not  chill  her  heart. 

Oh,  bitter  drops  will  start 

Full  soon  in  coming  years. 

Gabolzxx  Qumax. 


BALLAD  OF  THE  TEMPEST. 

We  were  crowded  in  the  cabin, 
Not  a  soul  would  dare  to  sleep, — 
It  was  midnight  on  the  waters 
And  a  storm  was  on  the  deep. 

nr  is  a  fearfbl  tMng  in  Winter 
To  be  shattered  by  the  blast, 


And  to  hear  the  rattling  trumpet 
Thunder:  **  Cut  away  the  mast  I " 

So  we  shuddered  ttiete  in  nlenoe,- 
For  the  stoutest  held  his  breath. 
While  the  hungry  sea  was  roaring^ 
And  the  breakers  talked  with  Detl 

As  thus  we  sat  in  darkness, 
Each  one  busy  in  his  prayers, 
<<  We  are  lost! "  the  captain  shontc 
As  he  staggered  down  the  stain. 


But  his  little  daughter  wl 
As  she  took  hb  ioj  hand: 
**  Is  n't  God  upon  the  ocean 
Just  thd  same  as  on  the  land  ?  ** 

Then  we  kissed  the  little  maiden, 
And  we  spoke  in  better  cheer, 
And  we  anchored  safe  in  harbor 
When  the  mom  was  shining  clear. 

jAJin  T.  Fn 


LrriLE  BELL. 

H«  pnjeth  well,  wboloreUi  irall 
Both  imn  tad  Mrd  tad  beast 

Amodbst  ICab 

Piped  the  blackbird  on  the  beechwood  q 
'^  Pretty  maid,  alow  wandering  this  wa;] 

What 's  your  name  ?  "  quoth  he — 
*^  What's  your  name?    Oh  stop  and  sti 

unfold, 
Pretty  maid  with  showery  curls  of  gdd 

''Little  Bell,"  said  she. 

Little  Bell  sat  down  beneath  the  rocks- 
Tossed  aside  her  gleaming  golden  locks- 

''  Bonny  bird,"  quoth  she, 
''  Sing  me  your  best  song  before  I  go.^ 
''  Here 's  the  very  finest  song  I  know, 

little  Bell,"  said  he. 

And  the  blackbird  piped ;  yon  never  ho 
Half  so  gay  a  song  firom  any  bird- 
Foil  of  qidps  and  wiles, 
Now  so  round  and  rich,  now  aoft 


THE  LITTLB  BLACK  BOT. 


IS> 


1  of  that  BWMt  &ce  belov, 
o'er  with  smilea. 

hila  the  boniif  bird  did  poar 

ut  out  tndj  o'er  uiil  o'er 

le  momiDg  akiefl, 

i  cbildiah  heart  Wow 

Mtoeoa  aeemed  to  grow  and  ^ow, 

forth  ID  httppj  overflow 

e  bine,  bri^  eyea. 

dell  she  tripped  and  thnmgh  the 

le. 

I  iqnirrel  from  the  hud  shade, 

n  ont  the  tree 

d  te^>ed,  and  frolicked,  void  of 

1  blackbird  piped  that  all  miglit 

toll,"  [Hped  he. 

sat  down  amid  the  fern — 
■qairrel  to  yonr  task  retnrn— 
e  Duts,"  qDoth  ahe. 
■he  friakj  squirrel  hies — 
od-iigbte  glancing  in  his  eves — 
WD  the  tree, 

oats,  tdaaed  brown  b/  Jnlj  sun, 
i  1^  dropped  one  by  one — 
blackbird  pipes  to  see  the  fiui '. 
ell,"  pipee  he. 

looked  ap  and  down  the  glade — 

•quirrel,  if  7011  're  not  afraiil, 

ul  share  with  me '. " 

e  squirrel  eager  for  his  fare — 

e  bonaj  blackbird  I  declare; 

gave  each  his  honest  share — 

nerrj  three  I 

bile  these  frolic  playmates  twain 

I  frisked  from  bongh  to    bough 

I^ 

he  morning  skiea, 

B  childish  heart  below 

eetneas  seemed  to  grow  and  grow, 

oat  in  bi4>P7  overflow, 

r  blna,  hri^t  eyea. 

«-wUte  flot  it  (iloM  of  da7, 

t  Ban,  with  felded  palnis  to  pray— 


Ter7  calm  and  dear 
Rose  the  praTing  voice  to  where,  nnseen. 
In  bine  heaven,  an  angel  shape  serene 

Pansed  awhile  to  hear — 
"  What  good  child  is  this,"  the  ongel  said, 
"  That  with  happy  heart,  beside  her  bed 

Prays  so  lovingly?" 
Low  and  soft,  ohl  very  low  and  soft, 
Crooned  tlie  blackbL'd  in  tlie  orchard  oroft, 

"Bell,  dear  Bell  I "  crooned  he. 

"Whom  God's  creatoree  love,"  the  angel  tHi 
Iformnred,    "God  doth  bleas  with  angel^ 
care; 
Child,  thy  bed  shall  be 
Folded  safe  bom  harm — Love  deep  and  kind, 
Shall  watch  around  and  leave  good  ^fts  be- 
little Bell,  for  thee  I " 


THE  LITTLE  BLACK  BOY. 

Mv  mother  bore  me  in  the  soatliern  wild. 
And  I  am  black;  but,  oh,  my  soal  is  whitel 
White  as  an  angel  is  the  English  child, 
But  I  am  black,  as  if  bereaved  of  ligiib 


My  mother  taught  me  noderneath  a  tree ; 
And,  sitting  down  before  the  heat  of  day, 
Slie  took  me  on  her  lap,  and  kissed  me, 
And,  pointing  to  the  east,  began  to  say : 

"Iiook  on  the  rising  sou;  there  God  does 

live, 
And  (^ves  his  light,  and  gives  his  heat  away ; 
And  flowers,  and  tree^  and  beasts,  and  meik 

Comfort  in  morning,  joy  in  the  noonday. 


"  And  we  are  put  on  earth  a  little  space, 
That  we  may  learn  to  I  ear  the  beams  of  love^ 
And  these  black  bodies  and  this  EDnbnnit 

fooe 
Are  but  a  dond,  and  like  a  shady  groye. 
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*^  For  when  oar  souls  have  learned  the  heat 
to  bear, 

The  doads  will  vanish;  we  shall  hear  Hs 
voice, 

Saying :  ^  Gome  from  the  grove,  mj  love  and 
care. 

And  round  mj  golden  tent  like  lamha  re- 
joice.' " 

Thus  did  mj  mother  saj,  and  kissed  me, ' 

And  thus  I  say  to  little  English  boy : 

When  I  from  black,  and  he  from  white  dond 

free. 
And  round  the  tent  of  God  like  lambs  we  joy, 

I  '11  shade  him  from  the  heat,  till  he  can  bear 
To  lean  in  joy  upon  our  Father's  knee ; 
And  then  I  '11  stand  and  stroke  his  slver  hair, 
And  be  like  him,  and  he  will  then  love  me. 

WiLLiAJi  Bulks. 


A  CHILD  PRAYING. 

FoiJ)  thy  little  hands  in  prayer. 

Bow  down  at  thy  mother's  knee, 
Xow  thy  sunny  face  is  fair, 
Shining  through  thine  auburn  hair ; 

Thine  eyes  are  passion-free ; 
And  pleasant  thoughts,  like  garlands,  bind  thee 
Unto  thy  home,  yet  grief  may  find  thee — 
Then  pray,  chOd,  pray  I 

Now,  thy  young  heart,  like  a  bird, 

Warbles  in  its  summer  nest ; 
No  evil  thought,  no  unkind  word, 
No  chilling  autumn  winds  have  stirred 

The  beauty  of  thy  rest ; 
But  winter  hastens,  and  decay 
Sliall  waste  thy  verdant  home  away — 
Then  pray,  child,  pray ! 

Thy  bosom  is  a  house  of  glee. 

With  gladness  harping  at  the  door ; 
While  ever,  with  a  joyous  shout, 
Hope,  the  May  queen,  dances  out, 

Her  lips  with  music  running  o'er; 
But  Time  those  strings  of  joy  will  sever, 
And  hope  will  not  dance  on  for  ever — 
Then  pray,  child,  pray ! 


Now,  thy  mother's  arm  is  spread 

Beneath  thy  pillow  in  the  ni^t ; 
And  loving  feet  creep  ronnd  thy  bed, 
And  o'er  tiiy  quiet  hoe  is  shed 
The  taper's  darkened  light ; 
But  that  fond  arm  wiU  pass  away. 
By  thee  no  more  thoee  feet  wOl  sta^ 
Then  pray,  child,  in^ajt 
Bosnr  Aam  Wm 


TO  A  CHILD. 

Tnr  memory,  as  a  spell 

Of  love,  comes  o'er  my  mind— 
As  dew  upon  the  purple  beD — 

As  perfume  on  the  wind ; — 
As  music  on  the  sea — 

As  sunshine  on  the  river ; — 
So  hath  it  always  been  to  me, 

So  shall  it  be  for  ever. 

1  hear  thy  voice  in  dreams 

Upon  me  softly  call, 
like  echoes  of  the  mountain  stres 

In  sportive  water&ll. 
I  see  thy  form  as  when 

Thou  wert  a  living  thing. 
And  blossomed  in  the  eyes  of  mei 

Like  any  flower  of  spring. 

Thy  soul  to  heaven  hath  fled, 

From  earthly  thraldom  tree; 
Yet,  't  is  not  as  the  dead 

That  thon  appear'st  to  me. 
In  slumber  I  behold 

Thy  form,  as  when  on  earth, 
Thy  locks  of  waving  gold, 

Thy  sapphire  eye  of  mirth. 

I  hear,  in  solitude, 

The  prattle  kind  and  firee 
Thou  nttered'st  in  joyfhl  mood 

While  seated  on  my  knee. 
So  strong  each  vision  seems 

My  spirit  that  doth  fill, 
I  think  not  they  are  dreams^ 

But  that  thou  livest  stall. 


LUCY. 
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dwelt  among  the  untrodden  ways 
Beside  the  springs  of  Dove, 
A  nudd  whom  there  were  none  to  praise, 
And  very  few  to  love : 

A  violet  bj  a  mossy  stone 

Half  hidden  from  the  eye  I 
Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 

Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

She  lived  unknown,  and  few  could  know 

When  Lncy  ceased  to  be ; 
Bnt  she  is  in  her  grave,  and,  oh  I 

The  differenoe  to  me  I 


TmsE  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower ; 
Tben  Nature  said :  '*  A  lovelier  flower 
On  earth  was  never  sown ; 
This  child  I  to  myself  will  take ; 
She  shall  l>e  irnne,  and  I  will  make 
A  lady  of  my  own. 

**\Iyself  will  to  ray  darling  bo 

Both  law  aud  impulse ;  and  with  me 

The  girl,  in  rock  and  plain, 

Inearth  aud  heaven,  in  glade  and  bower, 

Shall  feel  an  overseeing  power, 

To  kindle  or  restrain. 

"She  shall  be  sportive  as  the  fawn 
That  wild  with  glee  across  the  lawn 
^  np  the  mountain  springs ; 
-^d  hers  shall  be  the  breathing  balm, 
And  hers  the  silence  and  the  calm 
^mute  insensate  things. 

'The  floating  clouds  their  state  shall  lend 

To  her;  for  her  the  willow  bend  : 

^'or  shall  she  fail  to  see, 

'•^en  in  the  motions  of  the  storm, 

Qrace  that  shall  mould  the  maiden's  form 

%  alent  sympathy. 

"^e  stars  of  midnight  shall  be  dear 
T<*  W ;  and  she  shall  lean  her  ear 
In  many  a  secret  place 

25 


Where  rivulets  dance  their  wayward  round 
And  beauty  bom  of  murmuring  sound 
Shall  pass  into  her  face. 

*^  Aad  vital  feelings  of  delight 
Shall  rear  her  form  to  stately  height. 
Her  virgin  bosom  swell ; 
Such  thoughts  to  Lucy  I  will  give 
While  she  and  I  together  live 
Here  in  this  happy  delL" 

Thus  Nature  spake. — The  work  was  done— 

How  soon  my  Lucy's  race  was  run  I 

She  died,  and  left  to  me 

This  heath,  this  calm,  and  quiet  scene ; 

The  memory  of  what  has  been, 

And  never  more  wiU  be. 

WZLUAM  WoRsswonu. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

A  HOST  of  angels  flying. 

Through  cloudless  skies  impelled. 

Upon  the  earth  beheld 
A  pearl  of  beauty  lying. 

Worthy  to  glitter  bright 

In  heaven's  vast  hall  of  light. 

They  saw  with  glances  tender, 
An  infant  newly  born. 
O'er  whom  life's  earliest  morn 

Just  cast  its  opening  splendor ; 
Virtue  it  could  not  know, 
Nor  vice,  nor  joy,  nor  woe. 

The  blest  angelic  legion 
Greeted  its  birth  above. 
And  came,  with  looks  of  love. 

From  heaven's  enchanting  region  ; 
Bending  their  winged  way 
To  where  the  infant  lay. 

They  sprea^l  their  pinions  o'er  it,  — 
That  little  pearl  which  shone 
With  lustre  all  its  own, — 

And  then  on  high  they  bore  it, 
Where  glory  has  its  birth  ; — 
But  left  the  sliell  on  earth. 


Translation  of  H.  S.  Vax  Dtk. 


BoK  &um,  (Datca.1 
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MY  PLAYMATES. 

I  ONOB  had  a  sister,  oh  fair  ^mid  tho  fair  1 
With  a  face  that  looked  out  from  its  soft 

go  den  hair, 
Like  a  lily  some  tall  stately  angel  may  hold. 
Half  revealed,  half  concealed  in  a  mist  of 

pure  gold. 
I  once  had  a  brother,  more  dear  than  the 

day. 
With  a  temper  as  sweet  as  the  blossoms  in 

May; 
With  dark  hair  like  a  cloud,  and  a  face  like 

a  rose. 
The  red  child  of  the  wild !  when  the  sum- 
mer-wind blows. 
We  lived  in  a  cottage  that  stood  in  a  dell ; 
Were  we  born  there  or  brought  there  I  never 

could  tell ; 
Were  we  nursed  by  the  angels,  or  clothed  by 

the  fays. 
Or,  who  led  when  we  fled  down  the  deep 

sylvan  ways, 
'Mid  treasures  of  gold  and  of  silver  I 

When  we  rose  in  the  morning  we  ever  said 

"  Hark  I " 
We  shall  hear,  if  we  list,  the  first  word  of  the 

lark ; 
And  we  stood  with  our  faces,  calm,  silent, 

and  bright. 
While  the  breeze  in  the  trees  held  his  breath 

with  delight. 
Oh  the  stream  ran  with  music,  the  leaves  dript 

with  dew. 
And  we  looked  up  and  saw  the  great  God  in 

the  blue ; 
And  we  praised  him  and  blessed  him,  but 

said  not  a  word. 
For  we  soared,  we  adored,  with  that  magical 

bird. 
Then   with  hand  linked  in  hand,  how  we 

laughed,  how  we  sung  I 
ITow  we  danced  in  a  ring,  when  the  morn- 
ing was  young  I 
How  we  wandered  where  kingcups  were 

crusted  with  gold. 
Or  more  white  than  the  light  glittered  daisies 

untold, 

Those  treasures  of  gold  and  of  rilyer ! 


Oh  well  I  remember  the  flowers  that  w< 
With  the  red  and  white  bloasoms  th 

asked  the  ground ; 
And  the  long  lane  of  light,  that,  halt 

half  green, 
Seemed  to  fade  down  the  glade  wh 

young  fairy  queen 
Would  sit  with  her  fiGdries  around  ] 

sing. 
While  we  listened  all  ear,  to  that  son 

Spring. 
Oh  well  I  remember  the  lights  in  the  ^ 
And  the  spire,  where  the  fire  of  1 

seemed  to  rest, 
When  the  earth,  crimson-shadowed, 

out  in  the  air, — 
Ahl  I'll  never  believe  bnt  the  fairi 

there; 
Such  a  feeling  of  loving  and  longing  ^ 
And  we  saw,  with  glad  awe,  little  h 

the  flowers, 
Drop  treasures  of  gold  and  o 

Oh  weep  ye  and  wail  I  for  that  sister, 
And  that  fair  gentle  brother  lie  low 

grass; 
Perchance  the  red  robins  may  stre^ 

with  leaves. 
That  each  morn,  for  white  com,  won 

down  from  the  eaves ; 
Perchance  of  their  dust  the  young  vie 

made, 
That  bloom  by  the  church  that  is  hi^ 

glade ; 
But  one  day  I  shall  learn,  if  I  pas 

they  grow, 
Far  more  sweet  they  will  greet  their  o 

mates,!  know. 
Ah  1  the  cottage  is  gone,  and  no  long 
The  old  glade,  the  old  paths,  and  : 

sings  for  me ; 
But  I  still  must  believe  that  the  ffdi 

there. 
That  the  light  grows  more  bright,  1 

by  fingers  so  fair, 
'Mid  treasures  of  gold  and  of  silver 
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THE  OPEN  WINDOW. 

Thx  old  house  by  the  lindens 

Stood  silent  in  the  shade, 
And  on  the  gravelled  pathway 

The  light  and  shadow  plajed. 

I  saw  the  nnnery  windows 

Wide  open  to  the  air ; 
But  the  faces  of  the  children, 

They  were  no  longer  there. 

The  large  Newfonndland  house-dog 
Was  standing  by  the  door ; 

He  looked  for  his  little  playmates, 
Who  would  retnm  no  more. 

They  walked  not  under  the  liDdens, 
They  played  not  in  the  hall ; 

But  shadow,  and  silence,  and  sadness 
Were  hanging  over  all. 

The  birds  sang  in  the  branches, 

With  sweet  familiar  tone ; 
But  the  voices  of  the  children 

Will  be  heard  in  dreams  alone  I 

And  the  boy  that  walked  beside  me. 

He  could  not  understand 

Why  closer  in  mine,  ah !  closer, 

I  pressed  his  warm,  soft  hand  I 

HcmiT  Wamwostb  Lonofsllow. 


SHE  CAME  AND  WENT. 

As  a  twig  trembles,  which  a  bird 
Lights  on  to  sing,  then  leaves  unbent. 

So  is  my  memory  thrilled  and  stirred ; — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

As  clasps  some  lake,  by  gusts  unriven, 
The  blue  dome's  measureless  content, 

3o  my  soul  held  that  moment's  heaven ; — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

As,  at  one  bound,  our  swift  Spring  heaps 
The  orchards  full  of  bloom  and  scent, 

So  clove  her  May  my  wintry  sleeps ; — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 


An  angel  stood  and  met  my  gaze. 
Through  the  low  doorway  of  my  tent ; 

The  tent  is  strifok,  the  vision  stays ; — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

Oh,  when  the  room  grows  slowly  dim, 
And  when  the  oil  is  nearly  spent, 

One  gush  of  light  these  eyes  will  brim, 
Only  to  think  she  came  and  went. 

JaIOBB    BuMKLL   LfOWBLk 


THE  MORNINGS-GLORY. 

We  wreathed  about  our  darling's  head 

The  morning-glory  bright ; 
Her  little  face  looked  out  beneath, 

So  full  oflife  and  light, 
So  lit  as  with  a  sunrise, 

That  we  could  only  say, 
"  She  is  the  morning-glory  true, 

And  her  poor  types  are  they." 

So  always  from  that  happy  time 

We  called  her  by  their  name, 
And  very  fitting  did  it  seem — 

For  sure  as  morning  came, 
Behind  her  cradle  bars  she  smiled 

To  catch  the  first  faint  ray, 
As  from  the  trellis  smiles  the  flower 

And  opens  to  the  day. 

But  not  so  beautiful  they  rear 

Their  airy  cups  of  blue, 
As  turned  her  sweet  eyes  to  the  light. 

Brimmed  with  sleep's  tender  dew ; 
And  not  so  close  their  tendrils  fine 

Round  their  supports  are  thrown, 
As  those  dear  arms  whose  outstretched  plea 

Clasped  all  hearts  to  her  own. 

We  used  to  think  how  she  had  come. 

Even  as  comes  the  flower. 
The  last  and  perfect  added  gift 

To  crown  Love's  morning  hour ; 
And  how  in  her  was  imaged  fortli 

The  love  we  could  not  say. 
As  on  the  little  dewdrops  round 

Shines  back  the  heart  of  dav. 
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We  never  could  have  thoaght,  0  God, 

That  she  most  wither  up, 
Almost  before  a  day  was  flowD, 

Like  the  moming-glory*s  cap ; 
We  never  thought  to  see  her  droop 

Her  fair  and  noble  head, 
Till  she  lay  stretched  before  oar  eyes, 

Wilted,  and  cold,  and  dead  I 

The  morning-glory's  blossoming 

Will  soon  be  coming  round — 
We  see  their  rows  of  heart-shaped  leaves 

Upspringing  from  the  ground ; 
The  tender  things  the  winter  killed 

Renew  again  their  birth, 
But  the  glory  of  our  morning 

Has  passed  away  from  earth. 

3h,  Earth  I  in  vain  our  aching  eyes 

Stretch  over  thy  green  plain ! 
Too  harsh  thy  dews,  too  gross  thine  air. 

Her  spirit  to  sustain ; 
Bat  up  in  groves  of  Paradise 

Full  surely  we  shall  see 
Our  morning-glory  beautiful 

Twine  round  our  dear  Lord^s  knee. 

Makia  Whitb  Lowxll. 


BABY'S  SHOES. 

Ou  those  little,  those  little  blue  shoes  I 
Those  shoes  that  no  little  feet  use. 
Oh  the  price  were  high 
That  those  shoes  would  buy. 
Those  little  blue  unused  shoes  I 

For  they  hold  the  small  shape  of  feet 
Tliat  no  more  their  mother's  eyes  meet, 

That,  by  God's  good  will, 

Years  since,  grew  still, 
And  ceased  from  their  totter  so  sweet. 

And  oh,  since  that  baby  slept, 

So  hushed,  how  the  mother  has  kept, 

With  a  tearful  pleasure, 

That  little  dear  treasure, 
And  o'er  them  thooght  and  wept  I 


For  they  mind  her  for  evenncnv 
Of  a  patter  along  the  floor ; 
And  blue  eyes  she  sees 
Look  up  from  her  knees 
With  the  ?ook  that  in  life  they  woe 

As  they  lie  before  her  there, 
There  babbles  from  chair  to  chair 

A  little  sweet  face 

That's  a  gleam  in  the  place, 
With  its  little  gold  curls  of  hiur. 

Then  oh,  wonder  not  that  her  hear 
From  all  else  would  rather  part 
Than  those  tiny  blue  shoes 
That  no  little  feet  use, 
And  whose  sight  makes  snch  fond  tea 

WXLUAM  GL  Bj 


THE  THREE  SONS. 

I  HAVE  a  son,  a  little  son,  a  boy  jost  fii 

old, 
With  eyes  of  thoughtful  earnestness,  ai 

of  gentle  mould. 
They  tell  me  that  unusual  grace  in 

ways  appears, 
That  my  child  is  grave  and  wise  of  h 

yond  his  childish  years. 
I  cannot  say  how  this  may  be ;   Ik 

face  is  fair — 
And  yet  his  chiefest  comeliness  is  hi 

and  serious  air ; 
I  know  his  heart  is  kind  and  fond ; 

he  loveth  me ; 
But  loveth  yet  his  mother  more  with  j 

fervency. 
But  that  which  others  most  admire 

thought  which  fills  his  mind, 
The  food  for  grave  inquiring  speech  h 

where  doth  find. 
Strange  questions  doth  he  ask  of  nu 

we  together  walk ; 
He  scarcely  thinks  as  children  think,  < 

as  children  talk. 
Nor  cares  ho  much  for  childish  sport 

not  on  bat  or  ball. 
But  looks  on  manhood's  ways  and  woi 

aptly  mimics  all. 


THE    THitEB    SONS. 


ISB 


rt  is  hwy  atill,  and  ollentimeH 

)  aboat  this  world  of  onrs,  and 
ftbont  the  next, 
his  ieax  uothcr'a  knee;  she 
him  to  pr»j ; 

u)d  sweet,  and  solemn  then  ore 
I  which  he  will  say. 
'  gentle  child  b«  ^ared  to  man- 
ars  like  me, 
I  wiser  man  I  trust  tliat  he  will 

'o<>lc  into  hie  eyes,  and  stroke 

htful  brow, 

ik  wbat  I  should  feel,  were  I  to 


k  second  son,  a  simple  child  of 

i  how  bright  and  fair  his  little 

*i 

eet  those  tones  of  his  when  he 

n  my  knee ; 

:  hii  light-blue  eje  is,  like  bis 

so  full  of  childish  thought  as 

leiirt's  a  fonntain  pure  of  kind 
r  feeling; 

!  look's  a  gleam  of  light,  rich 
love  revealing. 

ks  with  me,  the  country  fulk, 
OS  in  the  street, 
joy,  and  bless  niy  boy,  lio  looks 


njfi' 


I  all;   and  yet,  with 


3  like  sunshine  sent  to  gkddcn 

1  hearth, 

1  in  all  oor  griefs,  and  ewt 

irth. 

w  up  to  riper  years,  God  grunt 

may  prove 

line  for  heavenly  grace  ns 

J  love ; 

hia  grave,  the  tears  our  arliing 
t  dim, 

oa  for  all  the  lore  which 


ve  a  son,  a  third  Bwe«t  aon ;  his  age  1 

cannot  tell, 
For  they  reckon  not  by  years  and  months 

where  be  is  gone  to  dwell. 
To  na,  for  fourteen  ansions  months,  bis  in&Qt 

smiles  were  given ; 
And  then  be  bade  farewell  to  Earth,  and  went 

to  live  in  Heaven. 
I  cannot  tell  what  form  is  his,  wbat  looks  he 

weareth  now. 
Nor  gnesa  bow  bright  a  glory  crowna  his 

shining  seraph  brow. 
The  thoughts  that  fill  liia  sinless  sonl,  the  blisn 

which  he  dotb  feel. 
Are  numbered  with  ttie  secret  things  which 

God  will  not  reveal. 
But  I  know  (for  God  hntb  told  me  this)  that 

he  is  now  at  rest. 
Where  other  blessed  infants  be,  on  their  Sa- 
viour's loving  breast. 
I  know  his  spirit  feels  no  more  this  weary 

load  of  flesh. 
But  bis  sleep  is  blessed  with  endless  dreams 

of  joy  for  ever  fresh. 

low  the  angels  fold  him  close  beneath 

their  glittering  winpi, 
And  soothe  bim  with  n  song  that  breathes  of 

Heaven's  diviiicst  things. 
I  know  that  we  shall  meet  onr  babe,  (his 

mother  dear  and  I,) 
Where  God  for  aye  sliall  wipe  away  all  tears 

from  every  eye. 
Whate'er  befalls  his  brethren  twain,  his  bliss 

Their  lot  may  here  be  grief  and  fear,  bnt  his 

is  certain  peace. 
It  may  be  that  the  tempter's  wiles  their  souls 

from  bliss  may  sever; 
But,  if  our  own  poor  faith  fail  not,  be  mnst 

be  ours  for  ever. 
When  we  think  of  wljaC  our  darling  is,  and 

what  wo  still  must  be — 
When  we  muse  on  that  world's  perfect  bliss, 

and  this  world's  misery — 
When  we  groan  beneath  this  load  of  sin,  and 

*eel  this  grief  and  pwn— 
Oh  I  we'd  rather  lose  our  other  two,  thai 

have  him  here  ag^o. 

Jon  Movinn 
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THRENODY. 

The  South-wind  brings 

fife,  sunshine,  and  desire, 

And  on  every  mount  and  meadow 

Breathes  aromatic  tire ; 

But  over  the  dead  he  has  no  power ; 

The  lost,  the  lost,  he  cannot  restore ; 

And,  looking  over  the  liills,  I  mourn 

The  darling  who  shall  not  return. 

I  see  my  empty  house ; 

I  see  ray  trees  repair  their  boughs ; 

And  he,  the  wondrous  child, 

Whose  silver  warble  wild 

Outvalued  every  pulsing  sound 

Within  the  air's  cerulean  round — 

The  hyacinthine  boy,  for  whom 

Morn  well  might  break  and  April  bloom — 

The  gracious  boy,  who  did  adorn 

The  world  whereinto  he  was  born, 

And  by  his  countenance  repay 

Tlie  favor  of  the  loving  Day — 

Has  disappeared  from  the  Day's  eye  ; 

Far  and  wide  she  cannot  find  him ; 

My  hopes  pursue,  they  cannot  bind  him. 

Returned  this  day,  the  South-wind  searches, 

And  finds  young  pines  and  budding  birches; 

But  finds  not  the  budding  man ; 

Nature,  who  lost  him,  cannot  remake  him ; 

Fate  let  him  full,  Fate  can't  retake  him; 

Nature,  Fate,  Men,  him  seek  in  vain. 

And  whither  now,  my  truant  wise  and  sweet, 

Oh,  whither  tend  thy  feet? 

I  had  the  right,  few  days  ago, 

ihy  steps  to  watch,  thy  place  to  know ; 

How  have  I  forfeited  the  right? 

Hast  thou  forgot  me  in  a  new  delight? 

I  hearken  for  thy  household  cheer, 

0  eloquent  child! 

Whose  voice,  an  equal  messenger, 

Conveyed  thy  meaning  mild. 

What  though  the  pains  and  joys 

Whereof  it  spoke  were  toys 

Fitting  his  age  and  ken, 

Tet  fturest  dames  and  bearded  men, 

Who  heard  the  sweet  request, 

3o  gentle,  wise,  and  grave. 

Bended  with  joy  to  bis  behest, 


And  let  the  world's  affairs  go  bj. 
Awhile  to  share  his  cordial  gamey 
Or  mend  bis  wicker  wagon-frame, 
Still  plotting  how  their  hungry  ear 
That  winsome  voice  again  might  hear 
For  his  lips  could  well  pronounce 
Words  that  were  persuasions. 

Gentlest  guardians  marked  serene 
His  early  hope,  his  liberal  mien ; 
Took  counsel  from  his  guiding  eyes 
To  make  this  wisdom  earthly  wise. 
Ah,  vainly  do  these  eyes  recall 
The  school-march,  each  daj's  festival, 
Wlien  every  mom  my  bosom  glowed 
To  watch  the  convoy  on  the  road ; 
The  babe  in  willow  wagon  dosed, 
With  rolling  eyes  and  face  composed; 
With  children  forward  and  behind, 
Like  Cupids  studiously  inclined ; 
And  he  the  chieftain  paced  beside, 
The  centre  of  the  troop  allied. 
With  sunny  face  of  sweet  repose. 
To  guard  the  babe  from  fancied  foesL 
The  little  captain  innocent 
Took  the  eye  with  him  as  he  went ; 
Each  village  senior  paused  to  scan 
And  speak  the  lovely  caravan. 
From  the  window  I  look  oul^ 
To  mark  thy  beautiful  parade, 
Stat-ely  marching  in  cap  and  coat 
To  some  tune  by  fairies  played ; 
A  music,  heard  by  thee  alone. 
To  works  as  noble  led  thee  x>n. 

Now  Love  and  Pride,  alas  I  in  vain. 
Up  and  down  their  glances  strdn. 
The  painted  sled  stands  where  it  stood; 
The  kennel  by  the  corded  wood ; 
The  gathered  sticks  to  stanch  the  wall 
Of  the  snow-tower,  when  snow  should  1 
I  Thf^  ominous  hole  he  dug  in  the  sand, 
And  childhood's  castles  built  or  planned 
His  daily  haunts  I  well  discem — 
The  poultry-yard,  the  shed,  the  bam — 
And  every  inch  of  garden  ground 
Paced  by  the  blessed  feet  around, 
From  the  roadside  ]to  the  brook 
Whereinto  he  loved  to  look. 
Step  the  meek  birds  where  erst  tliey  rn 
The  wintry  garden  lies  undhaiigad; 
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•k  into  the  straam  nms  on ; 
deep-ejed  bo;  is  gone. 

^b«ded  dsj, 

th  more  donds  tbao  tenipesta  are, 

on  didflt  jield  th;  innocent  breath 

ke  b«sviii)^  onto  deatii, 

me,  and  Nature  bad  not  tbee ; 

We  are  mates  in  miser;." 

row  dawned  with  needless  glow ; 

wbird  chiiped,  each  fowl  niiiat  crow ; 

mper  atarted ;  bat  the  feet 

lost  beantifd  and  sweet 

n  jonth  had  left  the  bill 

len — they  were  bound  and  still. 

lot  a  qMirow  or  a  wren, 

lot  a  blade  of  Antnmn  grain, 

le  four  eeawna  do  not  tend, 

i  of  life  and  increase  lend ; 

'7  chick  of  ereiy  bird, 

d  and  rock-moaa  is  preferred. 

I'li-like  forgetfulness' 

florger  in  theless! 

■e  no  star  that  oonld  be  sent, 

lier  in  the  firmament, 

fpjni  the  countless  bu9t 
era  round  the  crj-stal  coast, 
■(■p  to  beal  tbat  only  child, 
jwcet  marvel  onde filed, 
f)  the  blossom  of  the  earth, 
.!  b«r  harvests  were  not  worth? 
• — 1  never  called  thee  mine, 
:re's  beiT — if  I  repine, 
ng  ra^hl;  torn  and  moved 
1 1  made,  but  what  I  lored, 
rly  old  with  grief  that  thou 
the  wastes  of  Nature  go — 
10^  a  general  hope 
nclicd,  and  all  must  doabt  and  grope, 
.•ring  planets  seemed  to  say 
<1  should  ills  of  ages  stay. 
Irons  tongue,  and  guided  pen, 
e  ilown  Moses  back  to  incu. 
■•;  nift  he,  bnt  Nature,  ailed ; 
<1  and  nut  the  infant  failed, 
■t  ripe  vet  to  sustun 

of  BO  fine  a  strain, 
od  upon  the  snn  and  moon 
came  ante  hie  own ; 
^nani  with  his  grander  thooght, 
the  old  order  into  donbt 


His  beauty  once  their  beauty  tried ; 

They  oould  not  feed  him,  and  he  died. 

And  wandered  backward  as  in  scorn, 

To  wait  an  reon  to  be  born. 

Ill  day  which  made  tbis  beauty  waste, 

Plight  broken,  this  high  face  defacedl 

Some  went  and  came  obout  the  dead; 

And  £ome  m  books  of  solace  read ; 

Some  to  their  friends  the  tidings  say ; 

Some  went  to  write,  some  went  to  pray; 

One  tarried  here,  there  harried  one ; 

But  their  heart  atiode  with  none. 

Covetous  Death  bereaved  ns  all. 

To  aggrandize  oue  funeral. 

The  eager  fate  which  carried  thee 

Took  the  largest  part  of  me. 

For  this  losing  is  true  dying; 

This  is  lordly  man's  down-lying, 

This  his  slow  but  sure  reclining. 

Star  by  star  bis  world  resigning. 

0  child  of  Paradise, 

Boy  who  made  dear  his  father's  home, 

In  whose  deep  eyes 

Men  read  the  welfare  of  the  times  to  come, 

1  am  too  much  bercll. 

The  world  dishonored  thou  bast  left. 
Oh,  tmlii's  and  nature 's  costly  lie ! 
Oil,  trusted  broken  iiroi-liecy ! 
Oil  richest  fortune  sourly  crossed ! 
Born  for  the  future,  to  the  fnture  lostl 

The  deep  Heart  answered:  'Woepcst  thoni 

Worthier  cause  for  passion  wild 

If  I  bad  not  taken  the  child. 

And  deemcst  thou  as  those  who  |)orc. 

With  aged  eyes,  short  way  before — 

Think'st  Beauty  vanished  from  the  coast 

Of  matter,  and  thy  darling  losti 

Taught  he  not  thee— the  man  of  eld, 

Whose  eyes  within  bis  eves  beheld 

Heaven's  numerous  hii-rarcliy  span 

The  mystic  gulf  from  (iod  to  man) 

To  be  alone  wilt  tliou  begin 

When  worlds  of  lovers  bem  thee  in  ( 

To-morrow  when  the  masks  shaU  faU 

That  dizen  Nature's  carnival, 

The  pure  shall  see  by  their  own  will. 

Which  overflowing  Love  shall  fill, 

'Tia  not  within  the  force  of  Fate 

The  fate-conjoined  to  scpu&le. 
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Bnt  tliou,  my  votary,  weepest  thou? 

I  gave  thee  sight — where  is  it  now? 

I  taught  thy  heart  beyond  the  reach 

Of  ritual,  bible,  or  of  speech ; 

Wrote  in  thy  mind's  transparent  table, 

As  far  as  the  incommunicable ; 

Taught  thee  each  private  sign  to  raise, 

Lit  by  the  super-solar  blaze. 

Past  utterance,  and  past  belief, 

And  past  the  blasphemy  of  grief. 

The  mysteries  of  Nature's  heart ; 

And  though  no  Muse  can  these  impart, 

Throb  thine  with  Nature's  throbbing  breast, 

And  all  is  clear  from  east  to  west. 

"  I  came  to  thee  as  to  a  friend ; 
Dearest,  to  thee  I  did  not  send 
Tutors,  but  a  joyful  eye. 
Innocence  that  matched  the  sky, 
Lovely  locks,  a  form  of  wondeft*, 
Laughter  rich  as  woodland  thunder. 
That  thou  might'st  entertain  apart 
The  richest  flowering  of  all  art ; 
And,  as  the  great  all-loving  Day 
Through  smallest  chambers  takes  its  way. 
That  thou  might'st  break  thy  daily  bread 
With  prophet,  saviour,  and  head ; 
That  thou  might'st  cherish  for  thine  own 
The  riches  of  sweet  Mary's  son. 
Boy-rabbi,   Israel's  paragon. 
And  thoughtest  thou  such  guest 
Would  in  thy  hall  take  up  his  rest  ? 
Would  rushing  life  forget  her  laws. 
Fate's  glowing  revolution  pause? 
High  omens  ask  diviner  guess, 
Not  to  be  conned  to  tediousness. 
And  know  my  higher  gifts  unbind 
The  zone  that  girds  the  incarnate  mind. 
When  the  scanty  shores  are  full 
With  Thought's  perilous,  whirling  pool ; 
When  frail  Nature  can  no  more, 
Then  the  Spirit  strikes  the  hour : 
My  servant  Death,  with  solving  rite. 
Pours  finite  into  infinite. 

"Wilt  thou  freeze  Love's  tidal  flow. 
Whose  streams  through  Nature  circling  go? 
Nail  the  wild  star  to  its  track 
On  the  half-climbed  zodiac  ? 
Light  is  light  ^hich  radiates ; 
Blood  is  blood  which  oircnlates ; 


Life  is  life  which  generates; 
Ajid  many-seeming  life  is  one- 
Wilt  thou  transfix  and  make  it  none? 
Its  onward  force  too  starkly  pent 
In  figure,  bone,  and  lineament? 
Wilt  thou,  uncalled,  interrogate. 
Talker  I  the  nnreplying  Fate? 
Nor  see  the  genius  of  the  whole 
Ascendant  in  the  private  soul, 
Beckon  it  when  to  go  and  come. 
Self-announced  its  hour  of  doom? 
Fair  the  soul's  recess  and  shrine, 
Magic-built  to  last  a  season ; 
Masterpiece  of  love  benign ; 
Fairer  than  expansive  reason, 
Whose  omen  'tis,  and  sign. 
Wilt  thon  not  ope  thy  heart  to  know 
What  rainbows  teach,  and  snnBets  show  I 
Verdict  which  accumulates 
From  lengthening  scroll  of  homan  &te8, 
Voice  of  earth  to  earth  returned. 
Prayers  of  saints  that  inly  burned- 
Saying:  W?iat  is  excellent^ 
As  Ood  Uvea,  is  permanent ; 
Hearts  are  dust,  hearts  lates  remain  ; 
Hearts^  love  will  meet  thee  agairu 
Revere  the  Maker;  fetch  thine  eye 
Up  to  his  style,  and  manners  of  the  sky. 
Not  of  adamant  and  gold 
Built  he  heaven  stark  and  cold ; 
No,  but  a  nest  of  bending  reeds. 
Flowering  grass,  and  scented  weeds : 
Or  like  a  traveller's  fleeing  tent, 
Or  bow  above  the  tempest  bent ; 
Built  of  tears  and  sacred  flames, 
And  virtue  reaching  to  its  mms ; 
Built  of  furtherance  and  pursuing^ 
Not  of  spent  deeds,  but  of  doing. 
Silent  rushes  the  swift  Lord 
Through  ruined  systems  still  restored, 
Broadsowing,  bleak  and  void  to  bless, 
Plants  with  worlds  the  wilderness ; 
Waters  with  tears  of  ancient  sorrow 
Apples  of  Eden  ripe  to-morrow. 
House  and  tenant  go  to  ground, 
Lost  in  God,  in  Godhead  found." 

Ralph  Waldo  Eatsai 


0A8A    WAPPY. 


CASA  WAPPT.* 

at  Uioa  Moght  tbj  hesveiiJj  home, 
r  fond,  desr  boj — 
Ima  where  aorrow  dare  not  come, 
ier«lif«uJox? 
thy  death,  as  at  thy  birth, 
lit  caaght  no  Uint  from  earth; 
f  its  bliss  we  mete  our  dearth, 
Oasa  Wappy  I 

vat  in  onr  last  fkrewell, 
closed  thine  ejre ; 
r  our  angniab  may  not  tell 
len  thon  didit  die ; 
n^  not  paint  onr  grief  for  tb«e ; 
«  bnt  bnbblea  on  the  sea 
m&thomed  agony ; 
Caaa  Wappy  1 

ert  a  rision  of  delight, 
bless  ns  giren ; 
embodied  to  onr  sight — 
rpe  of  heaven  I 
to  OS  tbon  wert,  thon  art 
w  thin«  own  «el^  than  a  part 
,  and  of  th;  mother's  licart, 
Casa  Wappj  I 

ibt,  brief  day  knew  no  decline — 
ras  cloadleae  joy ; 
and  night  alone  were  thine, 
oTedboyI 

on  beheld  thee  blythe  and  gay ; 
ind  thee  prostrate  in  decay; 
a  third  .thone,  day  was  clay, 
Casa  Wappy  I 

uar  beartb,  oitr  household  pride, 
th's  nndefiled, 

ire  have  saved,  thon  hadst  not  died, 
'  dc«r,  sweet  child  1 

we  bow  to  Fate's  decree ; 

we  h(^>ed  tliat  Time  shonld  see 
mm  for  us,  not  as  for  thee, 
CaM  Wappy  1 


or*  bdonl  ihUd 


Do  what  I  may,  go  where  I  will, 

Thon  meet'st  my  sight; 
There  dost  thon  glide  before  me  still— 

A  form  of  light ! 

I  feel  thy  breath  npon  my  cheek — 

I  see  thee  smild,  I  hear  thee  speak— 

Till  oh  1  my  heart  is  like  to  break. 

Casa  Wappy  I 

Methinks  thon  srail'st  before  me  now, 

With  glance  of  stealth; 
The  hair  thrown  back  from  thy  fall  brow 

In  baoyant  health ; 
I  see  thine  eyes'  deep  violet  light — 
Thy  dimpled  cheek  camationed  bright — 
Thy  clasping  arms  so  ronnd  and  white— 
Casa  Wappy  t 

The  nursery  shows  thy  pictnred  wall, 

Thy  bat— thy  bow— 
Thy  cloak  and  bonnet — clnb  and  ball; 

But  where  art  thon  I 
A  corner  holds  thine  empty  chair; 
Thy  playtliings,  idly  scattered  there. 
But  apeak  to  us  of  our  despair, 
Casa  Wappy  1 

Even  to  the  last,  thy  every  word — 

To  glad — to  grieve — 
Was  sweet,  as  sweetest  song  of  bird 

On  Summer's  eve ; 
In  outward  beamy  nndecayed. 
Death  o'er  thy  spirit  cnat  no  shade, 
And,  like  the  rainbow,  thon  didst  fade, 
Casa  Wappy  I 

We  mourn  for  thee,  when  blind,  blank  night 

The  chamber  fills ; 
Wo  pine  for  thee,  when  mom's  first  light 

Reddens  the  hills; 
The  sun,  the  moon,  Uio  stars,  the  sea. 
All — to  the  wall-flower  and  wild-pea — 
Are  changed ;  we  saw  the  worid  thro'  thee. 
Casa  Wappy  I 

And  though,  perchance,  a  smile  may  glearo 

Of  casual  mirth. 
It  doth  not  own,  whate'er  may  seem. 

An  inward  birth ; 
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We  mi&s  thy  small  step  on  the  stair ; — 
We  miss  thee  at  thine  evening  prayer ; 
All  day  we  miss  the<y— every  where— 
Casa  Wappy  1 

Snows  muffled  earth  when  thou  didst  go^ 

lu  life's  spring-bloom, 
Down  to  tlie  appointed  hoose  below — 

The  silent  tomb. 
But  now  the  green  leaves  of  the  tree, 
The  cuckoo,  and  "  the  busy  bee," 
Return — ^but  with  them  bring  not  thee, 
Casa  Wappy ! 

'T  is  so ;  but  can  it  be —  while  flowers 

Revive  again — 
Man's  doom,  in  death  that  we  and  ours 

For  aye  remain  ? 
Oh !  can  it  be,  that,  o'er  the  grave, 
The  grass  renewed  should  yearly  wave, 
Yet  God  forget  our  child  to  save  ? — 
Casa  Wappy  I 

It  cannot  be ;  for  were  it  so 

Thus  man  could  die. 
Life  were  a  mockery — thought  were  wo»— 

And  truth  a  lie ; — 
Heaven  were  a  coinage  of  the  brain — 
Religion  frenzy — virtue  vain — 
And  all  our  hopes  to  meet  again, 
Casa  Wappy  I 

Then  be  to  us,  O  dear,  lost  child ! 

With  beam  of  love, 
A  star,  death's  uncongenial  wild 

Smiling  above ! 
Soon,  soon,  thy  little  feet  have  trod 
The  skyward  path,  the  seraph's  road. 
That  led  thee  back  from  man  to  God, 
Casa  Wappy  I 

Yet,  't  is  sweet  balm  to  our  despair. 

Fond,  fairest  boy. 
That  Ileaven  is  God's,  and  thon  art  there. 

With  him  in  joy ; 
There  past  are  death  and  all  its  woes ; 
There  beauty's  stream  for  ever  flows ; 
And  pleasure's  day  no  sunset  knows, 
Casa  Wappy  I 


Farewell  then — ^for  a  while,  farewdl- 

Pride  of  my  heart  I 
It  cannot  be  that  long  we  dwdl. 

Thus  torn  apart 
Time's  shadows  like  the  shuttle  flee ; 
And,  dark  howe'er  life's  night  may  b< 
Beyond  the  grave,  I  'U  meet  with  the* 
Casa  Wappy  I 

Datid  llAcmn 


MY  CHILD. 

I  OANXOT  make  him  dead  I 

His  fair  sunshiny  head 
Is  ever  bounding  round  my  study  ohi 

Yet,  when  my  eyes,  now  dim 

With  tears,  I  turn  to  him, 
The  vision  vanishes — he  is  not  Uiere ! 

I  walk  my  parlour  floor. 

And,  through  the  open  door, 
I  hear  a  footfall  on  the  chamber  stair 

I  'm  stepping  toward  the  hall 

To  give  the  boy  a  call ; 
And  then  bethink  me  that — ^he  is  not 

I  thread  the  crowded  street ; 

A  satchelled  lad  I  meet, 
With  the  same  beaming  eyes  and  colm 

And,  as  he 's  running  by, 

Follow  him  with  my  eye. 
Scarcely  believing  that — ^he  b  not  tn* 

I  know  his  face  is  hid 

Under  the  coffin  lid ; 
Closed  are  his  eyes ;  cold  is  his  foreh< 

My  hand  that  marble  felt ; 

O'er  it  in  prayer  I  knelt ; 
Yet  my  heart  whispers  that — he  ca  nc 

I  cannot  make  him  dead  I 

When  passing  by  tlie  bed, 
So  long  watched  over  with  pareutiJ 

My  spirit  and  my  eye 

Seek  him  inquiringly. 
Before  the  thought  oomes  that — Ik 
there  1 


FOR  CHARLIE'S  SAKE. 
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When,  at  the  cool,  graj  break 

Of  da jy  from  sleep  I  wake, 
inih  m  J  first  breathing  of  the  morning  air 

Mj  soul  goes  op,  with  joy,  . 

To  Him  who  gave  mj  boj ; 
Iben  comes  the  sad  thought  that — ^he  is  not 
there  I 

When  at  the  day's  calm  dose. 

Before  we  seek  repose, 
[^with  his  mother,  offering  up  om  prayer; 

Whatever  I  may  be  saying, 

I  am  in  spirit  praying 
fat  our  boy's  spirit,  though — ^he  is  not  there  I 

Not  there  I — ^Where,  then,  is  he? 

The  form  I  nsed  to  see 
WtB  but  the  raiment  that  he  nsed  to  wear. 

The  grave,  that  now  doth  press 

Upon  that  cast-off  dress, 
[s  but  his  wardrobe  locked ; — ^he  is  not  there  I 

He  hves ! — ^In  all  the  past 

He  lives ;  nor,  to  the  last, 
yf  seeing  him  again  will  I  despair ; 

In  dreams  I  see  him  now ; 

And,  on  his  angel  brow, 
[  see  it  written,  "  Thon  ahalt  see  me  there  ! 

Yes,  we  all  live  to  God  I 

Father,  thy  chastening  rod 
So  help  us,  thine  afBicted  ones,  to  bear, 

That,  in  the  spirit  land, 

Meeting  at  thy  right  hand, 
1  wiU  be  our  heaven  to  find  that — he  is 
there! 

John  Pikipoht. 


LOSS  AND  GxVIN. 

When  the  baby  died,  we  said. 
With  a  sudden,  secret  dread : 
"  Death,  be  merciful,  and  pass ; — 
Leave  the  other  I " — ^but  alas ! 

While  we  watched  he  waited  there, 
One  foot  on  the  golden  stair, 
One  hand  beckoning  at  the  gate. 
Tin  the  home  was  desolate. 


Friends  say,  '*  It  is  better  so, 
Olothed  in  innocence  to  go  ;'* 
Say,  to  ease  the  parting  pain. 
That  "your  loss  is  but  their  gain.'' 

Ah  I  the  parents  think  of  this  I 
But  remember  more  the  )siSA 
From  the  little  rose-red  lips; 
And  the  print  of  finger-tips. 

Left  upon  the  broken  toy, 
Will  remind  them  how  the  boy 
And  his  sister  charmed  the  days 
With  their  pretty,  winsome  ways. 

Only  time  can  give  relief 
To  the  weary,  lonesome  grief: 
God's  sweet  minister  of  pain 
Then  shall  nng  of  loss  and  gain. 

KOXA  Fbbbt 


FOR  CHARLIE'S  SAKE. 

The  night  is  late,  the  house  is  still  ; 

The  angels  of  the  hour  fulfil 

Their  tender  ministries,  and  move 

From  couch  to  couch,  in  cares  of  love. 

They  drop  into  thy  dreams,  sweet  wife. 

The  happiest  smile  of  Charlie's  life, 

And  lay  on  baby's  lips  a  kiss. 

Fresh  from  hb  angel-brother's  bliss ; 

And,  as  they  pass,  they  seem  to  make 

A  strange,  dim  hymn,  "  For  Charlie's  sake." 

My  listening  heart  takes  up  the  strain. 
And  gives  it  to  the  night  again, 
Fitted  with  words  of  lowly  praise. 
And  patience  learned  of  moumfnl  days, 
And  memories  of  the  dead  child's  ways. 

His  will  be  done,  His  will  bo  done  1 
Who  gave  and  took  away  my  son. 
In  "  the  far  land  "  to  shine  and  sing 
Before  the  Beautiful,  the  King, 
Who  every  day  doth  Christmas  make, 
All  starred  and  belled  for  Charlie^s  sake. 

For  Charlie's  sake  I  will  arise ; 
I  will  anoint  me  where  he  lies« 
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And  change  my  raiment,  and  go  in 

To  the  I/)rd^8  hoose,  and  leave  mj  sin 

Withont,  and  seat  me  at  his  board; 

Eat,  and  be  glad,  and  praise  the  Lord. 

For  wherefore  should  I  fast  and  weep, 

And  snllen  moods  of  monnung  keep? 

I  cannot  bring  him  back,  nor  he, 

For  any  calling  come  to  me. 

The  bond  the  angel  Death  did  sign, 

Ood  sealed —  for  Charlie^s  sake,  and  mine. 

T  'm  very  poor — ^this  slender  stone 

Marks  all  the  narrow  field  I  own ; 

Yet,  patient  husbandman,  I  till 

With  faith  and  prayers,  that  precions  hill. 

Sow  it  with  penitential  pains. 

And,  hopeful,  wut  the  latter  raxns ; 

Content  i^  after  all,  the  spot 

Yield  barely  one  forget-me-not — 

Whether  or  figs  or  thistles  make 

My  crop,  content  for  Charlie's  sake. 

I  have  no  houses,  builded  well — 

Only  that  little  lonesome  cell, 

Where  never  romping  playmates  come, 

Nor  bashful  sweethearts,  canning-dumb— 

An  April  burst  of  girls  and  boys. 

Their  rainbowed  doud  of  glooms  and  joys 

Bom  with  their  songs,  gone  with  their  toys; 

Nor  ever  is  its  stillness  stirred 

By  purr  of  cat,  or  chirp  of  bird. 

Or  mother's  twilight  legend,  told 

Of  Ilomer's  pie,  or  Tiddler's  gold, 

Or  fairy  hobbling  to  the  door. 

Red-cloaked  and  weird,  banned  and  poor, 

To  bless  the  good  child's  gracious  eyes. 

The  good  child's  wistful  charities. 

And  crippled  changeling's  hunch  to  make 

Dance  on  his  crutch,  for  good  child's  sake. 

How  is  it  with  the  child?  'TIS  well ; 

Nor  would  I  any  miracle 

Might  stir  my  sleeper's  tranqtul  tranoe, 

Or  plague  his  painless  countenance : 

I  would  not  any  seer  might  place 

His  staff  on  my  immortal's  face, 

Or  lip  to  lip,  and  eye  to  eye. 

Charm  back  his  pale  mortality.' 

No,  Shunammitel  I  'would  not  break 

God's  stillness.    Let  them  weep  who  wake. 


For  Charlie's  sake  my  lot  is  blest: 
No  oomfort  like  his  mother^s  breast, 
No  prdse  like  her^s;  no  charm  ezpr 
In  fairest  forms  hath  half  her  zest 
For  Charlie's  sake  this  bird  's  caress 
That  death  left  lonely  in  the  nest ; 
For  Charlie's  sake  my  heart  is  dresn 
As  for  its  birthday,  in  its  best ; 
For  Charlie's  sake  we  leave  the  rest 
To  Him  who  gave,  and  who  did  take 
And  saved  us  twioe,  for  Charlie^s  sa 

JoHv  Wn.TJiiraog  : 


THE  WIDOW  AND  CHILD 

Home  they  bronght  her  warrior 
She  nor  swooned,  nor  uttered 

An  her  maidens,  watching,  add, 
**She  must  weep  or  she  will  d 

Then  they  praised  him,  soft  and 
Called  him  worthy  to  be  love^ 

Truest  fiiend  and  noblest  foe; 
Yet  she  ndther  spoke  nor  moT 

Stole  a  maiden  from  her  place, 
Lightly  to  the  warrior  stept^ 

look  a  face-doth  from  the  &oe, 
Yet  she  neither  moved  nor  we 

Rose  a  nurse  of  ninety  years, 

Set  his  child  upon  her  knee- 
Like  summer  tempest  came  her  t 
"  Sweet  my  child,  I  live  for  thi 

AursxD  Tn 


THE  RECONCILLATION. 

As  through  the  land  at  eve  we  w 
And  plucked  the  ripened  ears, 
We  fell  out,  my  Tnfe  and  I, — 
Oh,  we  fell  out,  I  know  not  why. 
And  kissed  agun  with  tears. 

For  when  we  came  where  lies  tl 

We  lost  in  other  years, 
There  above  the  little  grave. 
Oh,  there  above  the  little  grave. 
We  Idssed  again  with  tears. 


PART  III. 
POEMS      OP      FRIENDSHIP. 


Sci  Bruder  mir,  UDd  weude 
Den  Blick,  Tor  deinem  Endc, 
Nicbt  wieder  nrg  tod  mir. 
Ein  Tempd  wo  «ir  knien, 
Ein  On  oohiu  wir  lialien, 
Ein  Olfick  fbrdia  oirglaLen, 


TiD  M  Um  chill  aimceo  blon- 

And  gild  u  roDDd  with  hilli  of  mow ; 

Or  dK  go  whiiUe  to  the  Bhorc, 

lad  mika  tba  bollow  mountuni  roar; 

Whilit  wi  together  joT  ill  sil 
CmltH,  ud  crown«d  with  mirth  sad  wit; 
^We,  Ibongfa  bleak  wioda  confioe  ua  home, 
tetudei  iDuod  the  vorid  ahall  roam. 

TtU  thiok  of  aU  the  TritDdi  ws  kaow. 
lad  drink  to  all  worth  drinking  to ; 
'  V^,  btiing  diank  all  thine  ud  mine, 
Kt  tilhtr  ahall  want  health  Ihao  wins. 


Vil  drink  the  wanting  into  wealth, 
^  Ibun  that  lao^iih  into  health, 


The  worthy  in  disgrace  ghnll  find 


The  hrare  shall  triumph  in  succcsa  ; 
The  lovers  shall  hsve  mislresus; 
Poor  unregarded  Tirtue,  pmiM  ; 
And  the  aeglvcled  poet,  bays. 


What  would  we  be,  but  wbat  we  are? 

'Tis  the  plump  grapo'i  Immortnl  juice 
That  does  this  happiness  produce. 
And  wilt  preserre  us  free  together, 
Uaogre  miachaBce,  or  wind  and  weather. 

Cuaua  Conoii. 


POEMS  OF  FRIENDSHIP. 


EAELY  FRIENDSHIP. 


M  of  ohQdiah  dajs, 
oa  and  pleasores  lightly  came  and 
at; 

ithies  of  bojhood  raabl;  spent 
I    wanderings   through    forbidden 

.  but  manl;  wish  to  tread  the  maze 
loble  ends;  whereon  intent, 
know  for  what  man  here  is  seat, 
est  heart  most  often  paose,  and 

-esolve  to  aeek  tlie  chosen  end 
)d'a  jadgmeut,  cautions  and  matoro ; 
lese  Tiowleas  bonds  binds  fHend  to 
ind 

igth  no  selfish  purpose  can  secure ; — 
lot  is  this,  that  aU  attend 
dsbip  wliich  first  came,  and  which 
ill  last  endure. 


S  SHALL  WE  THEEE  MEET 
AGAIN. 

3  Bhail  we  three  meet  again  I 
■a  ihsit  we  three  meet  again  ? 
■hill  gloving  hope  expire, 
Ad  wMried  love  retire 
ibd  dHth  and  aDRow  reign, 


Though  the  de«p  between  qb  roIl% 
Frieudstdp  shall  nnite  onr  aoiilB. 
Still  in  Fancy's  rich  domain 
Oft  shall  we  three  meet  again. 

When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fied, 
When  Ita  wasted  lamps  are  dead; 
When  in  cold  oblivion's  ahade, 
Beantj,  power,  and  bme  are  laid ; 
Where  inmiortal  spirits  reign. 
There  shall  we  three  meet  again. 


SONTIETS. 

WnB!i  I  do  count  the  clock  that  tells  the 

And    see  the  brave  daj  sunk  in    hideous 

When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime, 
And  sable  carls  all  mlvered  o'er  with  white; 
When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves, 
Which  erst  from  heat  did  canopy  the  herd, 
And  Summer's  green  oil  girded  op  in  sheave^ 
Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  brisdy 

Then,  of  thj  beauty  do  I  questjon  make, 
That  thon  among  the  waatea  of  time  maat  go^ 
Since  sweets  and  beantiea  do  themselves  f(»> 

And  die  as  fast  as  they  see  others  grow ; 
And  nothing    'gainst  Time's  scythe  can 

make  defenoe, 
Save  breed,  to  brave  him,  when  he  takw 

thee  hence. 
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Shall  I  comp/ire  tliee  to  a  summer's  day? 

Tbon  art  nioro  lovdy  ami  more  temperate ; 

Rough  winds  do  shake  tlie  darling  buds  of 
May, 

A.nd  aiimmGr^s  loose  ImCh  a1I  too  aliort  a  dat«. 

SomeliiDD  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  Bbines, 

And  often  is  hia  gold  complesioa  dimmed. 

And  every  fiiir  from  fair  sometime  declines, 

By  cbiiuce,  or  nature's  chiinging  ootiree,  ou- 
trun med  ; 

But  thy  eternal  summer  ahall  not  bda. 

Nor  lose  posgesaon  uf  tlial  fuir  tl 

Nor  Khali  dentil  brag  thon  warn 

When  in  eternal  lines  to  time  th' 
So  long  as  men  oon  brcHthei, 

Bo  lung  lives  this,  and  tUs 
thee. 


So  ia  it  not  with  mc  as  wiilt  thrit  Muse, 
Stirrcfl  by  a  piuntcd  beauty  to  his  verse; 
Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use, 
And  every  fuir  with  his  fair  doth  rehearse ; 
Making  ;i  coruiiliment  of  proud  compare, 
With   9U]i  and   moou,  with  earth  and   sea'^ 

rich  gems, 
With  April's  first-bora  flowers,  and  all  things 

That  besiveu's  air  in  this  huge  rondure  hcuia. 
Oh  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write. 
And  then  believe  me,  my  love  is  as  fair 
As  any  mother's  child,  though  not  so  bright 
As  those  gold  eandlos  fixed  in  heaven's  air ; 

Let  tbera  say  no  moro  that  like  of  hearsay 
well ; 

I  will  not  pridse,  that  purpose  not  to  sell. 


Let  those  wlio  are  in  favor  with  their  stars, 
Of  public  honor  and  proud  titles  boast; 
Whilst  I,  whom   fortune   of  such  triumphs 

Cnlooked-for  joy  in  that  I  honor  most. 
Great    princes'  favorites    their  fair    leaves 

spread, 
But  OS  liie  marigold,  at  the  sun's  eye ; 


And  in  themselres  Uieir  pride  lies  buried, 
For  at  a  frown  they  in  their  glory  die, 
Tlie  painliil  warrior  famonsed  for  fight, 
After  a  thousand  victories  once  foiled. 
Is  from  tiie  book  of  honor  rased  quite. 
And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  be  loUel 
Then  happy  I,  that  lovo  and  am  bdortl, 
Where  I  may  not  remove  nor  be  remonl. 


r  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  meo' 

eyes, 
ilono  heweep  my  outcast  stat«, 
trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootlo 

look  upon  myself,  and  cnrse  my  fate, 

LBg  me  like  to  one  more  rich  In  hope, 
irod  like  him,  like  him  wttli  friends  f« 

sessed, 
ing  this  roan's  art,  and  that  man's  scop 
what  I  most  eiijoy  contented  least; 
.    .  jt  these  thoughts  myself  almost  deep 

ing, 
Haply  I  tliink  on  thee,  and  then  my  state 
(Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arismg 
From  sullen  earth)  sings  hymns  at  heavei 
gate. 
For  thysweet  love  remembered  such  weal 

brings. 
That  then  I  scorn  to  change  my  state  wil 
kings. 


Wms  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  tliong 
I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past, 
I  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  thing  I  sought, 
And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  tin]( 

waste. 
Then,  can  I  drown  an  eye,  unused  to  flow. 
For  prccioos  friends  hid  in  death's  dateh 

night, 
And  weep  afresh  love's  long  since  canocU 

And  moan  tli'  expense  of  many  a  vanish 

Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  foregone, 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 
Tlie  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan, 
Which  I  now  pay,  as  if  not  paid  before ; 


the  Thll«  I  think  on  thee,  deu 
«  are  restored,  and  bottowb  end. 


m  )•  oideared  vith  all  hearts, 
bj  lacking  have  soppoaed  dead; 
e  r^gna  lore,  and  all  tove'a  loTing 
rt^ 

bose  friends  which  I  tbonght  boried. 
17  a  hoi  J  and  obseqoiong  tear 
r  religions  love  stol'n  from  mine  eje, 
st  of  the  deed,  which  now  appear 
;3  removed,  that  hidden  in  thee  lie  I 
the  grave  where  bnried  love  doth 

-Jk  the  trophies  of  mj  lovers  gone, 
lieir  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 
of  many  now  it  thine  alone : 
mages  I  loved  I  viev  in  thee, 
ion  (aU  they)  hast  all  the  all  of  me. 


17  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 
le  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
rith  golden  face  the  mendows  green, 
lole  streams  with  heavenly  alclicmy; 
■mit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
y  r.irk  on  his  Mlestial  face, 
1  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  hide, 
an=een  to  west  with  this  disgrace. 
nv  snn  one  early  mom  did  shine, 
trinmphant  splendor  on  my  brow ; 
alack  I  he  was  hot  one  honr  mine, 
m  ctond  hath  masked  him  from  mo 

in  for  this  mj  love  no  whit  disdain- 

1': 

r  the  world  may  stain,  when  heaven's 

n  stunetb. 


Ist  then  promise  sncb  a  beanteoos 
IT. 

:e  me  travel  forth  withont  my  cloak, 
se  cloods  overtake  me  in  my  way, 
ly  bravery  in  thdr  rotten  smoke? 
eaoag^  ttkat  thrcmgh  the  clond  then 
«»k. 

M  taia  on  nv  itonn-heaten  face, 
1^  viD  «f  ndi  a  aalve  can  tpni, 
27 


That  heals  the  wound,  and  cures  not  the  dis- 

Nor  con  thy  shame  give  physic  to  my  grief— 
ThoQgh  thon  repent,  yet  I  hove  still  the  loss : 
Th'  offender's  sorrow  lends  but  wonk  relief 
To  him  that  bears  the  strong  offence's  cross. 

Ah,  bnt  those  tears  are  pearl,  which  thy 
love  sheds, 

And  they  are  rich,  and  ransom  all  ill  deeds. 

What  is  your  substance,  whereof  ore  yon 

That  millions  of  strange  shadows  on  yon 

tend? 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  one  shade, 
And  yon,  bat  one,  can  every  shadow  lend. 
Describe  Adonis,  and  the  counterfeit 
Is  poorly  imitated  after  /on ; 
On  Helen's  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  set, 
And  you  in  GietoBD  tires  are  painted  new : 
Speak  of  the  spring,  and  foison  of  the  year — 
The  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  show, 
The  other  as  yonr  bonnty  doth  appear; 
And  you  in  every  bicssed  shape  we  know. 

In  all  external  grace  jon  have  some  part; 

But  you  like  none,  none  you,  for  conatont 

On,  how  muoh  more  doth  beauty  beaoteooi 

By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  dot!- 

give! 
The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deeiu 
For  that  sweet  odor  which  doth  in  it  live. 
The  cnnker-blctonis  have  full  as  deep  a  dye 
As  the  perfumed  tincture  of  tlie  roses — 
Hang  on  such  thorns,  and  play  us  wantonly 
■When  summer's  breath  their  masked  buds 

discloses ; 
But,  for  their  \irtue  only  is  their  show ; 
They  live  nnwooed,  and  nnrcspected  fade  • 
Die  to  themselves.    Sweet  roses  do  not  so; 
Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odors 

And  so  of  you  beauteons  and  lovely  youth, 
Tflicn  that  shall  fade,  my  verso  distils  yonr 
troth. 

"Sot  marble,  nor  the  gilded  raonaments 

Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerfol  Tl^^VEub' 
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Bat  jon  shall  shine  moro  bright  in  these  con- 
tents 

Than  unswept  stone,  besmeared  with  sluttish 
time. 

When  wasteful  war  shall  statues  OYertum, 

And  broils  root  out  the  works  of  masonry, 

Nor  Mars  his  sword,  nor  war^s  quick  fire 
shall  bum 

The  living  record  of  your  memory. 

^Gainst  death  and  all  oblivious  enmity 

Shall  you  pace  forth :  your  praise  shall  stiU 
find  room 

Even  in  the  eyes  of  all  posterity. 

That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 
So,  till  the  judgment  that  yourself  arise. 
You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyes. 

William 


FROM  "IN  MEMORIAM." 

I  gNVT  not,  in  any  moods. 
The  captive  void  of  noble  rage, 
The  linnet  bom  within  the  cage. 

That  never  knew  the  summer  woods. 

I  envy  not  the  beast  that  takes 
His  license  in  the  field  of  time. 
Unfettered  by  the  sense  of  crime, 

To  whom  a  oonscienoe  never  wakes : 

Nor,  what  may  count  itself  as  blest, 
The  heart  that  never  plighted  troth. 
But  stagnates  in  the  weeds  of  sloth — 

Nor  any  want-begotten  rest. 

I  hold  it  true,  whatever  befall — 
I  feel  it,  when  I  sorrow  most — 
'T  is  better  to  have  loved  and  lost 

Than  never  to  have  loved  at  alL 


Wrrn  trembling  fingers  did  we  weave 
The  holly  round  the  Christmas  hearth ; 
A  rainy  cloud  possessed  the  earth 

And  sadly  fell  our  Christmas  eve. 

At  our  old  pastimes  in  the  hall 
We  gambolled,  making  vain  pretence 
Of  gladness,  with  an  awftil  sense 

Of  one  mute  Shadow  watching  alL 


We  paused;  the  winds  were  in  Uie  h 
We  heard  them  sweep  the  winler  1 
And  in  a  oirde  hand  in  hand 

Sat  silent,  looking  each  at  each. 

Then  echo-like  our  voices  rang; 
We  sang,  thon^  every  eye  was  di 
A  merry  song  we  sang  with  him 

Last  year — impetnously  we  sang ; 

We  ceased.    A  gentler  feeling  crept 
Upon  us;  sorely  rest  is  meet: 
"  They  rest,"  we  said, "  their  aleep  ii 

And  silence  followed,  and  we  wept 

Our  voices  took  a  higher  range; 
Once  more  we  sang :  "  Thej  do  no 
Nor  lose  their  mortal  sympathy, 

Nor  change  to  us^  although  tiiey  ohai 

"Rapt  fh)m  the  fickle  and  the  frdi, 
With  gathered  power,  yet  the  sanM 
Rerces  the  keen  seraphic  flame 

From  orb  to  orb,  from  veil  to  veiL 

"Rise,  happy  momt  rise,  holy  mom 
Draw  forth  the  oheerM  day  from  i 
0  Father  I  touch  the  east,  and  ligTi 

The  light  that  shone  when  Hope  waa 


Dost  thou  look  back  on  what  hath  Ix 
As  some  divinely  gifted  man, 
Whose  life  in  low  estate  began, 

And  on  a  ample  village  green? 

Who  breaks  his  birth's  inyidions  bar, 
And  grasps  the  skirts  of  happy  du 
And  breasts  the  blows  of  drcmnsti 

And  grapples  with  his  evil  star; 

Who  makes  by  force  his  merit  known 
And  lives  to  clutch  the  golden  keyi 
To  mould  a  mighty  state's  deoreea, 

And  shape  the  whisper  of  the  throne 

And  moving  up  from  high  to  higher, 
Becomes  on  Fortune's  crowning  all 
The  pillar  of  a  people's  hope, 

The  centre  of  a  world's  dee&re; 

Yet  feels,  as  in  a  penaiTe  dream, 
When  an  hia  aotiye  powen  an  fliil 


"IN    HBHOBIAll.' 


Dt  drearnen  in  the  hiH, 
nieeCDeai  in  the  stream, 

of  hia  nkiTower  &te, 

ret  beride  its  voosl  epriagii 

red  M  ooaiueUon  and  kings, 

that  vaa  his  earliest  matA; 

i^a  with  pain  lus  native  lea, 
aps  the  labor  of  his  lumda, 
he  fiuTow  mtudng  etands; 
J  old  friend  remember  me  f " 


^a,  that  coonterohange  tlie  floor 
BM  lawn  with  dnsk  and  bright ; 
lOD,  with  all  tb;  breadth  and  hw^t 
1,  towering  gjoamore ; 

n,  hitlier  wandering  down, 
thor  foimd  joor  shadows  fiiir, 
ucA  to  all  the  liberal  air 
and  din  and  steam  of  townl 

ht  an  eje  for  all  he  saw, 
«d  in  all  oar  simple  sports; 
pleased  him,  fresh  from  brawling 

qr  porliens  of  the  law. 

1  him,  in  this  retreat, 
tied  in  ambrodsl  dark, 
ik  the  cooler  air,  and  mark 
(cape  winldog  throagh  the  heat. 

I  to  root  the  brood  of  varea, 
'eep  of  scythe  in  morning  dew, 
at  that  ronnd  the  garden  flew, 
bling  half  the  mellowing  pears  1 

when  all  in  drde  drawn 
him,  heart  and  ear  were  fed, 
r  him,  as  he  la;  and  read 
■n  poctaon  the  lawn ; 

aD-g(dden  afternoon 
t,  or  happ7  sister,  sang, 
>  she  bron^t  the  harp,  and  flnng 
to  the  bri^tening  moon  I 

t  pleaaed,  Lq  ETelier  mood^ 
I  the  bonndfaig  hiU  to  stra/, 
cak  tfas  ftrdoag  fammer  daj 
fBit  ta  ttM  dJatint  woods ; 


Whereat  we  ^anced  from  theme  to  Oienie, 
Discussed  the  hooka  to  love  or  htte, 
Or  toQched  the  changes  of  the  state. 

Or  threaded  some  8o4:ratic  dream. 

Bnt  if  I  praised  the  bn^  town, 
He  loved  to  rail  ag^sst  it  still. 
For  "  gronnd  in  yonder  social  mill. 

We  rah  each  other'a  angles  down, 

"And  merge,"  he  raid,  "in  form  and  gloss 
The  pictnresqne  of  man  and  man." 
We  talked ;  the  otream  beneath  os  ran, 

The  wine-fiask  lying  couched  in  moM, 

Or  cooled  within  the  glooming  wave ; 
And  last,  retoming  from  afar, 
Before  the  crimson  Kiircled  star 

Had  Mien  into  her  father's  grave. 

And  braahing  ankle  deep  in  flower*. 
We  heard  behind  the  woodbine  veQ 
The  milk  that  bubbled  in  the  pml. 

And  buziings  of  the  honeyed  honrs. 


Thy  converse  drew  iis  with  delight, 
The  men  of  rathe  and  riper  years; 
The  feeble  soul,  a  bannt  of  fears, 

Forgot  his  weakness  in  thy  Agtit. 

On  thee  the  loyol-hcarted  himg. 
The  proud  was  half  disarmed  of  pride; 
Nor  cared  the  serpent  at  thy  side 

To  flicker  with  his  treble  tongoe. 

The  stem  were  mild  when  thon  wert  by ; 
The  flippant  put  himself  to  school 
And  heard  thee;  and  tlio  brazen  foot 

Was  softened,  and  he  knew  not  why; 

While  I,  thy  dearest  sat  apart, 
And  felt  thy  triumph  was  as  mine; 
Andloved  them  more,  tliat  they  were  tliinc 

The  graceful  tact,  the  Christian  art ; 

Not  mine  the  sweetness  or  the  skill, 
But  mine  the  love  that  will  not  tire, 
And,  born  of  love,  the  vagne  deeirg 

That  epnrs  an  imitative  wiD, 
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Deab  fiicnd,  far  off,  my  lost  desire, 
So  far,  so  near,  in  woo  and  weal ; 
Oh,  loved  the  most  when  most  I  feel 

There  is  a  lower  and  a  higher ; 

Known  and  unknown,  human,  di\ine ! 
Sweet  human  hand  and  lips  and  eye, 
Dear  heavenly  friend  that  canst  not  die, 

Mine,  mine,  for  ever,  ever  mine! 

Strange  friend,  past,  present,  and  to  be. 
Loved  deeplier,  darklier  understood ; 
Behold  I  dream  a  dream  of  good. 

And  mingle  all  the  world  with  thee. 


Thy  voice  is  on  the  rolling  air ; 

I  hear  thee  where  the  waters  run ; 

Thou  standest  in  the  rising  sun. 
And  in  the  setting  Uiou  art  fair. 

What  art  thou,  then  ?  I  cannot  guess ; 
But  though  I  seem  in  star  and  flower 
To  feel  thee,  some  diffusive  power, 

I  do  not  therefore  love  thee  less : 

My  love  involves  the  love  before ; 

My  love  is  vaster  passion  now ; 

Tiiough  mixed  with  God  and  nature  thou, 
I  seem  to  love  thee  more  and  more. 

Far  off  tliou  art,  but  ever  nigh  ; 
I  have  thee  still,  and  I  rejoice, 
I  prosper,  circled  with  thy  voice ; 

I  shall  not  lose  thee,  though  I  die. 

Altbed  TsKNTSOir. 


THE  P^VSSAGE, 

Many  a  year  is  in  its  grave, 
Sinc«  I  crossed  this  restless  wave ; 
And  the  evening,  fair  as  over. 
Shines  on  ruin,  rock,  and  river. 

Then  in  this  same  boat  beside 
Sat  two  comrades  old  and  tried — 
One  with  all  a  father's  truth, 
One  with  all  the  fire  of  youth. 

One  on  earth  in  silence  wrought. 
And  his  grave  in  silence  sought ; 
But  the  younger,  bright<5r  form 
Passed  in  battle  and  !n  stomu 


So,  whene'er  I  turn  my  eye 
Back  upon  the  days  gone  by, 
Saddening  thoughts  of  friends  come  o'er  ■ 
Friends  that  closed  their  course  before  nn 

But  what  binds  ns,  friend  to  friend, 
But  that  soul  with  soul  can  blend  t 
Soul-like  were  those  hoars  of  jore; 
Let  us  walk  in  soul  once  more. 

Take,  0  boatman,  thrice  thy  fse,— 

Take,  I  give  it  willingly ; 

For,  inrisible  to  thee, 

Spirits  twain  have  crossed  with  me. 

Anonymous  Ti«n8ktlon. 


JAFFAR. 

JaffaB,  the  Barmecide,  the  good  yintr^ 
The  poor  man's  hope,  the  friend  withM 

peer, 
Jaffer  was  dead,  slain  by  a  doom  nqjoct; 
And  guilty  Uaronn,  sollen  ^rith  mistmst 
Of  what  the  good,  and  e'en  the  bad  at 

say. 

Ordained  that  no  man  living  from  that  6^ 
Should  dare  to  speak  his  name  on  pab 

death. 
All  Araby  and  Persia  held  their  breath; 

All  but  the  brave  Mondeer:    he,  praai 

show 
IIow  far  for  love  a  gratefol  soul  could  go^ 
And  facing  death  for  very  scorn  and  grirf 
(For  his  great  heart  wanted  a  great  refiiQ 
Stood  forth  in  Bagdad  daily,  in  the  mfM 
Where  once  had  stood  a  happy  hoaai^  I 

there 
Ilarangued  the  tremblers  at  the  scymitar 
On  all  they  owed  to  the  divine  Jaffiur. 

'^ Bring  me  this  man,"  the  caliph  cried; 

man 
Was  brought,  was  gazed  npon.    The  iff 

began 
To  bind  his  arms.    **  Welcome,  brave  oov 

cried  he ; 
*^  From  bonds  far  worse  Jaffiir  deJUrered  i 
From  wants,  from   shames,  fWym  Isfi 

household  fears ; 


THE    FIBE    OF    DRIFT-WOOD. 


eyta  friends  with  delicious 


'V«d  me,  pat  u 
i«l£    How  can 


It  tLat  on  a  boo]  liko  this 
engeacce  could  batfall  amiss, 
1  amile,  as  one  great  lord  of 

in  anotber  half  as  great, 
'orth  grow  frenzied  if  it  will ; 
gtnent  shaU  be  master  still, 
til  so  move  thee,  take  this  gem, 
be  Tartar's  diadem, 
ver  as  thou  deemest  fit!  " 
the  friend;    be    took,  and 
t 
e  heavens,  as  tbongh  to  meet 

lis,  too,  I  owe  to  thee,  Jaffor  1 " 


E  OF  DRIFT-WOOD. 

:ic  form-honse  old, 
wa,  looking  o'er  the  bay, 
■breeze,  damp  and  cold, 
mce,  night  and  day, 

d  saw  the  port,^ 
(Id-fashioneil,  silent  town, — 
— the  dismantled  fort, — 
louses,  quaint  and  browD. 

cd  DDlil  the  night, 
lied  the  little  room ; 
from  the  sight — 
ly  broke  the  gloom. 

ny  a  vanished  scene, 
ince  had  tboiigbt  and  siiid, 
en,  and  might  h.ive  been, 
changed,  and  who  was  dead ; 

'  tbe  hearts  of  friends, 
rj  feel,  with  secret  pun, 
wforth  have  separate  ends. 


The  first  slight  swerving  of  tbe  heart. 
That  words  are  powerless  to  express, 

And  leave  it  stdll  unsud  in  part, 
Or  say  it  in  too  great  excess. 

Tbe  very  tones  in  which  we  spake 
Had  something  strange,  I  conld  but  mark  ; 

Tbe  leaves  of  memory  seemed  to  make 
A  moumiiil  rustling  in  the  dark. 

Olt  died  the  words  upon  our  bps, 

As  suddenly,  from  out  the  Sre 
Built  of  the  wreck  of  stranded  ships, 

The  flames  wotdd  leap  and  then  expire. 

And,  OS  tbor  splendor  flssbed  and  fkiled, 
We  thought  of  wrecks  upon  the  msin, — 

Of  ships  dismasted,  that  were  hailed 
And  sent  no  answer  back  again. 

The  windows,  rattjmg  in  their  framee, — 
The  ocean,  roaring  up  the  beach, — 

The  gusty  blast, — the  bickering  flames,— 
All  mingled  vaguely  iu  our  speech; 

UntU  they  made  themselves  a  port 
Of  fancies  floating  through  tbe  briua, — 

Tbe  long-lost  ventures  of  the  heart. 
That  sends  no  answers  back  ognin. 

Ob  flames  that  glowed  1     Oh  hearts  that 
yearned! 
Tbcy  were  indeed  too  much  akin — 
TIio  dritl-wood  fire  without  that  burned. 
The  thoughts  that   burned    and   glowed 
within. 

HDni  WuMiTDm  Loiiariuow. 


QUA  CUESDM  VENTDS. 

As  ships,  becalmed  nt  eve,  that  lay 
With  canvas  drooping,  aide  by  side, 

Two  towers  of  sail,  nt  dawn  of  day 
Arc  scarce,  long  leagues  apart,  descried : 

When  fell  the  night,  npsprung  the  breeze. 
And  all  the  darkling  hours  they  plied ; 

Xor  dreamt  but  each  the  self-same  seas 
By  each  was  cleaving,  side  by  dd«\ 


POEMS    or    FBIBNDSHIP. 


E'en  BO — but  why  the  tale  reveal 

Of  those  whom,  yair  by  jenr  aDohangKl, 
Brief  abaonre  joined  anew,  to  feoi, 

AatoiiTided,  sonl  from  aoui  ( 


At  dead  of  ni^ht  their  Miils  were  fiUe<1, 
And  onwaril  each  rejoicing  steored; 

.Ah,  neither  blame,  for  neither  willed 
Or  wist  what  first  with  diiwn  appoarod. 

To  voor,  liow  vftini    On,  onward  st"'" 
Brave  b.irkal     In  light,  in  darknf 

Thront'!i  winds  and  tides  OHO  conipai 
To  that  and  jour  own  selrca  bo  ti 

But  O  blithe  breeze!  and  0  great  sa 
Though  ne'er,  that  earliest  partinj 

On  your  wide  plain  they  join  again, 
Together  lend  the  in.  home  at  last 

One  port,  methniiHbt,  alike  they  goii< 
One  purpose  hold  where'er  they  I 

O  bounding  breeie,  O  rushing  seas, 
AC  lost,  at  Xaat,  uaitu  them  there  I 


OAPE-COTTAGE  AT  S0MSET. 

Wk  stood  upon  the  ragged  rocks, 

When  the  long  day  was  nearly  done ; 

Tiio  waves  had  ceased  their  anllen  shocks. 
And  lapped  our  feet  with  inurinnring  tone, 

And  o'er  the  bay  in  streaming  locks 
Blew  the  red  tresses  of  the  sun. 

Along  the  West  the  golden  bars 

Still  to  a  deeper  glory  grew  ; 
Above  our  heads  the  faint,  few  stars 

Ixwkod  out  from  the  nnfatliornod  lilne ; 
And  the  fair  city's  clflraoroiis  jars 

8eenio<l  racltOfl  in  that  oroning  hue. 

Oh  sunset  sky:  Oh  purple  tide! 

Oh  friend:*  t")  friends  that  closer  pressed  I 
Those  glories  have  in  darkness  died, 

And  ye  have  left  my  lo  iging  breast, 
I  could  not  keep  you  by  my  side, 

Nor  fit  tiiat  raiiianco  in  the  West, 

Upon  those  rocks  the  waies  shall  beat 
With  the  same  low  and  monnuring  strain ; 


Across  those  wares,  with  glancing  fwf. 

The  eoQsct  rays  shall  seek  tbe  nuun ; 
Bat  when  together  shall  we  meet 

Upon  that  far-offshore  Bgua! 


THE  OLD  FAMUJAR  FACES. 

T  niPB  had  playmates,  I  baya  had  com 
paniona, 
days  of  oluldhood,  in  my  jojfnl  aahctai 

I  are  gone,  the  old  fUmiliu  faces. 


been  laoglung,  I  have  been  e 
ng  late,  sittJng  late,  with  my  boMi 
oronieg;  ^^ 

1  ore  gone,  the  old  familiar  bo<M>^| 


All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 

I  iiavo  a  friend,  a  kinder  friend  has  Do  man; 
Like  an  ingrate,  I  left  my  friend  abrnptly— 
Left  him,  to  muse  on  the  old  familiar  feeea. 

Ghost-like  I  paced  round  the  hamits  of  mj 

childhood. 
Earth  seemed  a  desert  I  was  bomid  to  tn'' 

Seeking  to  find  the  old  familiar  iacca. 

Friend  of  my  bosom,  thoD  more  than  a  bro- 
ther, 

Why  wert  thou  not  bom  in  iny  father'; 
dwL-IlingI 

So  might  we  talk  of  the  old  familiar  faces— 

IIow  some  they   have  died,  and  some  the) 

have  left  me^ 
And  some  aro  taken  from  me;  all  are  de 

parted. 
All,  all  aro  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces  I 


aiAKSAB    TO    AV01T8TA. 


10- 


Too  lata  I  itijwd-^biglTe  tin  ofane — 

TTohMdMl  flsT  the  honn : 
Hbv  noiidaH  &Ila  Uu  fbot  of  time 

nut  oolf  tnadi  oo  flowcnl 

^■d  who,  wHli  dMT  ■eeorait, 


moB  bD  Iti  Miida  an  dIuMad  qw 
That  dude  M  tb«r  pa«  I 

Ahl  who  to  aobanMannmeiit 
Tfan*!  happj  iwiftaaH  brln^ 

man  bbdi  of  pandin  han  lent 
~  "  ;e  to  Ma  wingif 


STAHZAS  TO  AUGUBTA.  , 


[inoM  TO  mi  ■ 


».] 


rHODOB  the  dif  of  m J  dwtinj '■  OTw, 

And  the  atar  of  m;  ftte  hath  dedhied, 
TIij  toft  heart  raftiaed  to  disoover 

Tlie  &nlti  wluoh  lo  man^  oonld  find; 
TLuiifcTi  til  J  Bpol  with  017  grief  was  acquainted, 

It  slirunk  Bot  to  ahare  it  with  me. 
Anil  the  Ioto  wUoh  dv  apirit  hath  painted 

It  never  hath  finmd  but  in  th<«, 

Thea  when  natnre  annind  me  ii  smiling, 

The  laat  onSe  «4doh  an*wera  to  ndne, 
I  do  not  beliera  It  begnlUng, 

Beoaaae  it  reminds  me  of  thine ; 
Aa  when  winda  are  at  war  wUh  the  ocean, 

Aa  the  braaata  I  beUered  in  with  me, 
tf  tibdr  UHowe  ezdte  en  emotion, 

It  ia  that  thejr  bear  me  Ihim  thee. 

Though  tlie  rook  of  m^  laat  hope  la  shiTored, 
And  its  fragmenta  are  amik  in  the  wave, 

Tboogfa  I  feel  that  mj  bdqI  la  delivered 
To  pain-^t  shall  not  be  its  slave. 

There  ia  toanT  apang  to  pnmie  me: 
Tbej  mar  omsh,  hnt  thej  shall  not  con- 

Tbej  wMj  tartDie,  hot  ahall  not  anhdne  me — 
T  is  of  thee  that  I  tUnk— not  of  them. 

Tboa|)i  hmnan,  than  dldat  not  deodre  me^ 
Tboo^  woam^  thoa  dU«  not  fbraake, 


Thon{^  lored,  Ihoa  fbfborest  to  grieve  ma^ 
Thoogfa  slandered,  thon  never  oooldst  shalca 

Thongfa  troated,  thon  didat  not  diaolum  me, 
Thoagh  parted,  it  waa  not  to  flf, 

Thongh  wstohAd,  *twaa  not  to  defame  me, 
Nor  mote,  tiiat  the  world  might  belie. 

Tet  I  blama  not  the  world,  nor  deaplae  it, 

Km  the  war  of  the  man^  with  one — 
Itmj  ionl  waa  not  fitted  to  prise  it, 

TwM  toUj  not  sooner  to  shim; 
And  if  dearl7  that  mror  hath  ooat  me, 

And  more  tiian  I  raioe  oonld  foreae^ 
I  have  finmd  tbali  whatever  it  loet  me^ 

It  oonld  not  deprive  me  of  thee. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past  which  hath  per 
ished 

Thus  modi  I  at  leaat  mar  ■'ecall, 
It  haUi  tao^  me  that  wh^  I  moat  oherialiet 

Deserved  to  be  deareat  of  alL 
In  the  deaert  a  Gxmtdn  is  eprin^g^ 

In  the  wild  waste  there  still  is  a  tree, 
And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  singiDg, 

Which  speaks  to  mr  spirit  of  thee. 


WE  HATE  BEEN  FBIENDS  TOGETHER 

Wb  have  been  friends  together. 

In  snnshine  and  in  shade ; 
Since  first  beneath  the  chestnnt-treee 

In  in&no7  we  plajed. 
Bat  cddneea  dwells  within  th;  heart- 

A  olond  ia  on  thj  brow ; 
We  have  been  friends  together— 

Shall  aVght  word  port  us  nowt 

We  have  been  gay  together ; 

We  have  laughed  at  litUo  Jests ; 
For  the  fonnt  of  hope  was  gushing, 

Warm  and  Joyous,  in  onr  breasts. 
But  laughter  now  hath  fiod  tbf  lip. 

And  sullen  glooms  thy  brow ; 
We  have  boon  gaj  together— 

Shall  a  Ugbt  word  part  na  now  I 

We  have  been  sod  together— 

We  have  wept,  with  bitter  tears, 
O'er  the  grass-grown  graves,  where  slnn 

The  hopee  of  eei\j  ^wn. 


pgEUB    OF    FB1£NDSUIP. 


riie  vfik-LS  n-liii.li  an-  -iknt  there 
WdulJ  bid  tbee  ckur  thj  brow; 

We  liave  beija  snil  topetber — - 
nb  1  wbat  ahull  piirt  tis  noVl 


(ilVE  ME  THE  OLD. 

E  lu  riiilsK,  OLD  woo 


Old  wine  ti>  drink! — 
Ay,  give  the  slippery  juice 
Tbot  ilriprii^th  fnmi  tLe  grape 

Within  tbe  tun  ; 
Plncked  I'rurn  beneath  the  oiifl 
Of  Bunny-siiltfil  Torieriffe, 
Anil  ripcneil  'jicalh  tho  blinl 
Of  Iiulia's  snn  I 


Poi 


wliisk.-y  hot, 


Tem[*rfU  wiili  wtll-boiled  water! 
Tbtrso  iii:iki'  tlie  long  ui|,'ht  shorter,— 

Forgetting  not 
Good  stout  old  English  porter. 


The  game  my  aire  Biwinal  beforcv 
Tho  eame  m;  gnuidEire  tbutulied  n't 
The  some  hia  aire  from  wUege  bom. 
The  well-earned  meed 

Of  Oxford's  domes : 

Old  Homer  blind, 
Old  Horace,  rabe  AnBcreon,  by 
Old  Taily,  Plaatoa,  Terence  lie ; 
Hurt  Arthur's  olden  rauiatrelsie, 
Qncdut  Burton,  qnainter  Spenaer,  Aftfl 
Anil  GorvBse  MarLham's  Tenerie— 

Nor  leave  behind 

Uolye  Book  by  which  we  lire  and  dlft 


id  friends  to  talk  I — 

bring  those  chosen  few. 

wise,  tho  conrtly,  and  the  trae,. 

So  rarely  foand; 

for  my  wine,  him  for  my  stud,' 

for  my  eaael,  distich,  trad 

mountain  walk  1 

Bring   Wiiltcr  gliod  : 
With  sonlful  Fred  ;  and  learned  Will, 
And  thcp,  my  alter  ego,  (dearer  ?tili 

For  every  mood). 


.nddlft 

1 


Old  wood  to  burn ! — 
Av,  briug  Ihe  hill-side  beech 
From  where  the  owlets  meet  and  screech, 

And  ravctiA  croak ; 
The  crackling  pine,  nud  cedar  sweet ; 
Bring  U<n  a  clump  of  fragrant  peat. 
Dug  'iie.tlli  tlie  fern  ; 

Tlie  knotted  oak, 

A  faggot  tjjo,  perhap, 
Whoso  bright  flame,  dancing,  winking. 
Shall  light  us  at  mir  drinking; 

While  the  oozing  say 
Shall  make  sweet  music  to  our  thinking. 


Old  books  to  read ! — 
Ay,  bring  those  nodes  of  wit, 
Tliebriizen-rlas]io.I,  tiie  velbira  w 
Tiiuc  honored  tome!*  I 


SPARKLING  AND  BPJGHT. 

tEi.iNQ  and  bright  in  liquid  light, 
Does  the  wine  our  goblets  gleam  In ; 
With  hue  as  red  as  tho  rosy  bed 
Vliicli  a  bee  would  choose  to  dream  in. 
Then  fill  lo-night,  uilh  htarit  a*  li-jlit. 

To  lora  a»  gay  and  fleeting 
At  liuhbUa  that  awim  on  the  beater's  hri< 
And  hrcak  on  the  lipt  while  mteting. 

Oh  I  if  Mirth  might  arrest  tho  fiight 
Of  Time  throQgh  Life's  dominions. 
We  liere  a  while  would  now  beguile 
Tho  graybeard  of  his  pinions, 

T<i  drink  (o-night,  with  heart*  at  light. 

To  lores  at  gay  and  fleeting 
A*  hvhllet  that  neim  on  the  beoLer'i  M 
And  break  on  the  lipt  vhiU  metting. 


CONVIVIAL   SONGS. 
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Oat  sioce  Delight  can't  tempt  the  wight, 
.Vor  fond  Regret  delay  him, 
N'or  Love  himself  can  hold  the  eL^ 
.Vor  sober  Friendship  stay  him, 
We^U  drink  Uhnight,  toith  hearts  om  light^ 

To  loves  as  gay  and  fleeting 
Am  bubbles  that  swim  on  the  beaher*s  brim^ 
And  break  on  the  lips  while  meeting, 

Chaklbs  Fxmro  HomfAir. 


WREATHE  THE  BOWL. 

Wbeathe  the  bowl 
With  flowers  of  soul, 

The  brightest  wit  can  find  us ; 
We'll  take  a  flight 
Towards  heav'n  to-night, 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us ! 
Should  Love  amid 
The  wreaths  be  hid 

That  Joy,  the  enchanter,  brings  us, 
No  danger  fear 
While  wine  is  near — 

We  '1.  drown  him  if  he  stings  us. 
Then  wreathe  the  bowl 
With  flowers  of  soul, 

The  brightest  wit  can  find  us ; 
We  '11  take  a  flight 
Towards  heav'n  to-night, 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us  I 

'T  was  nectar  fed 

Of  old,  'tis  said, 
Their  Junes,  Joves,  Apollos ; 

And  man  may  brew 

His  nectar  too ; 
The  rich  receipt's  as  follows  — 

Take  wine  like  this; 

Let  looks  of  bliss 
Around  it  well  be  blended; 

Then  bring  wit's  beam 

To  warm  the  stream, 
And  there's  your  nectar,  splendid ! 

8o  wreathe  the  bowl 

With  flowers  of  soul, 
The  briglitest  wit  can  find  us; 

We'll  take  a  flight 

Towards  heav'n  to-night. 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us  I 


Say,  why  did  time 

His  glass  sublime 
Fill  up  with  sands  unsightly. 

When  wine  he  knew 

Runs  brisker  through. 
And  sparkles  far  more  brightly  ? 

Oh,  lend  it  us, 

And,  smiling  thus. 
The  glass  in  two  we  'd  sever. 

Make  pleasure  glide 

In  double  tide. 
And  fill  both  ends  for  ever ! 

Then  wreathe  the  bowl 

With  flowers  of  soul. 
The  brightest  wit  can  find  us; 

We'll  take  a  flight 

Towards  heav'n  to-night, 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us ! 

Thomai  Moobb. 


— -•- 


CHAMPAGNE  ROSE. 

Ln.T  on  liquid  roses  floating — 

So  floats  yon  foam  o'er  pink  champagne- 
Fain  would  I  join  such  j^leasant  boating, 

And  prove  that  ruby  main, 
And  float  away  on  wine! 

Those  seas  are  dangerous,  gray  beards  swear— 
Whose  sea-beach  is  the  goblet's  brim ; 

And  true  it  is  they  drown  old  care — 
But  what  care  wo  for  him. 
So  we  but  float  on  wine  I 

And  true  it  is  they  cross  in  pain. 
Who  sober  cross  the  Stygian  ferry ; 

But  only  make  our  Styx  champagne. 
And  we  shall  cross  riglit  merry. 
Floating  away  in  wine! 

;  Old  Charon's  self  shall  make  him  mellow, 
Then  gayly  row  his  boat  from  sliore ; 
While  we,  and  every  jovial  fellow, 
Hear,  unconcerned,  the  oar. 
That  dips  itself  in  wine  I 

John  Kxxyoh 


POEMS    OF   FBIENDSHIF. 


FILL  THE  BUMPER  FAIR. 

Fill  the  tiuui|H}r  fiiirl 

Evtry  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  tliH  Lrow  of  care 

Smooths  awny  a  wrinkle. 
Wit's  electric  flame 

SoVr  so  siviftl;  pnssts 
As  when  througii  the  frame 

It  shofpta  from  brimming  glas — 
Fill  the  bumper  fair  I 

Every  drop  we  sjirinklo  T 

O'er  tlia  brow  of  care 

Smooths  (iway  a  wrinkle. 

Snpes  can,  they  wiy, 

Cinisp  the  iigiitninK's  piniong, 
And  hring  down  its  rny 

From  tlie  starred  doiiiiiilont"; — 
8(1  wt',  aiiges,  sit, 

And,  'mid  bumpers  hright'ninjf, 
From  the  heaven  of  wit 

Draw  down  idl  its  lightning. 

Wouldat  liiou  know  what  first 

Mudo  out  Bonis  inherit 
Thi?  ennoiiling  thirst 

For  wine's  celestial  spirit? 
It  chanced  upon  that  day, 

■When,  as  liards  inform  us, 
Prumctheus  stole  nwny 

Tlie  living  fires  that  warm  u? ; 

Tlie  careless  Yontlj,  when  up 

T<i  ("ilorv's  fount  a'^piriiig, 
Took  nnr  urn  n<.r  cup 

Til  hide  the  ]iilli'red  fire  in. — 
Hut  oil  his  joy,  wlicri,  round 

The  halls  of  heaven  spying 
Among  the  stars,  ho  found 

A  howl  of  JSacchus  lying! 

Some  drop=  were  iu  that  Imiw), 

With  which  the  sjmrks  of  soul 
Mixed  their  huniing  treasure. 

Hence  the  (johlet's  shower 
lliithsueli  siicUsto  winus; 

Hence  its  mighty  ])o«cr 


Fill  tbe  bumper  foirl 
Every  drop  w«  sprinkle 

O'er  the  brow  of  Care 
Smootlia  away  a  ivrinlilo. 


AND  DOTH  NOT  A  MEETING  LIKE 
THIS. 

~  )th   not  a  meeting  like    tiiU  maki 

'bt  long  yeare  IVe  been  wniid'rin* 
way— 

thus  around  me  my  yonlb'*  e»flj 
•iends, 

ng  and  kind  as  in  that  bappy  day! 
hoply  o'er  some  of  your  browi.  v 
'er  mine, 

iT-fall  of  Time  may  he  stealing— irhAt 
lienf 

IS  ID  the  saiuet,  thus  lighted  by  win*, 
We'll  wear  tlio  jj ay  tinge   of  Yoi;th's  ro-^ 
again. 

What  softened  remembrances  oome  oVr  iLc 

III  gazing  on  those  woVe  been  lost  to  no  \-ttii:' 
Tlio  sorrows,  the  joys,  of  which  once  Ihi'i 

were  part, 
titill  roiuid  tbcin,  like  riaions  of  yestenUy, 

throng; 
As  letters  some  hand  hath  invisibly  traced. 
When  held  to  the  flame  will  steal  out  on  tb< 

sight, 
.So  many  a  feeling,  that  long  seemed  effaced. 
The  warmth  of  a  nioment  like  tliis  brings  tii 

light. 

And  thus,  as  iu  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide. 
To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew. 
Though  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  tlio 

tide, 
Tiic   wreck    of   full   many   a   hope   shiniiio 

through; 
Yet  still,  as  in  fancy  we  point  to  the  flowerr 
That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  sliore. 
Deceived   for  a  moment,   we'll   think  them 

still  ours, 
And  breathe  the  fre»'h  air  of  Life's 
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existoDoe,  a  glimpse,  at  the  most, 
>  have  of  Uie  few  we  hold  dear ; 
1  Jnj  ia  unheeded  and  loet 
■oaie  heart  that  could  echo  it, 

J  we  hope,  when  this  short  life 

some  world  of  more  permanent 

or  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  Iiast'ning 

oj  of  each  other  io  thia. 

i6  more  rare  ench  delights  to  the 

!  shoold  welcome,  and  blesa  them 

9,  when  we  meet — they  are  lost 

lat  bring  Snmmer,  and  Bj  when 

g  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ore  we 

!iT  pledge  ds,  througl;  pleasare, 

a  feeling  bat  touches  one  tink. 
ibal.  send  it  direct  through  the 

Thohu  Mooik 


-•DS  THE  GLASS  ABOUND  f 

Et&nds  the  glass  aroand? 

Be  1  ju  take  no  core,  my  boys ; 

stands  the  glass  around  f 

irth  and  wine  oixiuiid. 
rum  pets  soand ; 
irs  ihey  are  flying,  boys, 
rbt,  kill,  or  wound, 
re  still  be  found 

with  oar  hard  fore,  my  boys 
e  cold  groand. 

soldiers,  why 

■re  be  mdancholy,  hoys? 

soldiers,  why, 

e  bi«iie«  'til  to  die ? 

.  R^iingt  fiel 


Don't  fear,  drink  on,  be  Jolly,  boysl 

'Tiahe,  you,orll 

Cold,  hot,  wet  or  dry, 
We're  always  bound  to  follow,  bojB, 

And  soom  to  fly. 

'Tisbntin  vain— 
I  mean  not  to  apbrud  yon,  boys — 

'Tib  bnt  in  t^d 

For  soldiers  to  complain : 

Shonld  next  campaign 
Send  UB  to  Him  who  made  us,  boys, 

We're  free  from  painl 

But  if  wo  remun, 
A  bottle  and  a  kind  landlady 

Onreallagt^. 


COME,  SEND  ROUSD  THE  WINE. 

CoMX,  send  ronnd  the  wine,  and  leave  pomt>- 

of  belief 
To  simpleton  sages  and  reasoning  fools; 
Tliis  moment 's  a  flower  too  fair  and  brief 
To  be  withered  and  stained  by  the  dust  of  the 

schools. 
YoQr  glass  may  be  purple,  and  mine  may  be 

Bnt  while  they  are  filled  from  the  same  bright 

The  fool  who  woold  quarrel  for  diflerence  of 

Deserrea  not  the  comfort  they  shod  o'er  the 


Shall  I  ask  the  brave  soldier  who  fights  by 

my  side. 
In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  onr  creeds  may 

agree? 
Shall  I  give  up  tbo  friend  I  have  valued  and 

Ifhekncct  not  before  the  same  altar  with  mot 
From  the  heretic  girl  of  my  sonl  should  1  fly 
To  seek  somewhere   else  a  more   orthodoi 

kiss! 
No  I  perisli  the  hearts  and  the  laws  that  try 
Truth,  valor,  or  love,  by  a  standard  like  this' 
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FP.IF.N'D  OF  MY  SOTH^ 

Fbie\d  iif  jut  Biiiil!  tbU  fioblot  sip^ 
T  will  clia<!«  tho  pensive  toar; 

I)ut,i)li!  't  ia  more  siiioere. 
Liki.*  Ler  deltisise  beam, 

"]'  ivill  >ti'iil  away  tbe  mind, 
liMt  iiiiliki^  iiRti-lion'a  draara, 

li  lirjivt's  no  stiag;  behinil. 

Come,  twiue  the  ivreatli,  thy  brows  I 

Tbeao  Howitj  were  culled  at  noo 
Like  womniL-s  U.vb  tbe  rose  will  finit^ 

Bui  1.1, !   juitliuirsufoun: 
For  ih<m-^U  Ibe  rluw.T's  liL-myeii, 

Its  IhlbTutu-i- is  [,Mt  .At  ; 
Diit  uiLCQ  wbeii  Une's  betrayed, 

T)ie  beurt  can  bloum  no  mure. 


TO  THOMAS  MOOHE. 

Mr  botit  ii  oil  the  abore, 

Ami  my  bitik  i*oiitho>M; 
Dut,  before  1  go,  Tom  Mouru, 

Here 's  u  double  bL-iUlh  to  tbec ! 

Here's  a  si^-b  for  Ibose  thnt  love  me, 
And  a  griille  lor  those  who  bate; 

And,  wImtovtT  sky  's  al>ove  me, 
Here 's  a  heart  lor  every  lute. 

Though  tlie  ocean  roar  around  me, 
Yet  it  still  shall  bear  me  on ; 

Tlioiigli  n  Jcscrt  sliould  surround  me, 
It  batli  K|ii'iit)^  that  may  be  won. 

Were't  the  hi'tdro|)  hi  the  well. 

As  I  gii"]icd  njion  tbe  brink. 
Ere  my  faintin- sjiirit  fell 

Tistothcc  (batl  woalddrink. 

With  that  wnler,  as  this  wine, 

The  lib;i(i.>u  I  would  pour 
Should  be— Pi'fice  n-ith  tliine  and  mine, 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore  ! 

LOID    BlBOH. 


FAREWELL  I    BUT    WHESEVER    YOt 
WELCOME  TEE  HOC  P.. 

FabewellI  but  whenever  y^  i  wolnoinv  iKi 

That  awakens  the  niglitMingi>fiiurUi  in  ,«. 

Then  think  of  the  friend  who  once  irdMiDR 

it  too, 
*"■'  ''irgot  his  own  ^criefs  to  be  impl'?  wi'l 

efs  may  return — not  a  liope  inKy  reimiti 
few  tliat  have  brightened  hi*  [lalbwHj 
of  pwu — 
ne'er  will  forget  tbe  sbon  iriMon  tUt 

hantment  around  bim  while  liogenut 
with  you  I 

,ill  on  that  evoning,  wlien  plea^mn 

highest  top-9part!e   each   heart  nm 

each  cup, 
Where'er  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  briglit, 
My  soul,  liajipy  friends!  shall   be   wiili  yot 

that  niglit — 
Shall  join  in  yonr  revels,  your  sports,  uid 

your  wiles, 
And  I'etnrn  to  me  beaming  all  oVt  wiili  vow 

Too  blest  if   it  tells  me  that,   mid  tbe  py 

Some  kind  voice  had  murmnred,  "I  wislibt 

Let  Fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy- 
Bright  dreams  of  the  post,  which  she  cbmu' 

destroy  1 
Which  come  in  the  uight-time  of  sorrow  and 

And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  v 

Long,  long  be  my  lioart  with  such  memories 

filled  I 
Like  tlLe  vase  in  which  roses  bale  once  b«ii 

distilled ; 
You  may  break,  you  may  ruin  the  vase  if  joi! 

w'i]!, 
But  the  scout  of  the  roses  will  hang  ronnd  it 

>till. 


THE   BALLAD    OF   BOUILLABAISSE. 
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lALLAD  OF  BOUILLABAISSE. 

there  is  in  Paris  famous, 
lich  no  rhyme  our  language  yields, 
re  <les  petits  Champs  its  name  is — 
iw  Street  of  the  Little  Fields ; 
e  's  an  inn,  not  rich  and  splendid, 
U  in  comfortahle  cose — 
h  in  youth  I  oft  attended, 
a  howl  of  Bonillahaisse. 

illahaisse  a  nohle  dish  \»-^ 
of  soup,  or  hroth,  or  brew, 
potch  of  all  sorts  of  fishes, 
reenwich  never  could  outdo ; 
rbs,  red  peppers,  muscles,  saficm, 
mions,  garlic,  roach,  and  dace ; 
you  eat  at  Terr6's  tavern, 
one  dish  of  Bouillabaisse. 

rich  and  savory  stew  't  is ; 
ue  philosophers,  methinks, 
)  all  sorts  of  natural  beauties, 
love  good  victuals  and  good  drinks, 
lelier  or  Benedictine 
rladly,  sure,  his  lot  embrace, 
a  tast-day  too  afflicting, 
jierved  him  up  a  Bouillabaisse. 

if  the  house  still  there  is  ? 
;ro  the  lamp  is  as  before ; 
n^'.  red-cheeked  i'cailldre  is 
en  in;;  ovsters  at  the  door. 
till  alive  and  able? 
ect  his  droll  grimace  ; 
le  and  sraile  before  your  table, 
•ped  you  liked  your  Bouillabaisse. 

;  nothing 's  changed  or  older, 
s  Monsieur  Terr6,  waiter,  pray  ? " 
T  stares  and  shrngs  his  shoulder ; — 
eur  is  dead  this  many  a  day." 
lot  of  saint  and  sinner 
?st  Terr6  's  run  his  race : " 
ill  Monsieur  require  for  dinner?" 
lo  vou  still  cook  Bouillabaisse?" 

Monsieur,"  's  the  waiter's  answer ; 
rin  Monsieur  desire-t-il  ? " 
a  good  one."     "  That  I  can,  sir ; 
ambertin  with  yellow  seal." 


"  So  Terra's  gone,"  I  say,  and  sink  in 
My  old  accustomed  corner-place ; 

^^  He 's  done  with  feasting  aud  with  drinking. 
With  Burgundy  and  Bouillabaisse." 

My  old  accustomed  corner  here  is — 

The  table  still  is  in  the  nook ; 
Ah  I  vanished  many  a  busy  year  is, 

This  well-known  chair  since  last  I  took. 
When  first  I  saw  ye,  Cari  luoghi, 

I  'd  scarce  a  beard  upon  my  face, 
And  now  a  grizzled,  grim  old  fogy, 

I  sit  and  wait  for  Boaillabaisse. 

Where  are  you,  old  companions  trusty 

Of  early  days,  here  met  to  dine  ? 
Gome,  waiter  I  quick,  a  flagon  crusty — 

I  '11  pledge  them  in  the  good  old  wine. 
The  kind  old  voices  and  old  faces 

My  memory  can  quick  retrace ; 
Around  the  board  they  take  their  places. 

And  share  the  wine  and  Bouillabaisse. 

There 's  Jack  has  made  a  wondrous  marria^rc ; 

There 's  laughing  Tom  is  laughing  yet : 
There 's  brave  Augustus  drives  his  carriage ; 

There 's  poor  old  Fred  in  the  Gazette  ; 
On  James's  head  the  grass  is  growing : 

Good  Lord !  the  world  has  wagged  apace 
^  Since  here  we  set  the  Claret  flowing, 

And  drank,  and  ate  the  Bouillabaisse. 

All  me  I  how  quick  the  days  are  flitting  I 

I  mind  mo  of  a  time  that 's  gone. 
When  here  I  'd  sit,  as  now  I  'm  sitting, 

In  this  same  place — but  not  alone 
A  fair  young  form  was  nestled  near  me, 

A  dear,  dear  face  looked  fondly  up, 
And  sweetly  spoke  and  smiled  to  cheer  me. 

— There 's  no  one  now  to  share  my  cup. 

4e  >t(  41  <|i 

I  drink  it  as  the  Fates  ordain  it. 

Come,  fill  it,  and  have  done  with  rhyme?  • 
Fill  up  the  lonely  glass,  and  drain  it 

In  memory  of  dear  old  times. 
Welcome  the  wine,  whate'er  the  seal  is ; 

And  sit  you  down  and  say  your  grace 
With  thankful  heart,  whate'er  the  meal  is. 

— Here  comes  the  smoking  Bouillabaisse  ! 
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OH  FILL  THE  WINE-CUP  HIGH  I 

On  fill  the  wine-cup  high  I 

The  sparkling  liquor  pour; 
For  we  will  care  and  grief  defy, 

Thej  ne'er  shall  plague  us  more. 
And  ere  the  snowy  foam 

From  off  the  wine  departs, 
The  precious  draught  shall  find  a  homeu 

A  dwelling  in  our  hearts. 

Though  bright  may  be  the  beams 

That  woman's  eyes  display : 
They  are  not  like  the  ruby  gleams 

That  in  our  goblets  play. 
For  though  surpassing  bright 

Their  brilliancy  may  be, 
Age  dims  the  lustre  of  their  light 

But  adds  more  worth  to  thee. 

Give  me  another  draught, 

The  sparkling,  and  the  strong ; 
He  who  would  learn  the  poet  craft — 

He  who  would  shine  in  song — 
Should  pledge  the  flowing  bowl 

With  warm  and  generous  wine ; 
Twas  wine  that  warmed  Anacreon's  soul, 

And  made  his  songs  divine. 

And  e'en  in  tragedy. 

Who  lives  that  never  knew 
The  honey  of  the  Attic  Bee 

Was  gathered  from  thy  dew  ? 
He  of  the  tragic  muse, 

Whose  praises  bards  rehearse ; 
What  power  but  thine  could  e'er  diffuse 

Such  sweetness  o'er  his  verse? 

Oil  would  tlint  I  could  raiae 

The  magic  of  that  tongue ; 
The  spirit  of  those  deathless  lays, 

The  Swan  of  Teios  sung ! 
Each  song  the  bard  has  given 

Its  beauty  and  its  worth, 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a  voice  from  heaven 

Was  echoed  upon  the  earth. 

How  mighty — how  divine. 

Thy  spirit  seemeth  when 
The  rich  draught  of  the  purple  vine 

Dwelt  in  these  godlike  men. 


It  made  each  glowing  ptge. 
Its  eloquenoe,  and  truth, 

In  the  glory  of  their  golden  age, 
Outshine  the  fire  of  youth. 

Joy  to  the  lone  heart— Joy 

To  the  desolate — oppre»ed; 
For  wine  can  every  grief  destroy; 

That  gathers  in  the  breast. 
The  sorrows  and  the  care, 

That  in  our  hearts  abide. 
Twill  chase  them  from  their  d 
there, 

To  drown  them  in  its  tide. 

And  now  the  heart  grows  warm 

With  feelings  undefined, 
Throwing  their  deep  diffusive  cl 

O'er  all  the  realms  of  mind. 
The  loveliness  of  truth 

Flings  out  its  brightest  rays. 
Clothed  in  the  eongs  of  early  yoi 

Or  joys  of  other  days. 

We  think  of  her,  the  young, 

The  beautiful,  the  bright, 
We  hear  the  music  of  her  tongue 

Breathing  its  deep  delight. 
We  SCO  again  each  glance, 

Each  bright  and  dftzTljng  bean 
We  feel  our  throbbing  hearts  stU] 

We  live  but  in  a  dream. 

From  darkness,  and  from  woe, 

A  power  like  lightning  darts; 
A  glory  cometh  down  to  throw 

Its  shadows  o'er  our  hearts; 
And  dimmed  by  falling  tears, 

A  spirit  seems  to  rise. 
That  shows  the  friend  of  other  y< 

Is  mirrored  in  our  eyes. 

But  sorrow,  grie^  and  care, 

Had  dimmed  his  setting  star; 
And  we  think  with  tears  of  tho 
were, 

To  smile  on  those  that  are. 
Yet  though  the  grassy  mound 

Sits  lightly  on  his  head, 
We'U  pledge,  in  solemn  idlMiee  n 

The  memorr  of  the  deadl 
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The  sparkling  Jmoe  now  poor, 

With  fond  taid  liberal  hand ; 
Oh  raise  the  laughing  rim  once  more, 

Here  'a  to  onr  Fatherland  1 
Up,  every  Bonl  that  hears, 

Horrah  1  with  three  times  three ; 
And  shout  aloud,  with  deafening  cheers, 

The  "Island  of  the  Freel " 

Then  fin  the  wine^up  high. 

The  sparkling  liqnor  pour; 
For  we  will  care  and  grief  def j. 

They  ne'er  shall  plagne  ns  more. 
And  ere  the  snowy  foam 

From  off  the  wine  departs. 
The  precious  draught  shall  find  a  horn 

A  dwelling  in  our  hearts. 

SosiBT  Yoixmton  Williaio. 


SAINT  PERAY. 

ADDBE86BD  TO   H.   T.   P. 

When  to  any  saint  I  pray, 
It  shall  be  to  Saint  Peray. 
He  alone,  of  all  the  brood, 
Ever  did  me  any  good : 
Many  I  have  tried  that  are 
Humbugs  in  the  calendar. 

On  the  Atlantic,  faint  and  sick, 
Once  I  prayed  Saint  Dominick : 
lie  was  holy,  sure,  and  wise ; — 
Was  ^t  not  he  that  did  devise 
Auto  da  Fes  and  rosaries? — 
But  for  one  in  my  condition 
Tliis  good  saint  was  no  physician. 

Next,  in  pleasant  Normandie, 
I  made  a  prayer  to  Saint  Denis, 
In  the  great  cathedral,  where 

All  the  ancient  kings  repose ; 
But,  how  I  was  swindled  there 

At  the  "  Golden  Fleece," — he  knows  I 

In  my  wanderings,  vague  and  various, 
Reaching  Naples — as  I  lay 
Watching  Vesuvius  from  the  bay, 

1  besought  Saint  Januarius; 


But  I  was  a  fool  to  try  him ; 
Naught  I  said  could  liquefy  Lim ; 
And  I  swear  he  did  me  wrong. 
Keeping  me  shut  up  so  long 
In  that  pest-house,  with  obscene 
Jews  and  Greeks  and  things  unclean— 
What  need  had  I  of  quarantine  ? 

In  Sicily  at  least  a  score- 
In  Spain  about  as  many  more— 
And  in  Home  almost  as  many 
As  the  loves  of  Don  Giovanni, 
Did  I  pray  to— sans  reply ; 
Devil  take  the  tribe ! — said  I. 

Worn  with  travel,  tired  and  lame. 

To  Assisi's  walls  I  came ; 

Sad  and  full  of  homesick  fancies, 

I  addressed  me  to  Saint  Francis ; 

But  the  beggar  never  did 

Any  thing  as  he  was  bid. 

Never  gave  me  aught — ^but  fleas — 

Plenty  had  I  at  Assise. 

But  in  Provence,  near  Vaucluse, 

Hard  by  the  Rhone,  I  found  a  Saint 
Gifted  with  a  wondrous  juice, 

Potent  for  the  worst  complaint. 
Twas  at  Avignon  that  first — 
In  the  witching  time  of  thirst — 
To  my  brain  the  knowledge  came 
Of  this  blessed  Catliolic's  name ; 
Forty  miles  of  dust  that  day 
Made  me  welcome  Saint  Peray. 

Though  till  then  I  had  not  heard 
Aught  about  him,  ero  a  third 
Of  a  litre  passed  my  lips, 
All  saints  else  were  in  eclipse. 
For  his  gentle  spirit  glided 

With  such  magic  into  mine, 
That  methought  such  bliss  as  I  did 

Poet  never  drew  from  wine. 

Rest  he  gave  me,  and  refection — 
Chastened  hopes,  calm  retrospection- 
Softened  images  of  sorrow, 
Bright  forebodings  for  the  morrow — 
Charity  for  what  is  past — 
Faith  in  something  good  at  last. 

Now,  why  should  any  almanack 
The  name  of  this  good  CTea.U\T^\w^ 


« 


POEMS    OF    FBIEKDSHir. 


Or  wlierefiire  should  tho  bremry 
Omit  a  saint  so  sage  and  ruorrj  1 
The  I'lipe  himself  sliould  grant  a  day 
EspeciHlljf  to  Sajnt  Perny. 
But,  since  no  dny  hatli  been  nppointed. 
On  [lurpoao,  by  the  Lord's  anointed, 
Let  ns  not  wait — we  '11  do  him  right; 
Send  round  your  bottles,  Ilnl — and  set 
your  night. 


ADLD  LANG  SYNE. 


Shodli)  uuld  ocqiiaintuTico  bo  I'orgo 

And  never  brought  to  luin'  I 
Should  auld  acquaintojice  lie  forgot 

And  diiya  o'  lung  syne?  | 

For  Quld  laug  syne,  ray  dear, 

For  fluid  loug  syne, 
"Wo  '11  tak  n  tQ]i  o'  kindnesa  yet 

For  aold  Ian;;  syne  1 


We  twa  hiio  run  ubout  tho  brnes, 
And  pu'd  the  goifaus  fine ; 

Bot  we  'to  wandered  niony  a  wear 
Sin  anld  lang  syne. 


TTe  twa  hao  pnidrt  i'  the  born 
Frae  mornin'  sua  till  ditie ; 

Bat  seas  between  ua  braid  hae  roared 
Sin  anld  lang  ayne. 


And  here's  a  band,  my  trusty  Acre, 

And  pie  'a  a  hand  o'  thine ; 
And  we  '11  tak  a  right  gnid  W)l!ie-wni;ght 

For  anld  lang  syne  ! 


And  surely  yo  'II  Iks  yoiir  ]iinI,-stoiv|i, 

And  survly  I  'II  bo  mine ; 
And  we  'II  lak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 

For  anld  lung  nyno. 
For  auld  lang  sync,  my  dear. 

For  anld  lang  sync. 
Well  Ijik  a  Clip  o'  kindness  yet. 

For  auld  long  syne! 


NIGHT  AT  SEA. 

TiiB  lovely  purple  of  the  notinS  bestowing 
Haa  vanislic<l  from  the  waters,  where  IL 

A  royal  color,  such  as  gems  are  tLrowiog 
Tyrianor  regal  garniture  nmong, 

T  is  night,  and  overhead  the  sky  is  gleaming, 
Through  the  slight  rapor  tretables  each  din 

.way — my  heart  is  sadly  dreaming 
ancs  they  do  not  light,  of  sceriM  afar. 

friends,  my  oligent  Mendsl 
^0  you  think  of  me,  ns  I  think  of  yont 

I  dork  wave  aronsd  the  vesael  sweep- 

wr  tun  I  from  old  dear  friends  re- 

lond  Ti^  that  I  now  am  keeping, 
not  know  liow  nmch  ]ron  wne  be- 
llow nmny  acts  of  kindne*"  little  heeded, 
JCind  looks,  kind  words,  rise  half  rcproad) 
falnowl 
Hurried    and    nniiona,   my   veicd    life    has 
speeded, 
And  memory  wears  a  soft  accnsing  brow. 
My  frienda,  my  obaent  friends  1 

Do  yon  think  of  me,  as  I  think  of  yon? 

The  very  stars  are  strangers,  aa  I  catch  tLem 
Athwart    the    shadowy   amis    that    swell 

I  cannot  hope  that  other  cyea  will  watch  them 

At  the  same  moment  with  a  mutual  love. 

Tliey  shine  not  there,  aa  hero  they  now  are 

Ehining ; 

T!ie  very  boors  are  changed. — Ah,  do  ye 

sleep  f 

O'er  each  home  pillow  midnight  is  dcolininp— 

Slay  some  kind  dream  at  least  my  image 

ITy  friends,  my  absent  friendsl 
Do  you  tliink  of  me,  ns  I  think  of  yon! 

Yesterday  has  a  charm,  To-day  could  never 

Fling  o'er  the  mind,  which  knows  not  till 
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How  it  turns  back  with  tenderest  endeavor 
To  fix  the  past  within  the  heart  of  hearts. 
Absence  is  full  of  memoiy ;  it  teaches 
The  valne  of  all  old  ftmiliar  things; 
The    strangthener    of   affection^    while   it 
reaches 
O'er  the  dark   parting,  with  an  angel's 
wings. 
My  friends,  my  absent  friends  I 
Bo  jou  think  of  me,  as  I  think  of  yon  ? 

[  The  world,  with  one  vast  element  omitted — 
Man's  own  especial  element,  the  earth ; 
Tst,  o'er  the  waters  ib  his  rale  transmitted 
By  that  great  knowledge  whence  has  power 
its  birth. 
How  oft  on  some  strange  loTeliness  while 
gazing 
Have  I  wished  for  yon — beantiftil  as  new. 
The  poiple  waves  like  some  wild  army  rais- 
ing 
Their  nowy  banners  as  the  ship    cuts 
fhroni^ 
My  firiends,  my  absent  friends  I 
Do  you  tliink  of  me,  as  I  think  of  you ! 

Bturing  upon  its  wings  the  hues  of  morn- 
Up  springs  the  flying  fish  like  lifers  false 

joy, 

Which  of  the  sunshine  asks  that  frail  adorn- 
ing 
Whose  very  light  is  fated  to  destroy. 
Ah,  80  doth  genius  on  its  rainbow  pinion 
Spring   from   the  depths  of  an  unkindly 
world ; 
So  spring  sweet    fancies  from    the  heart's 
dominion — 
Too  soon  in  death  the  scorched-up  wing  is 
furled. 
My  friends,  my  absent  friends  I 
Whatever  I  see  is  linked  with  thoughts 
of  you. 

Xo  life  is  in  the  air,  but  in  the  waters 
Are  creatures,    huge,    and    terrible,  and 
strong ; 
rhe  sword-fish  and  the  shark  pursue  their 
slaoghters, 
War  universal  rdgns  these  depths  along. 
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like  some  new  island  on  the  ocean  spring- 
ing, 
Floats  on  the  surfSace  some  gigantic  whale, 
From  its  vast  head  a  silver  fountain  flinging. 
Bright  as  the  fountain  in  a  fairy  tale. 
My  friends,  my  absent  friends  I 
I  read  such  fury  legends  while  with 
you. 

Light  is  amid  the  gloomy  canvas  spreading, 

The  moon  is  whitening  the  dusky  sails, 
From  the  thick  bank  of  clouds  she  masters, 
shedding 
The  softest  influence  that  o^er  night  pre* 
vdls. 
Pale  is  she   like  a  young  queen  pale  with 
splendor. 
Haunted  with  passionate  thoughts  too  fond, 
too  deep; 
The  very  glory  that  she  wears  is  tender. 
The  eyes  that  watch  her  beauty  fain  would 
weep. 
My  friends,  my  absent  friends  I 
Do  you  think  of  me,  as  I  tliink  of  you  I 


Sunshine  is  ever  cheerful,  when  the  morning 
Wakens   the  world  with   cloud-dispelling 
eyes; 
The  spirits  mount  to  glad  endeavor,  scorning 

What  toil  upon  a  path  so  sunny  lies. 
Sunshine  and  hope  are  comrades,  and  their 
weather 
Calls  into  life  an  energy  like  Spring's ; 
But  memory  and  moonlight  go  together, 
Keflected  in  the  light  that  either  brings. 
My  friends,  my  absent  friends ! 
Do  you  think  of  me,  then  ?    I  think 
of  you. 


The  busy  deck  is  hushed,  no  sounds  are  wak- 
ing 
But  the  watch  pacing  silently  and  slow ; 
The  waves  against  the  sides  incessant  break* 

Jng, 
And  rope  and  canvas  swaying  to  and  fro. 
The  topmast  sail,  it  seems  like  some  dim  pin 

nacle 
Cresting  a  shadowy  tower  amid  thft  a\T  \ 
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While  n;i1  ond  fltiul  gk'ami  oomo  from  the 
biunaolo. 
The  oulj  llt^lit  or;  board  to  guide  VS" 
where  f 
Mr  frjentlii,  mj  flb^tcnt  Mendi  1 

Far  from  my  DUtiva  land,  sod  &r  from 


On  ono  tide  of  tha  ship,  tba  loooDboam'i 

ahlnuner 

la  luminous  vibraliona  sv 

But  where  the  ahadov  Cd] 

glimmer 

BeeiDa,  glow-worm  like, 

to  be. 

All  thnt  tho  Bpiiit,  thicks  of 

Takes  visionary  Loea  fror 

Bnt  while  some  phantasy  it 

I  start — ruuembrimee  bai 

Mj  Irienda,  m;  ahsent  i 

From  the  fair  droam  ^  j 

ofyoB. 


A.  dask  line  in  the  moonlight — I  discover 

What  all  day  long  vainly  I  souglit  to  catch ; 
Or  is  it  bnt  the  varying  clouds  that  Lover 

Tliick  in  the  air,  to  mock  the  eyes  that 
watch  1 
No;  well  the  sailor  knowa  each  speck,  ap- 
pear! ug, 

Upon  the  tossing  waves,  the  fiir-off  strand ; 
To  that  dark  line  our  eager  ship  is  steering. 

Her    vojage    done — to-morrow   we    shall 


THE  JOCRXEY  ONWARDS. 

As  slow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 

Against  the  wind  was  cleaving, 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  looked  back 

To  that  dear  islo  't  was  leaving. 
So  loth  we  part  from  all  we  love, 

From  all  the  links  that  hind  ns; 
Bo  tiim  our  hearts,  as  on  we  roTfl^ 

To  those  we  Ve  left  behind  usi 


When,  round  the  bowl,  of  vanished  *■< 

We  talk  with  Joyons  aeeming — 
With  smiles  that  miglit  as  well  b«  t«u 

So  faint,  so  sad  their  beaming ; 
While  memory  brings  na  back  again 

Each  early  tie  that  twined  na, 
Oh  sweet  'a  the  cup  that  circles  then 

To  those  wc  've  loft  behind  ns! 

And  when,  in  other  climes,  we  iDe«t 

Some  isle  or  vale  enchanting, 
Where  all  looks  flowery,  wild,  and  sk 

And  naught  but  love  is  wanting ; 
We  think  how  groat  had  been  oar  hlis 

If  Heaven  had  but  a»dgned  oa 
To  live  and  die  in  acenea  like  this, 

With  soma  we  'vo  left  behind  ns  I 

As  travellers  oft  look  back  at  eve 

Wliea  eastward  darkly  going, 
To  gaze  open  that  light  they  leave 

Still  fkict  behind  them  glowing. — 
So,  when  the  close  of  pleasnre'i  day 

To  gloom  Lath  near  consigned  us. 
We  turn  to  catch  one  fading  ray 

Of  joy  that 's  loft  behind  us. 


THE  MAnOGANT  TREE. 

CmusTMAS  is  here ; 
Winds  whistle  shrill, 
Icy  and  chill. 
Little  care  we; 
Little  wo  fear 
Weather  without. 
Sheltered  about 
The  Mahogany  Tree. 

Once  on  the  boughs 
Birds  of  rare  plume 
Sang,  in  its  bloom ; 
Kight  birds  are  we; 
Here  we  carouse, 
Singing,  hke  them. 
Perched  round  the  al«iii 
Of  the  jolly  old  tree. 


Here  let  na  aport, 
Boys,  as  we  sit — 
Laughter  and  wit 
Hashing  so  free. 


0HBISIUA8, 


life  {■  but  ihort— 
When  we  are  gone, 
Lat  tbom  ling  CO, 
Roood  the  old  tree. 

EvouogB  ve  knew, 
H^py  u  tbl>; 
Fooea  we  mia^ 
neaaanttoiee. 
Kind  hearti  and  true, 
G«ntle  and  just, 
Poaoe  to  jaoT  dnst  I 
We  sng  ronnd  the  tree. 

Omn,  like  a  dna, 
Lnrkaattbegate: 
Lot  the  dog  wait; 
H^ip7  well  bel 
Drink,  everf  one ; 
POe  up  the  ooalB ; 
Fm  the  red  bowls, 
Round  the  old  tree) 

Dnin  we  the  <nip. — 
Friend,  art  afraid  t 
^irita  are  lud 
bi  theKedSea. 
Mantle  tt  op ; 
Empty  it  jet; 
Let  113  fbrget, 
Roimd  the  old  treel 

ScKTows  begone  1 
life  and  its  ilia, 
I>nn8  and  their  billa, 
Bid  we  to  flee. 
Come  with  the  dawn, 
BlD»-de^  sprite ; 
Leare  ns  to-night, 
BoDodtheoldtreel 

Wnuui  MAXanwa  Tbioe 


CHRISTMAS. 

BOW  ia  eome  oor  joyftal'st  feast ; 

Let  tnrj  nun  be  J<dl7 ; 

ch  room  wUb  ivy  leaves  is  drest. 

And  eroT  post  with  htdly. 

00^  Bome  chnrla  at  our  nurth  repine, 

«nd  yoor  fimbeada  gfrffflt  twine. 


Drawn  aorrow  in  a  oop  of  wine. 
And  let  QB  all  be  merry. 

Now  all  our  neighbors'  chimneys  smoke. 
And  Christmas  blocks  are  baming; 

Their  ovens  they  with  baked  meat  choke^ 
And  all  tbdr  spita  are  turning. 

Withont  the  door  let  sorrow  lie ; 

And  if  for  cold  it  hap  to  die, 

We  11  bury 't  in  a  Ohiistmaa  pie. 
And  evermore  be  merry. 

How  every  lad  is  wond'roos  trim, 

And  no  man  minda  hie  labor ; 
Oor  laaaes  have  provided  them 

A  bagpipe  and  a  tabor; 
Tonog  men  and  maids,  and  ^rls  and  boys, 
Give  life  to  one  another's  joya ; 
And  yon  anon  ehall  by  tb^  noiae 

Perceive  that  they  ore  merry. 

Rank  misers  now  do  sparing  ahnn — 

Their  hall  of  mnaio  aonndeth ; 
And  dogs  thence  with  whole  shooldcra  mo, 

So  all  things  there  aboondcth. 

!io  comitry  folks  themselves  advance, 
With  croffdy-muttoDS  out  of  France ; 
And  Jack  shall  pipe,  and  Gill  s)iall  dance, 

And  all  tlie  town  be  merry. 

Ked  Sqnosh  has  fetched  his  bands  from  pawa 

And  all  his  best  apparel ; 
Bri^k  Nell  h.ith  bought  a  mff  of  lawn 

With  dropping  of  the  barreL 
And  those  that  hardly  all  the  year 
Hod  bread  to  eat,  or  rags  to  wear, 
Will  have  both  clothes  and  dainty  fare, 

And  all  the  day  be  merry. 

Now  poor  men  to  the  justices 
With  capons  moke  their  errimls; 

And  if  they  hap  to  fail  of  these. 
They  plague  them  with  their  warrants : 
at  now  tbej  feed  them  with  good  cheer. 

And  what  they  want  tbey  take  in  beer; 

For  Christmas  cornea  but  once  a  year. 
And  then  liicy  shall  be  merry. 

I  Good  fanners  in  the  country  nurse 
The  poor,  that  else  were  undone; 
I  Some  landlords  spend  their  money  worse, 
I      On  lost  and  pride  at  London. 
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There  the  roysters  they  do  play, 
Drab  and  dice  their  hinds  away, 
Whioh  may  be  ours  another  day, 
And  therefore  let 's  be  merry. 

The  client  now  his  suit  forbears ; 

The  prisoner's  heart  is  eased ; 
The  debtor  drinks  away  his  cares, 

And  for  the  time  is  pleased. 
Though  others*  purses  be  more  fat, 
Why  should  we  pine  or  grieve  at  that  ? 
Hang  sorrow  I  Oare  will  kill  a  oat — 

And  therefore  let's  be  merry. 

Hark !  now  the  wags  abroad  do  call 

Each  other  forth  to  rambling; 
Anon  you'll  see  them  in  the  hall, 

For  nuts  and  apples  scrambling. 
Hark!  how  the  roofs  with  laughter  sound! 
Anon  tbeyll  think  the  house  goes  round. 
For  they  the  cellar's  depth  have  found. 

And  there  they  will  be  merry. 

The  wenches  with  their  wassail  bowls 

About  the  streets  are  singing; 
The  boys  are  come  to  catch  the  owls 

The  wild  mare  in  is  bringing. 
Our  kitchen  boy  hath  broke  his  box ; 
And  to  the  dealing  of  the  oz 
Our  honest  neighbors  come  by  flocks, 

And  here  they  k  iU  be  merry. 

Now  kings  and  queens  poor  sheepcotes  have. 

And  mate  with  everybody ; 
The  honest  now  may  play  the  knave, 

And  wise  men  play  the  noddy. 
Some  youths  will  now  a  mumming  go. 
Some  others  play  at  Bowland-bo, 
And  twenty  other  game  boys  mo. 

Because  they  will  be  merry 


Then  whereforu^  in  these  merry  daj^ 
Should  we,  I  praj^  be  dnDert 

No,  let  us  sing  some  ronndelaji^ 
To  make  our  mirth  the  ftdler; 

And,  while  we  thus  inspired  mig^ 

Let  all  the  streets  with  edhoee  ring ; 

Woods  and  hills,  and  every  thfaig^ 
Bear  witness  we  are  meny  I 


WHAT  MIGHT  BE  DONE 

'  What  might  be  done  if  men  were  w 
What  glorious  deeds,  my 


Would  they  nnite 
In  love  and  right, 
And  cease  their  scorn  of  one  anotl] 

Oppresfflon's  heart  might  be  imbued 
With  kindling  drops  of  loving-kind 
And  knowledge  poor, 
From  shore  to  shore. 
Light  on  the  eyes  of  mental  blindn 

An  slavery,  warfiu«^  lies,  and  wnmg! 

All  vice  and  crime,  might  die  togel 
And  wine  and  com, 
To  each  man  bom. 

Be  free  as  warmth  in  sunmier  weal 

The  meanest  wretoh  that  ever  trod. 
The  deepest  sunk  in  guilt  and  som 

Might  stand  erect 

In  self-respect^ 
And  share  the  teeming  world  to-m 

What  might  be  done?    Thia  might  b< 
And  more  than  this,  my  soffering  bx 
More  than  the  tongne 
E'er  said  or  song, 
If  men  were  wise  and  loved  each  c 


PART    IT. 
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Lont  l«i1l(clltb«ewb»titiatoloTeI 

It  ii  to  build  wilb  bumui  tboughta  b  sbrine, 

Wbere  Hop«  Bit«  brooding  like  ■  besuteouB  dare, 

Wbera  Time  leems  7auDg,  uid  Life  ■  thing  diTine. 

All  tutei,  all  pleuurea,  all  desires  combiDe 

Ta  eoDMcrala  Ibii  mdcIuv;  or  blisi. 

AboTS,  tbe  stara  in  cloudleas  beauty  sbine ; 

Around,  tbe  etreuu  tbsir  floverj  niirgiDS  kiu ; 

And  iTUtere'ibesTeo  od  eulh,  tbat  hearea  is  sorelj  thii. 

Tm,  this  is  Lore,  (he  steadTast  and  tbe  true, 

The  immortal  gloiy  whicb  hath  neyer  set ; 

The  best,  the  brigbt«t  boon  the  heart  e'er  knew  : 

Of  all  life's  streets  the  rery  sweetest  jet  I 

01  who  but  can  recall  tbe  ere  Ihty  met 

To  br«atbe,  in  some  green  walk,  tbeir  first  jouag  tow? 

Vbile  aDinmer  flowers  with  moonlight  dews  were  wet. 

And  winds  sighed  soft  around  the  mountain's  brow, 

Aod  all  wna  roptare  then  which  is  but  memoiy  now ! 
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SIR  OADIJNE. 


THX   riSST   PIBT, 


d,  f«rr  over  the  sea, 
dwelleth  a  bonnye  king« ; 
1  bim  ft  joDg  and  comlye  knighte, 
ill  bim  Syr  Canline. 

re  had  a  lad7e  to  bU  daughter, 
ijon  she  bath  no  peere; 
icelf  wightes  that  ladje  wooed 
theTT  wedded  fere. 

line  loTcth  bet  best  of  all, 
otbirg  durBt  be  Baje, 
re«Te  bis  couiu<a;rl  to  no  man, 
e«rlve  he  lovde  this  may. 

k  dare  it  SO  beffell 
;  dill  to  him  was  digfat ; 
Tdea's  love  removde  his  mind, 
je-bed  went  the  knigbte. 


>ae 


nfro, 


spred  bia  annes  h' 
bile  he  spred  them  ii;e ; 
!  but  I  ninne  that  ladje'a  love, 
in  dye." 


ban  oar  pariah-mBsse  was  done, 
Idiige  was  bowne  to  dyne: 
»,  "  Where  is  Syr  Canline, 
is  wont  to  terre  the  wyneT" 

nawerde  bim  a  conrteona  knigbte, 
fait  bis  hftndea  gan  wringe : 
anliiw  it  rickc^  and  like  to  dye, 
owt «  good  Imrhtngfc" 


"  Fetche  me  downe  my  daughter  deem, 

She  is  a  leeohe  folle  fine ; 
Goe  take  him  dooghe  and  the  baken  bread, 
And  serve  bim  with  the  wyne  soe  red: 

Lothe  I  were  him  to  tine." 

Fair  ChriBtabelle  to  hia  chanmber  goea, 

Her  maydens  followyng  nye: 
"  Oh  well,"  she  sayth,  "  how  doth  my  lord  f 
"  Oh  Bioke,  thoa  fajt  ladyo." 

"NowB  rjHe  ap  wightlye,  man,  for  shame; 

Never  lye  soe  cowardlee ; 
For  it  ia  told  in  my  father's  balle 

You  dye  for  love  of  mee." 

"Fayre  ladye,  it  is  for  your  love 

That  all  thiadiUIdrye; 
For  if  yon  wold  comfort  me  with  a  kisac^ 
Then  were  I  bronght  from  bale  to  blisse, 

No  lenger  woid  I  lye." 

"Syr  knigbte,  my  father  ia  a  kinge, 

I  am  his  onlye  heire ; 
Aloa  I  and  well  yon  knowo,  syr  knigbte, 

1  never  can  be  youre  fere." 

"  0  ladye,  thon  art  a  kinge's  daughter, 

And  I  am  not  thy  peere ; 
But  let  me  doe  some  deedes  of  armeti, 

To  be  yoor  bacbeleere." 

"Some  deedes  of  armes  if  thon  witt  doe. 

My  bacbeleere  to  bee 
(But  ever  and  aye  my  heart  wold  me, 

Giff  barm  sbonld  happe  to  tb«0 
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"  Upon  Eldridge  hill  there  groweth  a  thorBO, 

Upon  tho  morea  brodinge ; 
And  dare  ye,  syr  kniglite,  wake  there  all 
niglite, 

Dntdl  tho  fajTi!  moroingef 

*■  For  the   Eldridge  knighte,  so   mickle   of 
u^ightc, 

Will  eiiiniiuo  you  beforne; 
And  never  man  bare  life  awaje, 

Eut  he  did  him  8catli  and  acorne. 

"That  toighte  lie  is  a  fool  pajnim, 

And  large  of  .imb  and  bone ; 
And  but  if  heaven  maj  be  thy  spft 

Thy  life  it  is  but  gone." 

"Nowe  on  the  Eldridge  hilles  Uf 

For  thy  sake,  fair  ladie; 
And  lie  cither  briog  jciu  a  ready  i 

Or  lie  never  more  yon  see." 

The  lady  ia  gone  to  her  own  chanmtere, 

Her  raajdens  following  bright; 
Byr  Caulitio  lope  from  cure-bed  soone, 
And  to  the  Eldridge  hills  is  gone. 

For  to  wake  there  all  night. 

Pnto  midnight,  that  the  moone  did  rise, 

He  walked  up  and  downe ; 
Then  a  lightsome  bugle  hoard  he  biowe 

Over  tho  benls  soe  hrowne ; 
Quoth  hee,  "If  crjonco  conio  till  my  heart, 

I  am  farro  from  any  good  towno." 

And  aoone  ho  spyde  on  the  mores  so  broad 

A  furyous  wight  and  fell; 
A  ladye  bright  his  brydle  led. 

Clod  in  a  fayre  kyrtell : 

And  soe  fast  he  called  on  Syr  Cauline, 

"  0  man,  I  redo  thee  flyo, 
For  but  if  cryunee  come  till  thy  heart, 

I  weene  hut  thou  mun  dye." 

He  saytli,  "  No  cryance  comes  tiU  my  heart, 

Nor,  in  faith,  I  wyll  not  Dee ; 
For,  eause  tlioD  miugcd  not  Chrbt  before. 

The  less  me  dreadeth  thee." 


The  Eldridge  knigbte,  he  pricked  bis  tttti; 

Syr  Canline  bold  abode: 
Then  either  shooke  his  trustyi)  8|>«ar«, 
And  the  timber  these  two  children  ban 

Soe  soooo  in  snuder  ttlode. 

Then  tooke  tioy  out  tlieyr  two  good  swcinle^ 

And  layden  on  full  faste, 
Till  helme  and  hawberke,  mail  and  aheulilc 

They  all  were  well-nigha  hrast, 

dridge  knight  was  micklo  of  migLt, 

Btiffe  in  stower  did  etande; 

r  Oauline  with  an  ankeward  strdk* 

mote  off  his  right-liaiid ; 

lone  he,  with  paine,  and  lacke  of  Uoai 

downe  on  that  lay-land. 

p  Byr  Canline  lift  his  brande 
iver  his  head  80  bye: 
here  1  eweare  by  the  holj  n 
0,  oaytiffe,  thou  abalt  dje." 

Then  up  and  came  that  ladye  brighta, 

I'asto  wringing  of  her  hande : 
"  For  the  innjdeu's  love,  tliat  most  you  l<j". 
Withold  tliat  deadlye  brande: 

"  For  the  mayden'a  love,  that  most  you  luvc, 

Now  Bmyte  no  more  I  proye; 
And  aye  whatever  thon  wilt,  iny  lord. 

He  shall  thy  hesta  obayo." 

"  Now  sweare  to  race,  thou  Eldridge  knigbMi 

Atnl  h^rs  on  tliii  lai'laad, 
That  thon  wilt  believe  on  Christ  his  laye. 

And  therto  plight  thy  hand: 

"And  that  thou  never  on  Eldridge  liill  come 

To  pportc,  ganion,  or  playe; 
And  that  thou  here  give  up  thy  armes 

Until  thy  dying  daye." 

The  Eldridge  knighte  gave  up  his  armee. 
With  many  a  aorrowfulle  sighe; 

And  swaro  to  obey  Syr  Gaaline's  best, 
Till  the  tyme  that  he  ahold  dye. 

And  be  then  up,  and  the  Eldridge  kiiigbte 

Sett  him  in  bis  saddle  anone ; 
And  the  Eldridge  knighte  and  his  ladye. 

To  tliejr  castle  are  they  gone. 
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i  tooke  up  the  blondj  hand, 
was  so  large  of  bone, 
it  he  founde  five  ringes  of  gold, 
ightes  that  had  be  alone. 

tooke  np  the  Eldridge  sworde, 
rdas  anj  flint; 
tooke  off  those  ringes  five, 
ight  as  fyre  and  brent. 

len  pricked  Sjr  Oanline, 
ht  as  leafe  on  tree ; 
3  neither  stint  ne  blanne, 
i  his  ladye  see. 

wne  he  knelt  npon  his  knee 
)  that  ladj  gay : 

e,  I  have  bin  on  the  Eldridge  hills ; 
tokens  I  bring  away.*' 

relcome,  welcome,  Syr  Cauline, 
)  welcome  onto  mee, 
I  perceive  thon  art  a  true  knighte, 
our  bolde  and  free." 

e,  I  am  thy  own  true  knighte, 
ests  for  to  obaye ; 
ight  I  hope  to  winne  thy  love ! " — 
)re  hb  tonge  colde  say. 

e  blushed  scarlette  redde, 
itte  a  gentill  sigbe : 
jyr  knight,  how  may  this  bee, 
y  degree's  soe  highe? 

h  thou  hast  bight,  thou  comely  youth, 
my  bachelere, 

ise,  if  thee  I  may  not  wedde, 
have  none  other  fere." 

)e  held  forthe  her  liley-white  hand 

ds  that  knighte  so  free ; 

to  it  one  gentill  kisse, 

t  was  brought  from  bale  to  blisse, 

ares  sterte  from  his  ee. 

ep  my  counsayl,  Syr  Oauline, 
no  man  it  knowe ; 
ever  my  father  sbolde  it  ken, 
be  wolde  ns  sloe.*^ 


From  that  daye  forthe,  that  ladye  f&jre 
Lovde  Syr  Cauline  the  knighte ; 

From  that  daye  forthe,  he  only  joyde 
Whan  shee  was  in  his  sight. 

Yea,  and  oftentimes  they  mette 

Within  a  fayre  arbonre, 
Where  they,  in  love  and  sweet  daliaunce, 

Past  manye  a  pleasaont  honre. 


THB  SECOND  PAST. 

EvEBYS  white  will  have  its  blacke, 

And  everye  sweete  its  sowre : 
This  founde  the  ladye  OhristabeUe 

In  an  untimely  howre. 

For  so  it  befelle,  as  Syr  Oauline 

Was  with  that  ladye  faire, 
The  kinge,  her  father,  walked  forthe 

To  take  the  evenyng  aire : 

And  into  the  arboure  as  he  went 

To  rest  his  wearye  feet. 
He  found  his  daughter  and  Syr  Cauline 

There  sette  in  doliaunce  sweet. 

The  kinge  bee  sterted  forthe,  i-wys, 

And  an  angrye  man  was  bee : 
"Nowe,  traytoure,  thou  shalt  hange  or  drawe^ 

And  re  we  shaU  thy  ladie." 

Then  forthe  Syr  Cauline  he  was  ledde, 
And  thro  wne  in  dungeon  deepe ; 

And  the  ladye  into  a  towre  so  bye. 
There  left  to  wayle  and  weepe. 

The  queene  she  was  Syr  Cauline's  friend. 

And  to  the  kinge  sayd  shee : 
"  I  pray  you  save  Syr  Cauline's  life. 

And  let  him  banisht  bee." 

'*  Now,  dame,  that  traytoure  shall  be  sent 

Across  the  salt-sea  fome ; 
But  here  I  will  make  thee  a  band. 
If  ever  he  come  within  this  land, 

A  foule  deathe  is  h\3  doomfe.''^ 


)etit 
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All  woe-begone  was  that  gentil  imight 

To  parte  from  his  ladye ; 
And  many  a  time  he  sighed  sore, 

And  oast  a  wistfuUe  eye : 
"Faire  Christabelle,  from  thee  to  parte, 

Farre  lover  had  I  dye." 

Faire  Christabelle,  that  ladye  bright, 

Was  had  forthe  of  the  towre ; 
But  ever  shee  droopeth  in  her  minde, 
As  nipt  by  an  ungentle  winde 

Doth  some  faire  liley  flowre. 

And  ever  shee  doth  lament  and  weepe, 

To  tint  her  lover  soe : 
"Syr  Cauline,  thou  little  think'st  on  mee, 

But  I  will  still  be  true." 

Manye  a  kinge,  and  manye  a  duke, 

And  lorde  of  high  degree, 
Did  sue  to  that  fayre  ladye  of  love ; 

But  never  shee  wolde  them  nee. 

When  manye  a  daye  was  past  and  gone, 

Ne  comforte  shee  colde  finde. 
The  kynge  proclaimed  a  tourneament, 

To  cheere  his  daughter's  mind. 

And  there  came  lords,  and  there  came  knights 

Fro  manye  a  farre  countryc. 
To  break  a  spere  for  theyr  ladyo's  love, 

Btforo  that  faire  ladye. 

And  many  a  ladye  there  was  sette, 

In  purple  and  in  pallo ; 
But  faire  Christabelle,  soe  woe-begone. 

Was  the  fayrest  of  them  alL 

Then  manye  a  knighte  was  mickle  of  might. 

Before  his  ladye  gaye ; 
But  a  stranger  wight^  whom  no  man  knewe, 

He  wan  the  prize  echo  daye. 

His  acton  it  was  all  of  blacke. 

His  hewberke  and  his  sheelde ; 
S^e  noe  man  wist  whence  he  did  come, 
N^e  noe  man  knewe  where  he  did  gone, 

When  they  came  out  the  feelde. 


Ajid  now  three  dajB  were  presUye  p«t 

In  feates  of  ohiyalrye, 
When  lol  upon  the  fourth  mominge, 

A  sorrowfulle  sight  thej  see : 

A  hugye  giaunt  stiffe  and  starke, 

All  foule  of  limbe  and  lere, 
Two  goggling  eyen,  like  fire  farden, 

A  mouthe  from  eare  to  eare. 

Before  him  came  a  dwarffe  fall  lowe, 

That  waited  on  his  knee ; 
And  at  his  backe  five  heads  he  bare. 

All  wan  and  pale  of  blee. 

"Sir,"  quoth  the  dwarffe,  and  louteil  km 
''Behold  that  bend  sold^nl 

Behold  these  heads  I  beare  with  me! 
They  are  kings  which  he  hath  slain. 

''The  Eldridgo  knight  is  his  own  coiiaiN^ 

Whom  a  knight  of  thine  hath  shent; 
And  bee  is  come  to  avenge  his  wrong : 
And  to  thee,  all  thy  knightes  among, 
Defiance  here  hath  sent. 

"  But  yette  he  will  appease  his  wrath, 
Thy  daughter's  love  to  winne ; 

And,  but  thou  yeelde  him  that  fayre  miii 
Thy  halls  and  towers  must  brence. 

"  Thy  head,  syr  king,  must  goe  with  mee 

Or  else  thy  daughter  dere ; 
Or  else  within  these  lists  soe  broad, 

Thou  must  finde  him  a  peere." 

The  kinge  he  turned  him  round  abonte^ 

And  in  his  heart  was  woe : 
"Is  there  never  a  knighte  of  my  round  ti 

This  matter  will  undergoe  ? 

"  Is  there  never  a  knighte  amongst  yee  a 
Will  fight  for  my  daughter  and  meet 

Whoever  will  fight  yon  grimme  soldan. 
Right  fair  his  meede  shall  bee. 

"For  hee  shall  have  my  broad  lay-lands, 
And  of  my  crowne  be  heyre ; 

And  he  shall  winne  fayre  Christabelle 
To  be  his  wedded  fere." 
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^t«  of  his  roond  table 
oth  still  and  pole ; 
r  Hmj  lookt  on  tbe  grim  eoldan, 
ir  hearts  to  qnail. 

it  was  that  byre  ladje, 
awa  DO  helpe  was  nye : 
lioogbt  on  her  ovne  tme-loTe, 
irea  gnsht  from  her  eye. 

e  the  stranger  knighte, 
Ija,  be  not  aSrajd ; 
bee  with  this  grimme  soldan, 
i  be  Domacklye  made. 

a  wilt  lend  me  the  Eldridga 

within  thy  bowre, 

iriste  for  to  slay  this  fiende, 

a  be  stiff  in  stowre." 

im  downe  the  Eldridge  sworde," 

be  cryde,  "with  speode; 

1  a^ist  thee,  courteous  knighte; 

er  is  thy  moede." 

e  stepped  into  the  lists, 
"Awaye,  awayel 
[  am  the  bend  soldan, 
it  me  here  alt  daye." 

:he  stranger  knight  be  oame, 
kearmoaredight; 
;bed  a  gentle  mghe, 
were  my  true  knighte  1 " 

e  gyinnt  and  knight  be  mett 

'  lists  Boe  broad ; 

th  swordes  soe  sbnrpe  of  Steele, 

0  lay  OD  load. 

trucke  the  knigbto  a  stroke 
him  reele  asyde ; 
gone  was  that  fayre  ladye, 

1  she  deeply  ughde. 

tmcke  a  second  stroke, 
the  blonde  to  flowe ; 
wan  was  that  ladye  fayre, 
I  ih«  wqit  for  woe. 


The  soldan  stmoka  a  third  fell  stroke, 
Which  brongbt  the  knighte  on  his  knoe; 

Sad  sorrow  pierced  that  ladyes  hearty 
And  she  shriekt  lond  shriekings  three. 

The  knighte  he  leapt  npon  his  feete, 

All  reckleese  of  the  pain ; 
Qnoth  bee,  "Bnt  heaven  be  now  my  speeds, 
else  I  shall  be  al^ne." 

He  grasped  his  sworde  with  mayne  sndmighte, 

And  spying  a  seorette  part, 
Ee  drave  tt  into  the  soldan 's  syde, 

And  pierced  him  to  the  heart. 

Then  all  the  people  gave  a  shonte, 
Wban  they  sawe  the  soldan  falle ; 

The  ladye  wept,  and  thanked  Christ 
That  bad  reskewed  her  from  tbrolL 

And  QOwe  the  kinge,  with  all  his  barou% 

Rose  appe  from  oSe  his  seat«. 
And  downe  he  stepped  Into  the  listes 

That  oorteous  knigbte  to  greete. 

Bnt  he,  for  payne  and  locke  of  bloade, 

Was  fallen  into  a  swouude. 
And  there,  all  walterioge  in  his  gore, 

Lay  lifelesse  on  the  groande. 


a  downe,  my  danghtei 


"Come  downe,  i 
deare, 

Tbon  art  a  leeche  of  skille : 
Farre  lever  had  I  lose  halfe  my  landes 

Than  this  good  knighte  sholde  spille." 

Downe  then  steppeth  that  fayre  ladye, 

To  helps  him  if  she  maye ; 
Bnt  when  she  did  bis  bearere  raise, 
'  It  ia  my  life,  my  lord  I "  she  sayes, 
And  shrickte  and  s wound  awaye. 

Sir  Canline  justo  lifte  np  his  eyes, 
When  he  heard  his  ladye  crye : 

"  O  ladye,  I  am  thine  owne  troe  love ; 
For  thee  I  wbbt  to  dye." 

Tlicn  giving  her  one  portinge  looks. 

He  closed  his  eyes  in  death. 
Ere  Cbristabelle,  tlial  ladye  milde, 
egone  to  drawe  her  breathft., 
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But  wheii  she  fi.and  ber  comelye  knighto              That  slie  was  in.     Now  I  begin,       T 
Indeed  wus  dpad  end  gono,                                       So  that  ye  me  answdre ;                 1 

She  kjde  her  pole,  cold  cheeke  to  his,                   Wherefore,  all  ya  that  giroMiit  h«.  4 

And  thns  she  made  ber  raoane :                            I  prnj  yon,  ti  /e  an  ear,                 1 

I  am  the  knight;  I  come  by  night,    ' 

'■Ob  stnve.  my  dcart  and  onlye  lord,                         A"  wc-et  as  I  can ;                         < 
For  meo,  thy  faithfulle  fere;                                Saying.  "  AJasI  thns  standellt  <h«  OH 

T  is  meet  that  I  shold  foUowe  thee,                         I  am  a  banished  man."                  ^ 

■\Vlio  liasl  bought  my  love  u  deare." 

aa. 

rhcn  fayntinge  in  a  deadly 
And  with  a  deep-fotta  A 

jid  I  yonr  will  for  to  fUfil 
InthiawiUnotrefoae; 

riiat  burst  her  gentle  hear 
Fayre  ChrietabeUe  did  d 

rusting  to  shew,  in  wordds  few, 
That  men  have  an  ill  ase 

Fo  their  own  shame)  women  to  bli| 

Afld  causeless  thMu  accuse : 

herefore  to  you  I  answer  now,        1 

THE  NUT-BROW 

jne  own  heart  dear,  with  yoa  whtflj 

Bk  it  right,  or  wrong,  tt 
On  women  do  com[iIa_ 

I  pray  yon,  tell  anone; 
or,  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind      j 
I  love  bnt  yon  alone.         ^^^S 

Allirming  this,  how  tliat  it  is 

A  labour  spent  in  vain 
To  love  them  wele ;  for  never  a 

They  love  a  man  ag;tin: 
For  let  a  man  do  what  be  can, 

Their  favonr  to  attain, 
Yet,  if  a  new  do  them  pursue. 

Their  first  true  lover  then 
Laboureth  for  nought,  for  from  her  thought 

He  Ls  a  banished  man. 

I  say  not  nay,  but  that  all  day 

It  is  both  writ  and  said 
That  woman's  faith  is,  as  who  saith, 

All  utterly  decayed; 
But,  nevertheless,  right  good  witness 

In  this  case  might  be  laid, 
That  tliey  love  true,  and  continile. 

Record  the  nnt-brown  maid: 
Which,  when  her  love  came,  her  to  prove. 

To  ber  to  make  his  moan. 
Would  not  depart ;   for  in  her  heart 

She  loved  but  him  alone. 

Then  between  ns  let  ns  discuss 

What  wa.*  all  the  manere 
Between  them  too:  we  will  also 

Tell  all  the  pain  and  fere 


It  standoth  bo  ;  a  dedo  is  do 

Whereof  great  harm  shall  grow : 
My  destiny  is  for  to  die 

A  sliameful  death,  I  trowe ; 
Or  else  to  flee ;  the  one  must  be. 

None  other  way  I  know. 
But  to  withdraw  aa  an  outliw. 

And  take  me  to  my  bow. 
Wherefore,  adien,  my  own  heart  tn 

None  other  rede  I  can; 
For  I  must  to  the  green  wood  go. 

Alone,  a  banished  man. 


0  Lord,  what  is  this  worldys  bliss, 
That  changeth  as  the  moon  [ 

My  anmmer'fl  day  in  lusty  May 
Is  darked  before  the  noon. 

1  hear  yon  say   farewell :    nay,  nay, 

We  depart  not  so  soon. 
Why  say  ye  so?     Wheder  will  je  go 

Alas  I  what  have  je  done  I 
All  my  welfare  to  sorrow  and  care 

Should  change,  if  ye  were  gone. 
For,  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  love  bat  you  alone. 
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alicre^  it  ahall  70a  grievo, 

Kmewbat  7011  dlttraio ; 

tenrud  jonr  punis  hud 

lin  ft  day  or  twtia 

ooD  aslj^e;  and  ye  Bball  take 

Jbrt  to  jon  again. 

Hmld  ye  onghtt  for  to  make  thought, 

r  Ubonr  were  in  v^n, 

in  I  do ;  and  pra;  joa  too, 

mitSj  as  I  can ; 

molt  to  the  green  wood  go, 

at,  ■  bauiahed  man. 


Ah  that  ;e  have  shewed  to  me 

I  iwret  of  yonr  mind, 

Ibe plain  to  yoa  again, 

«  u  ye  ahall  me  find. 

t  if  10,  that  ye  will  go, 

tdlt  not  leave  belund; 

DeTer  be  said,  the  nnt-brown  maid 

a  to  her  love  unkind  : 

joa  ready,  for  so  lun  I, 

bongb  it  were  anone ; 

D  my  mind,  of  all  mankind 

ir<  bnt  yon  alone. 


70a  rede  to  take  good  heed 

lit  men  will  think  and  say : 

lug  and  old  it  shall  be  told, 

It  ye  be  gone  away, 

wanton  wiU  for  to  fulfil, 

green  wood  yon  to  play ; 

hat  ye  might  from  yonr  delight 

longer  make  delay. 

r  than  ye  ahonld  thus  for  me 

called  an  ill  wom^ 

'oold  I  to  the  green  wood  go, 

ne,  a  banbhcd  man. 

em. 
;h  it  be  snng  of  old  and  yonng 
it  I  ebonld  be  to  blame, 
I  be  the  charge,  that  speak  so  large 
lartiiig  of  my  name  ; 
wiUprore  that  fUthfolloTe 
ideroid  of  shame; 
or  distreaa  and  heaTinew 
part  with  yon,  the  same ; 


And  sore  all  tho  that  do  not  bo, 

Tnie  loven  are  they  none ; 
For,  in  toy  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  love  bat  yoD  alone. 

I  coansel  yon,  remember  how 

It  is  no  muden's  law. 
Nothing  to  donbt,  bnt  to  reone  out 

To  wood  with  an  ontlAw : 
For  ye  most  there  in  your  hand  bear 

A  bow,  ready  to  draw; 
And,  aa  a  thief;  thos  must  yon  live, 

Ever  in  dread  and  ewe ; 
Whereby  to  you  great  harm  might  grow 

Tet  had  I  lever  than. 
That  I  had  to  the  green  wood  go. 

Alone,  a  banished  man. 

I  think  not  nay,  but  as  ye  say. 

It  is  no  mwden's  lore ; 
Bnt  love  may  moke  me  for  yonr  sake, 

As  I  have  said  before. 
To  come  on  foot,  to  hunt,  and  Bhoot 

To  get  us  meat  in  store ; 
For  so  that  I  your  company 

Uay  have,  I  ask  no  more : 
From  which  to  part,  it  maketh  my  heart 

As  cold  as  any  stone; 
For,  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  lovo  bnt  you  alone. 

BE. 

For  an  ootl&w  this  ia  the  law. 

That  men  him  take  and  bind ; 
Without  pity  hangSd  to  be, 

And  waver  with  the  wind. 
If  I  had  nede,  (aa  God  forbedo!) 

What  rescne  conld  ye  find  ? 
Forsooth,  I  trow,  ye  and  your  bow 

For  fear  wonid  draw  behind  ; 
And  no  mervaylo :  for  little  av^ 

Were  in  yonr  connsol  then ; 
Wherefore  I  will  to  the  green  word  gri. 

Alone,  a  banished  man. 

SOB. 

Kight  well  know  ye  that  women  be 

Bat  feeble  for  to  fight; 
No  womanhede  it  is  indeed 

To  be  bold  as  a  knight ; 


POEMS   OF   LOVE. 


Yet  in  such  fear  if  tliut  ye  wore 

With  enemies  duy  or  nigLt, 
I  wuald  witbMtand,  with  bow  in  liai 

To  greve  them  as  I  might, 
And  jou  to  anre;  aa  womeit  have 

Froji  daatli  nien  aauj-  a  one ; 
For,  in  mj  mind,  of  all  loaiikiiid 

I  love  bot  joo  alone. 


Tot  take  good  Ledo;  for  " 

Tljot  je  could  not  bus 
Tho  thomj  ways,  the  di 

Tli£  »uow,  Clie  frost,  t, 
The  cold,  the  hent ;  for, 

We  must  lodge  on  the 
And,  ua  above,  none  otb 

But  a  brake  busli,  ort 
Which  soon  should  gritfl 

And  ye  woidd  gladlj 
riiat  I  hod  Ui  the  green 

Aloni:,  a.  banishud  mai 


Sitb  I  have  here  been  parljnfire 

Witb  jou  of  joy  and  bliss, 
I  miHt  als6  part  of  your  woe 

Tet  am  I  sure  of  one  pleasfire; 

And,  abortly,  it  is  tlds : 
That,  where  ye  be,  iie  aceinefh,  pardd, 

I  could  not  fare  aiam. 
Without  more  speecli,  I  you  beseech 

That  we  were  soon  ngone ; 
For,  in  ray  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  love  but  you  alone. 


If  ye  go  thyder,  ye  ranst  consider, 

■Wlien  ye  have  lust  to  dine. 
There  shall  no  meat  be  for  you  gote, 

Nor  driok,  beer,  ale,  nor  wine. 
No  shet^'a  clean,  to  lie  between, 

Made  of  Clircad  and  twine ; 
None  other  hnnso  bat  leaves  and  boagha 

To  cover  your  bead  and  mine ; 
0  mine  heart  sweet,  this  evil  dirte 

Should  make  yon  pale  and  wan ; 
Wherefore  I  will  to  the  green  wood  go. 

Alone,  a  banished  man. 


Among  the  wild  dere,  tnioh  m  axfhH 

As  men  say  that  ye  be, 
Ne  may  not  fail  of  good  vitiyUs 

Where  is  eo  great  plenty : 
And  water  clear  of  the  ry  v6re 

Bball  be  full  sweet  t4  me; 
With  which  in  helo  I  shall  right  wdi 

Endure,  as  ye  shall  see ; 
And,  or  we  go,  a  bed  or  two 

I  can  provide  anone ; 
For,  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  love  bnt  you  alone. 


Lo  I  yet,  before,  yc  must  do  mon>. 

If  ye  will  go  vrith  me: 
As  out  yoar  hair  up  by  jour  ear, 

Yonr  kirtle  by  the  knee ; 
With  bow  in  hand  for  to  withstAnd. ' 

Your  enemies,  if  need  be ; 
And  thia  some  night  before  day-l]gh| 

To  wood-ward  will  I  flee. 
If  that  ye  will  all  this  fulfil. 

Do  it  shortly  as  ye  can; 
Else  will  I  to  the  green  wood  go. 

Alone,  a  banished  man. 


I  shall  as  now  do  more  for  yon 

Than  'longetb  to  womanhede ; 
To  sborte  my  hair,  a  bow  to  bear, 

To  shoot  in  time  of  need. 
O  my  sweet  mother,  before  all  other 

For  you  I  have  most  dredo ; 
But  now,  adieu  I  I  must  ensue, 

Where  fortune  doth  me  lead. 
All  this  make  ye :    now  let  us  flee ; 

The  day  cometh  fast  npon ; 
For,  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  love  but  you  alone. 


Nay,  nav,  not  so ;  ye  shall  not  gc 

And  I  shall  tell  ye  why, 

Yonr  appetite  is  to  be  light 

Of  love,  1  wole  aspy: 
For,  like  as  ye  have  said  to  me. 

In  like  wise  hardely 
Ye  woidd  answire  whosoere-  it  i 

In  way  of  company. 


THE   HUT-BROWir   HAID. 


>f  old.  Soon  hot,  Boon  colil ; 


a  I  to  the  wood  will  go 
a  banish«d  man. 


I  heed,  it  is  no  nood 

ords  to  say  bj  me ; 

)  pn;^  snd  long  assayed, 

•a  loved,  pardd ; 

gh  that  1  of  ancegtr; 

a'a  daughter  be, 

yoD  proved  how  I  yon  loved 
■9  of  low  degree ; 

shall,  whatso  befall ; 
therefore  anone; 
J  mind,  of  all  mantdod 
mt  yon  alone. 


'  child  to  be  begniled  t 

'  a  carsM  dede ; 

iwe  with  an  oatl^we  I 

ty  God  forbode  I 

r  were,  the  jjoor  aqnySre 

o  forest  yede, 

lioold  »ay  another  day, 

7  mj  cursed  dedo, 

jetrajed  ;  wherefore,  good  a 

tt  rede  that  1  can, 

to  the  green  wood  go, 

a  banished  man. 


befall,  I  never  shall 
thing  yon  npbraid ; 
rOj  and  leave  me  so, 
ive  ye  me  betrayed, 
r  jon  wele,  how  that  ye  dele ; 

ind,  to  leave  behind, 
ve.  the  nnt-brown  maid, 
trnly,  that  I  shall  die 
er  yd  bo  gone ; 
'  mind,  of  all  mankind 
nt  yon  alone. 

went,  ye  should  repent ; 
he  forest  now 
■rayed  me  of  a  maid, 
I  love  more  than  yon ; 


Another, &yr6re  than  ever  ye  were, 

I  dare  it  wele  avow ; 
And  of  yon  both  each  should  be  wroth 

With  other,  as  I  trow: 
It  were  mine  ease  to  live  in  peace ; 

So  will  I,  if  I  can; 
Wherefore  I  to  the  wood  will  go. 

Alone,  a  banished  man. 


Though  in  the  wood  I  nnderstood 

Te  had  a  paramonr. 
All  this  may  nonght  remove  my  thought, 

But  that  I  will  be  jonr : 
And  she  shall  finde  me  soft  and  kind, 

And  courteya  every  hour; 
Glad  to  fulfil  all  that  she  will 

Command  me  to  my  power : 
For  hod  ye,  lol  an  hnndred  mo. 

Of  them  I  woold  be  one ; 
For,  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  love  bat  you  alone. 


Mine  own  dear  love,  I  see  the  proul 

That  ye  be  kind  and  true ; 
Of  m^d,  and  wife,  in  all  my  life, 

The  best  that  ever  I  know. 
Be  merry  and  glad,  be  no  more  sad. 

The  case  is  changM  new ; 
For  it  were  ruth,  that,  for  your  truth, 

Te  should  have  cause  lo  me. 
Be  not  dismayed,  whatsoever  I  said 

To  you,  when  I  began; 
I  will  not  to  the  green  wood  go, 

I  am  no  baDished  man. 


These  tidings  be  more  glad  to  me, 

Than  to  bo  made  a  queen, 
If  I  were  sure  they  should  endure  r 

But  it  is  often  seen, 
When  men  will  break  promise,  they  speak 

The  word^  on  the  spluoe. 
Te  shape  some  wile  me  to  begnile. 

And  steal  from  me,  I  ween , 
Then  were  the  case  worse  than  it  was, 

And  I  more  wo-begone ; 
For,  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind 

I  love  bnt  yoo  alone. 


iMS 
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HE. 

Te  shall  not  nedo  farther  to  dredo ; 

I  will  not  dispar&ge 
Tou,  (God  defend  I)  sitli  ye  descend 

Of  so  great  a  lineage. 
Now  understand ;  to  Westmoreland, 

Which  is  mine  heritage, 
I  wiU  von  bring ;  and  with  a  ring, 

By  way  of  marriilge 
I  will  you  take,  and  lady  make. 

As  shortly  as  I  can  : 
Thus  have  you  won  an  erly's  son, 

And  not  a  banished  man. 

AUTHOR. 

Here  may  ye  see,  that  women  be 

In  love,  meek,  kind,  and  stable ; 
I^t  never  man  reprove  them  then, 

Or  call  them  variiible ; 
But  rather  pray  God  that  we  may 

To  them  be  comfortable ; 
Wliich  sometime  proveth  such,  as  he  loveth. 

If  they  be  charitable. 
For  sith  men  would  that  women  should 

Be  meek  to  them  each  one ; 

Much  more  ought  they  to  God  obey. 

And  serve  but  him  alone. 

Ahovtmovs. 


YOUNG  BEICIIAN  AND  SUSIE  PYE. 

Ix  London  was  young  Beichan  bom. 
He  longed  strange  countries  for  to  see ; 

But  he  was  taen  by  a  savage  Moor, 
Who  handled  him  right  cruellie ; 

For  he  viewed  the  fashions  of  that  land : 
Their  way  of  worship  viewed  he ; 

But  to  Mahound,  or  Termagant, 
Would  Beichan  never  bend  a  knee. 

So  in  every  shoulder  they  've  putten  a  bore ; 

In  every  bore  they  've  putten  a  tree ; 
And  they  have  made  him  trail  the  wine 

And  spices  on  his  fair  bodie. 

They  Ve  caston  him  in  a  dungeon  deep, 
Where  he  could  neither  hear  nor  see ; 

For  seven  years  they  kept  him  there, 
Till  he  for  hunger's  like  to  die. 


This  Moor  he  had  but  ae  daughter, 
Her  name  was  caUed  Sane  P^e; 

And  every  day  as  she  took  the  air, 
Near  Beichan's  prison  she  paased  I 

Oh  so  it  fell,  upon  a  day 

She  heard  young  Beichan  sadly  sin 
"  My  hounds  they  all  go  masterless ; 

My  hawks  they  flee  from  tree  to  tr 
My  younger  brother  will  heir  my  lani 

Fair  England  again  1 11  never  see !  * 

All  night  long  no  rest  she  got, 
Young  Beichan's  song  for  thinking 

She's  stown  the  keys  from  her  father 
And  to  the  prison  strong  is  gone. 

And  she  has  opened  the  prison  doors^ 
I  wot  she  opened  two  or  three, 

Ere  she  could  come  young  Beichan  at 
He  was  locked  up  so  curiouslie. 

But  when  she  came  young  Beichan  be 
Sore  wondered  he  that  may  to  see ; 

He  took  her  for  some  fair  captive ; — 
^*  Fair  Lady,  I  pray,  of  what  ooantr 

'''  Oh  have  ye  any  lands,^'  she  said, 
"  Or  castles  in  your  own  countrie. 

That  ye  could  give  to  a  lady  fair. 
From  prison  strong  to  set  you  free  f 

"  Near  London  town  I  have  a  hall. 
With  other  castles  two  or  three ; 

r  11  give  them  all  to  the  lady  fair 
That  out  of  prison  will  set  ine  free.'' 

"  Give  me  the  truth  of  your  right  hand 
The  truth  of  it  give  unto  me, 

That  for  seven  years  ye  '11  no  lady  wee 
Unless  it  be  along  wuth  me." 

"  I  '11  give  thee  the  truth  of  my  right  I 
The  truth  of  it  1 11  freely  gie, 

That  for  seven  years  I  '11  stay  unwed, 
For  the  kindness  thou  dost  show  to 

And  she  has  bribed  the  proad  warder 
Wi'  miokle  gold  and  white  monie ; 

She  *s  gotten  the  keys  of  the  prison  sti 
And  she  has  set  joung  Beichan  free 
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HI  him  to  «at  the  good  ^ice^ake, 
7'en  him  to  drinh  th«  blood-red  wine ; 
tdeo  him  sometimes  think  on  her 
ae  kindij  tnei  him  ont  of  pine. 

iken  a  ring  from  her  finger, 
t  B«ichan  bair  of  it  g&ve  she  : 
;  to  mind  70D  of  that  lore 
dy  burr  that  set  jon  free, 

t  joar  foot  on  good  ship-board, 
oste  ye  back  to  yom"  ovn  conntrie ; 
>re  that  seven  yean  hare  an  end, 
back  again,  love,  and  marry  me." 

;  ere  seven  years  had  an  end, 
<Dged  full  sore  her  love  to  see ; 
'  a  Toiee  within  her  breast 
"  Beichan  has  broke  his  vow  to  thee." 
I  set  her  foot  on  good  ship-board, 
amed  her  back  on  her  own  conatrie. 

ed  eaat,  she  sailed  west, 
I  fair  England's  shore  she  came ; 
I  bonny  shepherd  she  espied, 
ng  bis  sheep  npon  the  plain. 

news,  what  news,  thon  bonny  shep- 

erdf 

news  has  thou  to  toll  to  me  1" 

lewa  I  hear,  ladie,"  he  says, 

like  was  never  in  this 


is  a  wedding  in  yonder  hall, 
isted  these  thirty  days  and  three ; 
Beichan  will  not  bed  with  his  bride, 
>TB  of  one  that's  yond  the  sea." 

at  Ler  hand  in  her  pocket, 
him  the  gold  and  whito  monie; 
take  ye  that,  my  bonny  boy, 
iie  good  news  then  toli'st  to  me." 

he  came  to  yonng  Beichan's  gate, 
iried  softly  at  the  pin ; 
r  wa4  the  prond  porter 
en  and  let  this  lady  in. 

joong  Beichan's  hall,"  she  said, 
s  that  noble  lord  within  ?  " 
« '■  in  tb«  ball  ammig  them  all, 
UtUOtt  daj  o'  his  wed^n." 

«» 


"  And  has  be  wed  anither  love  t 
And  has  he  clean  forgotten  me  t " 

And,  sighin',  said  that  gay  ladie, 
"  I  wish  I  were  in  my  own  conntrie.** 

And  she  has  taen  her  gay  gold  ring, 
That  with  her  love  she  brake  so  free ; 

Says,  "Gie  hira  that,  ye  prond  porter. 
And  bid  the  bridegroom  speak  to  me." 

When  the  portor  came  his  lord  before. 
He  kneeled  down  low  on  hie  knee^ 

"  What  aileth  thee,  my  proud  fHDrtor, 
Thon  art  BO  full  of  oourtewe  i " 

"  I  've  been  porter  at  yonr  gates, 
It's  thirty  lODg  years  now  and  three; 

Bnt  there  stands  a  lady  at  them  now. 
The  like  o'  her  did  I  never  see ; 

"For  on  every  finger  she  has  a  ring, 
And  on  her  mid  finger  she  has  three ; 

And  as  meickle  gold  aboon  her  brow 
As  would  buy  an  earldom  to  me." 

Its  out  then  spak  the  bride's  mother, 
Aye  and  an  angry  woman  was  sbeo; 

"  Ye  might  have  excepted  our  bonny  brido, 
And  tiva  or  three  of  our  cimipanie." 

"  Ob  bdd  your  tongue,  thon  bride's  mother'; 

Of  all  jonr  folly  let  mo  bo ; 
She 's  ton  times  fairer  nor  the  bride. 

And  all  that's  in  yonr  companie. 

"She  begs  one  shenve  of  your  whito  bread, 
But  and  a  cop  of  yonr  red  wino ; 

And  to  remember  the  lady's  love. 
That  last  relieved  you  out  of  pine." 

"Oh  well-a-dny  I  "  said  Beichan  then, 
"That  I  so  soon  have  married  tl.eel 

For  it  can  be  none  but  Sinie  Pye, 
That  Bailed  the  sea  for  love  of  mo," 

And  quickly  hied  he  down  the  stair ; 

Of  Sftoen  steps  he  made  but  three ; 
He's  ta'en  liia  bonny  love  in  his  arms. 

And  kist,  and  kist  her  t£n<l«T\\e. 
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"  Oh  bae  je  tii'eti  imiUitr  brido  ? 

And  hae  ;e  quite  forgotten  me! 
And  liBO  JO  qaite  forgotten  her. 

That  gave  you  life  and  lihertiet" 

She  liwkeJ  o'er  her  left  shoulder, 
To  liide  the  tears  stood  in  her  e'e; 

"Xow  fore  thee  well,  young  Beichan,"  aho 
saj9, 
'■ru  ti-j  tothiuk  jioraoroontheo." 

"  O  never,  never,  Susie  Pye, 

For  surely  this  coa  never  be ; 
Nor  ever  shall  I  wed  but  her 

That's  dciue  and  dtve'd  so  much 

Then  out  and  epak  the  forenoon  h 
"  My  lord,  your  love  it  chnngetl 

This  morniug  I  was  made  your  bti 
And  anntber  i-bose  ero  it  be  noo, 

"  Oh'hold  tliy  tongne,  thou  foreno 
Te're  ue'er  a  whit  tlio  worse  fo 

And  whmi  ye  return  lo  joor  own  conntrie, 
A  double  dower  I'll  send  with  thoe," 

Be'B  taeu  Susie  Pye  by  the  white  hand, 
Ajid  gently  led  her  up  and  down ; 

And  a;,aii  he  kiat  her  red  rosy  lips, 
"  Ye  're  welcome,  jewel,  to  your  own." 

Qe  '9  tacn  her  by  the  milk-white  hand. 
And  led  her  to  yon  fountain  st^ne; 

Be '9  changed  Ler  name  from  Susie  Pye, 
And  he 'a  called  her  his  bonny  luvc,  Lady 


LORD  LOVEL. 

Loiin  Lovel  he  ^tood  at  his  i^astja  gate. 
Combing  his  milk-white  steed ; 

When  up  cjimo  Lady  Nancy  Belie, 
To  wish  lior  lover  good  epeed,  sjieed. 
To  wish  lier  lover  good  speed. 

"Where  are  you  going,   Lord   Level!"  sh 

"OhI  where  are  you  goiiigC'  said  she; 
'  I  'm  going  my  Lady  Nancy  Belle, 
Stranjre  countries  for  to  see,  lo  see. 
Strange  countries  for  to  fee." 


"  When  will  you  he  back.  Lord  Lovt-l ! "  •r'* ' 

"01  when  will  yon  eomohackt"  fUf'. 
"In  a  year  or  two — or  tliree,  at  the  Dili's 
I  '11  return  to  my  fair  Nau<:y-cy, 
I  '11  return  to  my  fair  Nancy." 

But  he  had  not  been  gone  a  year  and  a  lU}, 

Btrange  conntries  for  to  see, 
"When  languishing  thonghxa  came  into  i» 

T  Nancy  Belle  he  would  go  »e«,  ««, 
r  Nancy  Belle  he  would  go  aeei. 

rode,   and  ho  rode  on  his  milk-wUtc 

be  came  to  London  town, 

lere  he  heard  8L  Poncras'  belli^ 

,  the  people  all  mourning,  rocnd,  romi', 

.  Hie  people  all  mourning  round. 

f  hat  is  the  matter,"  Lord  Lore!  he  miil 
il  whatia  the  matter)"  ■^b«; 

"  A  lord's  lady  is  dead,"  a  woni^iri  reiili"!. 
"  And  soTne'  call  lier  Lady  N:incy  -cy. 
And  some  coll  her  I-ady  Nancy." 

So  he  ordered  the  grave  to  he  opened  wide, 
And  the  shroud  he  tnmed  down, 

Aud  there  ho  kissed  her  clay-cold  lips, 
Till  the  tears  came  trickling  down,  doon, 
Till  the  tears  come  trickhng  down, 

I.iidy  Kaiicy  she  died  as  it  might  he  to-day. 
Lord  Lovel  he  died  aa  to-morrow ; 

Lady  Nancy  she  died  out  of  pure,  pore  grief 
Lord  Lovel  he  died  out  of  sorrow,  sorro" 
Lord  Lovel  he  died  out  of  sorrow. 

Lady  Nancy  was  laid  in  St.  Pancras'  church 
Lord  Lovel  was  laid  in  the  clioir ; 

And  out  of  ber  bosom  there  grew  a  red  row 
And  out  of  her  lover's  a  brier,  brier, 
And  out  of  her  lover's  a  brier, 

Tliey  grew,   and  they  grew,   lo  the  chnit! 
steeple  top. 

And  then  they  could  grow  no  higher; 
Bo  there  they  entwined  in  a  tme-lover's  knw 

For  all  lovers  tme  to  admire-mire. 

For  all  lovera  tme  to  admire. 


BOBIS    HOOD   AND  ALLEN-A-DALB. 


lOOD  AST)  ALLEN-A-DAIS. 

to  tii«,  70a  gallants  «o  free, 
1  that  love  mirth  for  to  hear, 
tell  70n  of*  bold  ontUw, 
ved  in  Nottiiighmnuhire. 

lood  in  the  forest  stood, 

der  th«  greenwood  tre«v 

a.1  aware  of  a  brave  jonng  man, 

)  as  fine  might  be. 

iter  was  clad  in  scarlet  red, 
■let  fine  and  jrar ; 
1  triak  it  over  the  plain, 
lutnnted  m  romdelaT. 

lood  next  morning  Btood 
g^t  the  leaves  so  gay, 
lie  e^pj  the  same  joang  man 
drooping  along  the  wa?. 

.  he  wore  the  da;  before 
I  clean  cast  away; 
■ry  et«p  he  fetched  a  aigh, 
!  and  a  well-a-daj  I " 

>ed  forth  bravo  Little  John, 
llidge,  the  miller's  son; 
de  the  jonng  man  bend  his  bow, 
I  as  he  Bee  them  come. 


f!  atandoffl"  the  yonng 

it  i»  yonr  will  with  me  ? " 

■t  come  before  our  master  Btrwght, 

r  JOD  greenwood  tree." 

I  be  c«me  bold  Robin  before, 
1  asked  him  conrteonsly, 
ihoa  any  money  to  spare, 
ay  meiry  men  and  met" 

o  money,"  the  yonng  man  s^d, 
five  shiilings  and  a  ring; 
T  have  kept  this  seven  long  yean, 


"  Testerday  I  should  have  married  a  mud. 

Bat  she  was  from  me  ta'en. 
And  chosen  to  be  an  old  knight's  delight, 

Whereby  my  poor  heart  is  alain." 

"What  is  thy  name?"  then  said  Kobin  Hood, 

"  Come  tell  me,  without  any  fuL" 
" By  the  faith  of  my  bodj,"  then  said  the 
yonng  man, 
"My  name  it  is  Allen-a-Dale." 

"  What  wilt  thou  give  me,"  sud  Robin  Hood, 

"  In  ready  gold  or  fee, 
To  help  thee  to  thy  tme  love  again, 

And  deliver  her  unto  thee?  " 

"I  have  no  money,"  then  qnoth  the  yonng 
man. 

No  ready  gold  nor  fe<^ 
But  I  wiD  swear  upon  a  book 

Thy  trae  servant  for  to  be." 

"  How  many  miles  is  it  to  thy  true  love ! 

Come  tell  me  withoot  guile." 
"By  the  fuith  of  my  body,"  then  said  tin- 
yonng  raun, 

"It  is  but  fire  little  mile." 

Then  Robin  he  hasted  over  the  plain; 

lie  did  neither  stint  nor  lin, 
Until  he  came  unto  the  chnreb 

Where  Allen  should  keep  his  weddin'. 

"  What  hast  thon  here?"  the  bishnp  then  sud: 
"  I  prithee  now  tell  unto  me." 

"  I  am  a  bold  harper,"  quoth  I'oLin  Ilood, 
"And  tlio  beat  in  the  north  country." 

"  Oh  welcome,  oh  welcome,"  the  bishop  he 
said; 

"  Thiit  music  best  pleascth  me." 
"  Yon  shall  have  no  music,"  qnoth  Robin  Hood, 

"  Till  the  bride  and  bridegroom  1  see." 

With  that  came  in  a  wealthy  koimht. 
Which  was  both  grave  and  old; 

And  after  him  a  linikin  lass, 

Did  shine  like  the  gUstec'm^  %o^<^ 


"  This  is  not  a  fit  maiL-li,"  qaoth  Eobin  Hood, 
"  TLiit  jou  do  Bt'eiJi  to  make  here ; 

For  since  wo  are  como  into  the  chureli, 
TliB  bride  shall  chase  lier  own  dear.'" 

rhen  Robin  Hood  put  his  horu  to  his  month, 
And  blew  hiasta  two  or  three ; 

When  four-and-tweolj  jeomen  bold 
Oama  leaping  over  the  lea. 

And  when  they  caiue  int 

Marching  all  in  a  ro' 
The  first  man  was  Allen-i 

To  give  bold  Robin  1 

"Tbi^is  ihy  true  luve,"  I 

"  Touug  Allen,  as  I ', 
And  von  shall  be  miuriet 

lit'tiire  we  depart  an 

"That  shall  not  be,"  the 

"  for  Ihy  word  sliall  not  etaua ; 
They  shall  be  three  times  asked  in  the  church, 

As  the  law  is  of  our  lund." 

Robin  Hood  pulled  off  tlio  bishop's  coat. 

And  put  it  upon  Little  John ; 
"  By  the  faith  of  my  body,"  tlien  Robin  said, 

"This  cloth  doth  mako  thee  a  man." 

When  Little  John  went  into  the  qaire, 

The  people  began  to  laugh ; 
He  asked  them  seven  times  into  church, 

Lest  three  times  shoold  not  be  enough. 

"Who  gives  me  this  maid  ? "  said  Little  John, 
Qnoth  Robin  Hood,  "  That  do  I ; 

And  bo  that  takes  her  from  Allen -a-Dale, 
Full  dearly  he  ehall  her  buy.'' 

And  then  )j!iviii;,'  ended  this  merry  wedding, 

The  bride  looked  like  a  queen ; 
And  so  they  returned  to  the  merrj  green 

Ajiiongst  the  leaves  bo  green. 


I 


TRUTH'S  INTEGHITT.     ' 
Finsr  PAST. 

Over  the  moimtmns 

And  imder  tlie  waves, 
Over  the  fountains 

And  under  the  grares, 
Under  floods  wliicb  are  ietftt^ 

Which  do  Neptane  ohey, 
Over  rocks  whidi  are  steepest, 

Love  will  find  ont  the  way. 

Where  there  is  uo  place 

For  the  glovr-wurai  to  lie, 
Where  there  is  uo  place 

For  receipt  of  a  fly, 
Where  the  gnat  dares  not  venB 

Lest  herself  fnat  she  lay, 
But  if  Lore  oome  he  will  enttf. 

And  find  ont  the  way. 


A  child  of  his  force. 
Or  yon  may  deem  him 

A  coward,  which  is  worse, 
But  if  he  whom  Love  doth  hon 

Be  concealed  from  the  day. 
Set  a  thousand  guards  npon  hii 

Love  will  find  out  the  way 

Some  think  to  lose  him. 

Which  is  too  unkind ; 
And  some  do  suppose  him. 

Poor  heart,  to  be  blind ; 
But  if  he  were  hidden. 

Do  the  best  yon  may. 
Blind  Love,  if  yon  so  call  him, 

Willliiidout  the  wav. 

Well  may  the  eagle 

Stoop  down  to  the  fist, 
Or  you  may  inveigle 

Tlie  phtKnii  of  the  cast; 
With  fear  the  tiger's  Tnoved 

To  give  over  their  prey ; 
But  never  stop  a  lover — 

He  will  find  out  the  wav. 


THE   FBIAR   OF    ORDBRB   GRAT. 


Fran  Donr  to  Berwlt^ 

And  nitioiu  thereabout, 
BnT«  Gnr,  eari  of  Warwick, 

Tliat  ehampioD  bo  stout, 
With  bia  warlike  behavior, 

TbioDgh  the  world  he  did  Btray, 
To  win  his  Phiilis'a  favor — 

Lon  will  find  ont  the  way. 

Id  order  next  enters 

Berii  w  brave, 
Aftw  adTentarea 

Aad  policj  brave. 
To  iM  whom  he  desired, 

Hia  Jtxa&B  so  gay. 
For  whom  Ua  heart  was  fired — 

Ion  will  Bod  oat  the  way. 


uooin>  PAST, 

naGoriiukknot 

Tblch  true  lovers  knit, 
Cado  i[  joo  c&onot, 

i'or yet  break  it; 
Mile  use  of  yonr  inventions, 

Their  Eucies  to  betray, 
To  frnstrUe  their  intentions — 

lore  Kill  find  ont  the  way. 

Fnnn  Mort  to  the  cottage, 

Id  bover  and  in  hall, 
FfMi  the  kiog  unto  the  beggar, 

lore  conqoers  all. 
Ttoogi  ne'er  bo  stoot  and  lordly, 

SWto  or  do  what  you  may, 
T«  be  yon  ne'er  ao  hardy. 

Ion  wil]  find  ont  the  way, 

Iotb  huh  power  over  princes, 

^d  greatest  emperors ; 
I"  Mj  provinces, 

Snch  Is  Love's  power 
^  a  no  resisting. 

Bat  him  to  obey ; 
fc^ileofftll  coctesting, 

love  will  find  out  the  way. 

fthit  be  were  hidden, 

and  all  men  that  are 
^tn  strictly  fbrbidden 

Thai  0Me  to  dadare, 


Winds  that  have  no  abidings. 

Pitying  thoir  delay, 
WoqM  como  and  bring  hiin  tidings, 

And  direct  liim  the  way. 

If  the  earth  ehodd  part  him, 

He  wonid  gallop  it  o'er ; 
If  the  seas  should  o'erthwart  him. 

Ho  would  Bwim  to  the  shore. 
Should  his  love  become  a  swallow, 

Through  the  air  to  stray, 
Love  will  lend  wiogs  to  follow, 

And  win  find  ont  the  way. 

There  is  no  striving 

To  cross  his  intent, 
There  is  no  contriving 

His  piota  to  prevent ; 
Bat  if  once  the  message  greet  him, 

That  his  tme  love  doth  stay. 
If  death  should  come  and  meet  him, 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 


THE  FF.1AR  OF  ORDERS  GRAY. 

It  was  a  frlnr  of  orders  gray 
Walked  forth  to  toll  his  bends ; 

And  he  met  with  a  lady  fair 
Cifld  in  ft  pilgrim's  weeds. 

"  Now  Christ  thee  save,  thou  reverend  fViar ; 

I  pray  thee  tell  to  me, 
If  ercr  at  yon  holy  shrine 

My  true-love  thou  didst  see." 

"And  how  should  I  know  your  tnie-love 

From  many  another  one  ? " 
"O,  by  his  cockle  liat,  and  stal^ 

And  by  hia  sandal  shoon. 

"  Bat  chiefly  by  his  fiico  and  mien, 

That  were  so  fair  to  view ; 
His  flaien  locks  that  sweetly  curled, 

And  eyes  of  lovely  blue." 

"  0  lady,  lie 's  dead  and  gone ! 

Lady,  he's  dead  and  gone! 
And  nt  his  head  ft  green  grass  tnrl. 

And  at  his  heels  a  atone. 


rOEMB    OF   LOVE. 


"  Within  these  holy  cloistflM  long 
He  l«i4;uished,  oiia  he  dieo. 

Lamenting  of  a  ladv's  love, 
And  'plaming  of  her  pride. 

"  Hero  bore  him  biircfaced  on  his  bier 

Six  proper  juutlj^  and  IaU, 
And  mtiny  a  tear  bedewed  hia  grave 

Within  jon  kirt-yard  wall," 

"And  art  thou  dead,  tli  '"  "  ' 

And  art  thou  dead  ao 
And  didat  tijou  die  for  1 

Kreak,  crael  lieart  of 

"Oh  woop  not,  lady,  we< 

Some  ghimtly  comfort 
Let  not  vain  sorrow  riW 

Nor  tears  bedew  thy  i 

"Oh  do  not,  do  not,  hol; 

My  sorrow  now  reproi. 
For  I  have  lost  Iho  sweetest  ytJlli 

Tliat  e'er  won  lady's  love. 

"And  now,  alasl  for  tliy  sad  loss 
I  '11  evermore  weep  and  sigh : 

For  theo  I  only  wished  to  live, 
For  thee  I  wish  to  die." 

"Weep  no  more,  lady,  weep  no  more, 

Thy  «jrii>»  Is  in  v.in  ; 
For  violets  plucked,  the  sweetest  shower 

Will  ne'er  make  grow  again. 

"*  Our  joys  as  winged  dreams  do  fly ; 

Why  then  should  sorrow  last? 
Since  grief  bat  aggravates  thy  loss. 

Grieve  not  for  what  is  past." 

"Oh  aay  not  so,  thou  holy  friar; 

I  pray  thee,  say  not  so ; 
For  since  my  true-love  died  for  me, 

'Tis  meet  my  tears  should  flow. 

■'  Aud  will  ho  never  come  again  ? 

Will  he  ne'er  come  again? 
All!  no,  lie  is  dead  aud  laid  in  Ms  grave 


"  Hia  cheek  was  redder  than  tb«  TON 
The  comeliest  youth  wm  be  1 

Bot  b«  is  dead  aud  l^d  iu  bis  gravti 
AJas,  and  woe  is  me  I " 

"Si^'h  no  more,  lady,  sigh  no  mor«i 
Men  were  deceiTers  uvcr : 

One  foot  on  sea  and  one  on  land. 
To  one  thing  constant  never. 


*'  Hadst  thon  been  fond,  be  had  beta 
And  left  thee  sad  and  heavy  ; 

For  young  men  ever  were  Bckle  fbni 
Since  summer  trees  were  leafr," 


"Now  say  not  so,  thoo  holy  friar, 

I  pray  thee  say  not  so ; 
My  lore  he  had  the  tmest  tteorl —    i 

Oh  bo  was  evor  tmo  1 

"  And  art  thou  dead,  tbonmocli-loTBdi 
And  didst  tboD  die  for  me  I 

Then  farewell  home ;  for  evermore 
A  pilgrim  I  will  be. 

"  But  first  npon  my  true-love's  grave 

My  weary  limbs  I  'II  lay. 
And  tlirice  I  '11  kiss  (he  green-grass  t 

That  wraps  his  breathless  clay." 

"  Yet  stay,  fair  lady ;  rest  awhile 
Beneath  this  cloister  wall ; 

See  through  the  hawthorn  blows  Ibi 
wind. 
And  drizzly  rain  dotU  fall." 

"  Oh  stay  me  not,  thou  holy  friar, 

Oh  stay  me  not,  I  pray ; 
Xo  drizzly  rain  that  falls  on  me, 

Can  wash  my  fault  away." 

"Tet  stay,  fair  lady,  turn  again. 
And  dry  those  pearly  tears; 

For  see  beneath  this  gown  of  gray 
Thy  own  true-love  appears. 

"  Here  forced  by  grief  and  hopeless  I 
These  holy  weeds  I  songht; 

And  liore,amid  those  lonely  walls, 
To  end  my  days  I  thought. 


THE  SPANISH  LADT'S  LOVE. 


pl7,  for  m  J  jeor  of  gnce 
yet  pawed  a,vi,j, 
Btill  hope  to  win  thy  love, 
iger  vould  I  Btay.*' 

ireweU  grie^  &nd  weloome  joy 
more  onto  my  heart ; 
i  I  have  found  thee,  lovely  yoath, 
■ver  more  ■will  part," 

TbMUI    PlMT, 


SPANISH  LADY'S  LOVE. 

n  hear  a  Spanish  Ifldj, 

ihe  wooed  an  English  mai.; 

a  g»y,aa  rich  as  may  be, 

d  with  jewela,had  she  on. 

ely   oonntenance  and  grace  was 

-th  and  parentage  of  high  degree. 

Tl4in«r  there  he  kept  her 

hands  her  life  did  lye; 
l>an<i*  did  lye  her  faster 
e  lilting  of  an  eye. 
"teoin  company  wa*  all  her  joy, 

him   in   any  thing   she  was  not 


ast  there  came  commandmeDt 

>  set  the  ladies  free, 
eir  jewels  etill  adorned, 
to  do  them  injnry. 

hen  said  this  lady  gay,  "  full  woo  i3 

still  NiBtain  this  kind  captivity  I 

int  captain,  shew  some  pitj 
adye  in  distrease; 
le  not  within  thii  city, 

>  dye  in  heavinesse. 

,  tet  diia  present  day  my  body 

sart  in  priMtn  abong  remains  with 


"How  should 'st  thon,  fur  lady,  love  me, 

Whom  thon  know'st  thy  country's  foe? 

Thy  fair  wordes  make  me  suspect  thee : 

Serpents  are  where  flowers  grow." 

"  All  the  evil  I  think  to  thee,  most  gradom 

knight, 
God  grant  unto  myself  the  same  may  fuUf 

light. 

"Blessed  be  the  time  and  season, 
That  yon  came  on  Spanish  ground ; 

If  yon  may  our  foes  be  termed, 
Gentle  foes  we  have  yon  found : 
With  our  city,  yon  have  won  onr  hearts  eaoh 

Then  to  your  country  bear  away  that  la  youi 


"  Best  you  still,  most  gallant  lady ; 

Kest  yon  still,  and  weep  no  more; 
Of  fur  lovera  there  are  plenty, 
Spain  doth  yield  a  wondrous  store," 
"Spaniards  fraught  with  jealousy  we  ottai 

find, 
Bat  Englishmen  throughout  the  world  are 
counted  kind. 

"Leave  me  not  nnto  a  Spaniard, 

You  alone  enjoy  my  heart; 
I  am  lovely,  yonng,  and  tender. 

And  so  love  is  my  desert. 
Still  to  serve  thee  day  and  nigbt  my  mind  is 

The  wife  of  every  Englishman  is  counted 
blest." 

"  It  would  be  a  shame,  fair  lady. 

For  to  boar  (t  woman  hence ; 
English  soldiers  never  carry 
Any  such  without  offence." 
"  I  will  quickly  change  myself,  if  it  be  so. 
And  like  a  page  I'll  follow  thee,  where'er 
tlion  go." 

"I  have  neither  gold  nor  silver 
To  maintain  thee  in  this  case, 

And  to  travel,  'tis  great  charges, 
As  yon  know,  in  every  place." 
"My  chains  and  jewels  every  one  shall  be 

And  eke  ten  thousand  ponnds  in  gold  thai 
lies  nnknown." 


B^^^^H^I 

m                                                      POEMS    OF 

L,UVK. 

"  On  tbu  eeas  are  nmoj  dangers ; 

Many  storma  do  there  ariie, 

THE  HEEiflT. 

-VfUch  n-lU  be  to  la<iies  dreadftil, 

And  force  tenrs  from  watery  ejes,"                 ' 

Tdrn,  gentle  hermit  of  the  dole, 

"  Well  in  worth  I  could  endare  citremity, 

And  guide  my  lonely  way 

For  I  could  find  in  heart  to  lose  my  life  for       T 

0  n-here  yon  taper  cheers  the  yal«  j 

thee." 

With  hospitshlo  ray.                     , 

"Courteous  ladj,  be  contented; 

For  here  forlorn  and  lost  I  tread,  . 

Uere  comes  nil  tjmt  breeds  the  Bttife; 

With  fainHng  steps  and  slow- 

I  in  England  Lave  already                                Where  vMb,  InmeBsurahly  sprMi  ^ 

A  sweet  woman  to  mj 

Beem  lengthening  as  I  go." 

1  will  not  falsifie  my  tow 

Nor  yet  for  all  the  fairest 

Forbear,  my  son,"  the  hermit  crim 

Spuin." 

"  To  tempt  the  dangeruns  gloom ; 

or  yonder  faithless  phantom  fliea 

"Oh  how  happy  ia  that' 

To  lure  tliee  to  thy  doom. 

That  enjoys  ao  true  ■  < 
Many  days  of  joy  God  M 

Of  my  Buit  I'll  make  a 

Uy  door  is  open  etiU; 

On  my  knees  1  pardon  ora 

nd  though  my  portion  is  bnt  scaat;- 

Which  love  and  true  atfee 

I  giro  it  with  good  wiU. 

"Commend  me  to  thy  loving  lady; 

Bear  to  her  this  chain  of  gold, 
And  these  bracelets  for  a  toiten ; 
Grieving  that  I  was  so  bold. 
Allmyjowelsinlikesort  bear  thou  with  thee, 
For  these  are  fitting  for  thy  wife,  and  not  for 


"I  will  spend  my  days  in  prayer, 

Love  and  all  her  laws  deSe ; 
In  a  minnery  will  I  shroud  me. 
Far  from  other  company : 
But  ere  my  prayers  have  end,  he  anre  of  this, 
To  pray  for  thee  and  for  thy  love  I  will  nol 


"Tims  farewell,  most  gentle  captain. 
And  farewell  my  heart's  content! 
Count  not  Spanish  ladies  wanton. 
Though  to  thee  my  love  was  bent : 
■luy  and  true  prosperity  goo  still  with  thee ! " 
'The  like  fall  ever  to  thy  (hare,  most  fair 
lady." 


"  Then  turn  lo-nighl,  and  freely  disrt 
Whale'er  my  cell  bestows ; 

My  rushy  couch  and  frugal  fare, 
ily  blessing  and  repose. 

"No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free 

To  slaughter  I  condemn; 
Taught  by  that  power  that  pities  rae. 

I  learn  to  pity  them; 

"  But  from  the  mountain's  grassy  siili 

A  guiltless  feast  I  bring; 
A  scrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  supplie< 

And  water  from  the  spring. 

"Then,  pilgrim,  turn;  thy  cares  forep 
All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong : 

Man  wants  but  little  here  below. 
Nor  wants  that  little  long." 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  heaven  descend 

His  gentle  accents  fell ; 
The  modest  siranger  lowly  bends, 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

For  in  a  wilderness  obscure 

The  kmely  mansion  lay ; 
A  refuge  to  the  neighboring  poor. 

And  strangers  led  astray. 


THE    HBBItlT. 


sn 


«s  beneath  ita  humble  thatch 
irod  Mnaster'a  ean: 
:ket,  opening  with  ■  latch, 
ired  the  honnless  pair. 

w,  when  bn^  orowdB  retire 
ike  their  eTening  rest, 
nnit  trimmed  his  IttUe  fire, 
cheered  hia  penuTe  gnest ; 

read  his  vegetable  store, 
e^jlj  preet  and  smiled; 
dlled  in  legendaiT  lore, 
liDgering  boon  begailed. 

I,  ID  ■ympathetjc  mirth, 
ieks  the  Icitten  tries ; 
cket  chirmpR  on  tbe  hearth ; 
crackling  fagot  flies. 

thing  coold  a  charm  impart 
Dothc  th«  stranger's  woe : 
et  was  heavy  at  bis  heart, 
tears  began  to  flow. 

ing  cares  the  hermit  spied, 
1  inswering  care  opprest : 
whence,  anbappj  yontb,"  be  cried, 
e  sorrows  of  tby  breast  t 

I  better  habitations  spumed, 
ictaot  dost  thon  rovet 
.'re  for  friendship  nnretmned, 
inregarded  lovet 

!  the  jojs  that  fortune  brings 
triflbg,  and  decay ; 
Mse  who  prize  the  paltr  j  things, 
e  trifling  still  than  they. 

wiiat  is  friendship  but  a  name, 
htno  that  lolls  to  sleep ; 
lie  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 
I  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  ? 

love  ia  still  an  emptier  sonnd, 
modern  &jr  one's  jert; 
th  Bueen,  or  only  fbnad 
rim  tb»  tortle'i  nest. 


"Forshame,fondyontbl  thy  sorrows  hush, 

And  spnm  the  sex,"  be  said ; 
Bnt,  while  he  spoke,  a  rising  blush 

Hia  lovelorn  guest  betrayed. 

Surprised,  he  seea  new  beauties  ris*. 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view ; 
Like  colors  o'er  the  morning  skies,         * 

As  bright,  ea  transient  too. 

Tbe  baabfiil  look,  the  rising  breas^ 

Alt«mBte  spread  alarms : 
The  lovely  stranger  stands  confert. 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

"  And,  ah !  forgive  a  stranger  mdc. 

A  wretch  forlorn,"  she  cried ; 
"  Whose  feet  nnballowed  thus  intmde 

Where  heaven  and  yon  reside. 

"  But  let  a  mdd  thy  pity  share, 
Whom  love  has  tangbt  to  stray; 

Who  seeks  for  rest,  but  fiuds  despair 
Companion  of  her  way. 

"My  father  lived  beside  the  Tyne, 

A  wealthy  lord  was  he; 
And  nil  his  wealth  was  marked  as  mine^ 

lie  had  but  only  me. 

"To  win  rae  from  his  tender  arms, 

Unnumbered  suitors  oame; 
Who  praised  me  for  imputed  charms, 

And  felt,  or  feigned,  a  flame. 

"  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 

With  richest  proffers  strove ; 
Among  tlie  rest  yonng  Edwin  bowed, 

But  never  talked  of  iove. 

"  In  humble,  simplest  habit  clad, 

No  wealth  or  power  hod  he; 
Wisdom  and  worth  were  all  ho  had, 

But  these  were  all  to  me. 

"  And  when  beside  me  in  the  dale 

He  carolled  lays  of  love. 
Ilia  breath  lent  fragrance  to  the  gale. 

And  mosio  to  tlie  grove. 


POEMS    OF    LOVE. 


"The  bbsioiii  opening  to  the  doy, 
Tlie  dfWB  of  heaven  reSned. 

Colli  J  nought  of  purity  display 
To  emulate  his  miDd. 


"  The  deiv,  the  blossoins  of  the  tree, 
'^Titli  ctmrnis  intonstunt  sLtue ; 

jTbeir  ciiarms  were  lib,  but,  woe  to  me  I 
Their  toDSlancj  was  mine. 

"For  Btill  I  tried  each  fickle  wt 

Impo  nil  Data  Biid  vain ; 
And  whiio  liia  passion  tou^ 

I  triumphed  in  liia  iiain: 

''Till,  quite  dejected  with  m; 

He  left  mo  to  tny  pride; 
And  siiuglit  A  Bolitude  forloi 

III  secrut,  where  he  died. 


S^-EET  WnXIAM'S  FAP.EWELL  TO 
BLACK-EYED  SUSAX. 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fieet  woa  moor«d, 
The  etrenmera  waving  in  the  wind. 

When  black-eyed  Susan  name  flbonrd. 
Oil  1  where  Bhall  I  my  Ime-loiTe  find  I 

Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  mo  trne, 

If  my  sweet  William  eniU  among  jour  tw 

am,  who  high  npon  the  yard 
icted  with  the  billows  to  and  frw, 
as  her  well-known  Toico  he  heard, 
)  sighed  and  east  his  eyes  below : 
cord  slides  swiftly  throogb  liis  glnirt 

hen  da, 
,  quick  M  lightning,   on  the  dM^ 

etuid^  -^g 


And  well  my  life  Bhall  p^ 
I'U  seek  the  Bolitudo  he  songi., 
And  stretch  mo  where  he  lay. 

"And  thert  forlorn,  despalriug,  hid, 

I'll  lay  mo  down  Biid  die ; 
Twas  so  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

And  so  for  him  will  I." 

"Forbid  it,  heaven!  "  the  hermit  cried, 
And  cliis[icd  her  to  liis  breast; 

The  wointfring  fair  one  turned  to  chide, - 
'TwHs  Edwin's  self  that  prest. 

"Turn,  Angelina,  over  dear. 

My  cliaruier,  turn  to  see 
Thy  own,  thy  long-lost  Edwin  hero. 

Restored  to  love  and  ihee. 

'■  Tims  let  mo  hold  theo  to  my  liearf. 

And  every  eare  resign ; 
And  mIiuU  we  never,  never  part. 

My  li|-L^niy  nil  that's  mine ! 

"  Xo,  never  from  tliis  hour  to  part. 

Well  livo  Olid  love  so  true; 
Tliesigb  Ihat  rends  thy  constant  heart 

Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too." 


le  BWMt  lark,  high  poised  ia  sir,   ^ 

^.iiita  close  hia  pinions  to  hiJi  1)ren»it 
chance  his  mate's  shrill  call  he  hear, 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  ne-1. 
10  noblest  captain  in  the  Itrilisb  Heet 
Might  envy  William's  lip  those  kis'es  iwe* 

O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear, 
My  vows  shall  ever  true  remain  ; 
;t  me  kiss  off  that  falling  tear ; 
Wo  only  part  to  meet  again. 

Change,  as  ye  list,  yo  winds ;  my  heart  s!i 


that  still  points  to  ih 

tSctievo  not  what  the  landmen  say, 
M'ho  tempt  with  doubts  thy  Cimstantniin 

Tliey'Il  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  awey. 
In  every  port  a  mistress  find : 

Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  tlicy  fell  thw-: 

For  thou  art  present  whereso'er  I  go. 

If  to  fair  India's  coast  we  sail. 
Thy  eyes  are  seen  in  diamonds  briglit. 

Thy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale, 
Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  white. 

Tliiis  every  beauteous  object  that  I  yiew, 

Wilkes  in  my  soul  some  chann  of  lovely  S 


THE  SEAHAH'S  HAPPT  BETUBN. 


SIS 


«ttle  call  ma  from  thy  Anns, 

;  my  pratty  Siuan  mODm ; 

annona  roar,  yet  safe  irom  harms, 

a  shall  to  hi*  dear  retDrn. 

IS  onde  the  balls  that  round  mo  fly, 

ions  tears  ahonld  drop  from  Sosan's 


iwaia  gave  the  dreadful  word. 
Is  their  swelling  bosom  spread ; 
r  most  she  stay  aboard ; 
issed,  she  sighed,  be  hmig  his  head, 
ding  boat  tmwiUiDg  rows  to  land : 
be  cries ;  and  waved  her  lily  band. 


-EAMAN'S  HAPPT  RETURN, 
il  did  cut  DO  light,  being  darkened 

dark  time  of  night  did  the  skies 

a  river  by,  there  were  ships  sail- 
loit  fair  I  spied,  crying  and  wiuling. 

maid  I  stept,  asking  what  grieved 
/ercd  me  and  wept,  tatea  bad  de- 

h  prest,  qaoth  she,  to  cross  the 
.ves  h>  make  the  ship  ever  in  motion. 

seven  years  and  more,  Ix>th  being 

left  (HI  shore,  grief  to  endure. 

£ed  bock  to  turn,  if  life  was  spared 


1  death  bath  de- 


ef  I  daily  i 
rred  him. 


a  brisk  lad  she  spied,  made  her  od- 


i  she  received  pleased  her  desire. 
e  safe,  qnotb  ijie,  will  he  come  net 


1  «Ei«wer  made,  Virgin,  pray 


Under  one  banner  bright,  for  England's  glory, 
YoQr  love  and  I  did  fight — mark  well  my 

By  an  unhappy  shot  we  two  were  parted ; 
His   death's    wonnd  then  he    got,  thon^ 
valiant-hearted. 

All  this  I  witness  can,  for  I  stood  by  him. 

For  courage,  I  must  say,  none  did  ontvie 

He   still    would   foremost  be,  striving  fw 

honor ; 
But  fortune  b  a  cheat, — vengeance  upon  herl 

But  ere  he  was  quite  dead,  or  his  heart 
broken, 

To  me  these  words  he  sud,  Pray  give  thta 

To  my  love,  for  there  is  than  she  no  fwrer ; 
Tell  her  she  must  be  kind  and  love  the 

Intombed  he  now  doth  lye  in  stately  manner, 
'Cause  he  fought  valiantly  for  love  and  hon- 

That  right  ho  had  in  you,  to  mo  he  gave  it; 
Sow  since  it  is  my  due,  pmy  let  me  have  it. 

She,  raging,  flung  away  like  one  distracted. 
Not  knowing  what  to  say,  nor  what  she 

So  last  she  cursed  her  fate,  and  showed  bei 

anger, 
Saying,  Friend,  you  come  too  late,  I  'II  have 

no  stranger. 

To  your  own  house  return,  I  am  best  pleased 
Here  for  my  love  to  mourn,  since  he 's  de- 
ceased. 
In  sable  weeds  I  'II  go,  let  who  wiil  jeer  me ; 
Since  death  has  served  me  Bo,  none  shall 


The  chaste  Penelope  monmed  for  Ulysses; 
I  hove  more  grief  than  she,  robbed  of  my 

blisses. 
I  '11  ne'er  lovo  man  agun,  therefore  pray  bear 

1  '11  slight  yon  with  disdain  if  you  come  near 


i-M) 
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I  know  he  lovL-d  mo  well,  for  when  we 

Noue  did  in  grji'f  eicol, — both  were  trne- 

beorted. 
Those    promises   we    mode    ne'er   thftll   be 

broken  ; 
TlioMS  words  Umt  then  he  said  ne'er  slull  be 

lie   heuring   what  ebe    saJA,  iniulo  hie  love 

stronger ; 
Off  bis  disguise  be  Idd,  and  staid  r 
When  her  dear  love  she  knew, 

Into  bis  arms  eho  flew, — such  is  Ir 

lie  asked  her  how  she   liked   bid 

feiting, 
Wbetber  sbo  was  well  jileased  with 

greeting  I 
Tou  ure  well  vereei],  quoth  she,  ii. 

speech  ea, 
Could  vriu  coin  money  bo,  you  might  get 

0  happj  gale  of  wind  that  waft  tbeo  over! 
Uaj'  heaven  preserve  tliat  sliip  that  brought 
my  lover  1 

slander ; 
Thou  shalt  my  Hero  be,  I  thy  Leander. 

Dido  of  Carthago  queen  loved  stout  JEiietuf, 
But  my  Iruo  iovo  is  found  more  (riic  than  be 

Venus  ne'er  fonder  waa  of  yonnger  Adonis, 
Than  I  will  bo  of  thee,  since  thy  love  her 


Then   hand  in   hand  they  walk   with   mirth 
They  hingb,  they  kiss,  they  talk— love  knowa 


sing— but   she  singt 


Now  both  do 
clearest 
r.ike   nightingale   in    spnng,    Welcome    my 


THE  EVE  OF  ST.  AOSEa 


St.  Aosbs'  Erx— Ah,  bitter  chili  ft  nut 
Tlie  owl,  for  all  his  featliers,  was  n-eulil; 

The  hare  limped  trembling  tlirougb  thv  (r*  ton 

And  silent  was  the  fiiick  in  woolly  fijU : 
Numb  were  llie  beBdniau's  finger*  while  in 

told 

ary,  and  while  his  frosted  breidh, 

oua  incense  from  a  censer  old, 

I  taking  (light  fur  heaven  wttlioitt  a 

Seatli, 

le  «weet   viri^'s  picture,  wlille  bh 

prayer  he  saith. 


yer  he  enith,  this  patient,  holy  dim)  ; 
akes  his   lamp,  and  ri»eth  from  hii 

ineea, 
And  Ij.iok  rclTirneth,  mea^-ro,  bnrefi'Ot,  wio, 
Along  the  cbapei  aisle  by  alow  degrees ; 
The  sculptured  dead,  on  each   side  aeem  Id 

Emprisoned  in  black,  purgatorial  rails ; 
Kniglits,  ladies,  praying  in  dumb  orat'ries, 
IIo  passed  by ;  and  his  weak  spirit  fails 
To  think  how  they  may  ache  in  icy  hoodi 
and  mails. 


Northward  be  turneth  through  a  little  door, 
And  scarce  three  step*,  ere  ninsic's  goldaii 

tongue 
Flattered  to  tears  this  aged  man  and  poor^ 
But  no — already  bad  his  death-bell  rang. 
The  joys  of  a]l  his  life  were  said  and  sung: 
His  was  harsh  penance  on  St.  Agnea'  Eve; 
Another  way  he  went,  and  soon  among 
Rough  ashes  sat  he  for  hia  soul's  repricTe. 
And  all  night  kept  awake,  for  sinneri'  tit 

to  grieve. 


That  ancient  beadsman  beard  IQe  pretnde  soft; 
And  so  it  chanced,  for  many  a  door  waa  wiile 
From  hurry  to  and  fvo.    Soon,  up  aloft, 
The  silver,  snarling  trumpets  'gan  to  chide: 
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1  oluunben,  read;  with  thdr  pride, 

wing  to  receive  &  thousand  gnesta ; 

ed  mogfllB,  ever  eager-ejed, 

irlier«  upon  their  beads  the  cornice 

Bta, 

r  blowD  back,  and  winga  pat  crow- 

ise  on  their  breasta. 


1  hunt  in  the  ai^ent  revelrj', 
me,  tiara,  and  all  rich  array, 
IS  aa  shadows  haunting  fairUj 
tin,    new-atoffed,    in    jonth,    with 
inmpba  gt.j 

mance.    These  let  as  wish  kwaj  ; 
I,  sole-thoaghted,  to  one  ladj  there, 
leart  had  brooded,  all  that  wintry 
■J. 

and  winged  SL  Agnes'  suntiy  care, 
id  beard  old  damea  fall  maoj  times 


I  her  how,  upon  St  Agnea'  Eve, 
jgins  might  have  visions  of  delight, 
adorings  from  their  loves  receive. 
'  honejed  middle  of  the  night, 
icies  due  they  did  aright ; 
jrlesa  to  bed  they  mnst  retire, 
;b  snpine  their  beanties,  lily  white; 
behind,  nor  eidewaya,  bat  require 
en  with  upward  eyea  for  all  that 
ey  desire. 


>ia  whim  waa  thoaghtfnl  Madeline ; 

ic,  yearning  like  a  god  in  pain, 

wly  heard;  her  maiden  eyea  divine, 

1  the  floor,  aaw  many  a  sweeping 

un 

-she  heeded  not  at  all ;  in  vain 

my  a  tiptoe,  amorona  cavalier, 

k  retired ;  not  cooled  by  high  dis- 

dn, 

law  not ;  her  heart  was  otherwhere ; 

ed  for  Agnes'  dreams,  the  sweetest 


ed  along  with  ragne,  regardleaa  eyes, 
ber  S{ii^  her  breathing  ^nick  and 
ort; 


The  hallowed  honr  was  near  at  hand;  ahe 

Amid  the  limbrals,  and  the  thronged  resort 
Of  whisperers  in  anger,  or  in  sport ; 
llid  looks  of  love,  defiance,  hate,  and  aoorn, 
Hoodwinked  with  f^y  fancy ;  all  amort 
Save  to  SL  Agnes  and  her  lambs  onahom. 
And  all  the  bliss  to  t>e  before  to-morrow 


So,  purposing  each  moment  to  retire. 

She    lingered   still.     Ueantlme,   across  the 

Had  come  young  Porphyro,  with  heart  on  fire 
For  Madeline.    Beride  the  portal  doors, 
Buttressed  irom  moonlight,  stands  he,  and 

implores 
All  saints  to  give  him  sight  of  Madeline ; 
Bnt  for  one  moment  in  the  tedious  hours, 
That  he  might  gaze  and  worship  all  onseen ; 
Perchance  speak,  kneel,  tonch,  kiss — in  sooth 

anch  thinga  have  been. 


He  ventures  in  ;  let  no  buzzed  whisper  tell ; 
All  eyes  be  muffled,  or  a  hundred  swords 
Will  atorm  his  heart,  love's  feverous  citadel; 
For  him,  those    chamtiers    held    barbarian 

hordes, 
Hyena  foemen,  and  hot-bloodod  lords, 
Whose  very  dogs  would  execrations  howl 
Against  his  lineage ;  not  one  breast  affords 
Him  any  mercy,  in  that  mansion  foul, 
Save  one  old  beldame,  weak  in  body  eud  in 

soul. 


Ah,  happy  chance !  the  aged  creature  come^ 
Shuffling  along  with  ivory-headed  wand. 
To  where  he  stood,  bid  from  the  torch's 

Behind  a  broad  hall-pillar,  far  beyond 
The  sound  of  merriment  and  chorus  bland. 
He  startled  her ;  but  soon  she  knew  his  face 
And  grasped  his  fingers  in  her  palsied  band. 
Saying,    "Mercy,  Porphyro  I  hie  thee  from 

this  place ; 
They  are  all  here  to-night,  the  whole  blood- 
thirsty raoe  I 


roEus  or  love 


"  Ciet  liencc !    get  hence  1    there's  dwarSsh 

UUdebrand ; 
lie  Lul  a  fever  late,  and  in  '.he  fit 
Ue  cureed  tlice   nnd  thine,  both  house  aod 

Then  there's  tiiat  oM  Lord  Maurice,  not  a 

whit 
More  tamo  fijr  his  grnj  hairs — Alas  me !  flit ! 
Flit  like  fl  gliost  away  1 " — "Aii,  goasip  dear, 
We're  safuenuugh;  here  in  this  i  ' 

And  l«ll  me  how"— "Good  Bainta, 

Follow  mo,  c-liild,  or  else  lhes«  stor 
thy  biL'r." 


Ue  followed  tlirough  n  lowly  arch« 
liriiahing  the  eobwolis  nitli  his  lofl 
And  UB  she  umttered  "  Well-a — well 
Hu  fuuuil  liim  in  a  little  moonlight  ivui 
!'al>>,  latiiLod,  cliill,  and  silent  as  a  tomb. 
"  Now  tt'l)  me  where  is  Madeline,"  aaid  he, 
'Oh  tell  iiic,  Angela,  by  llie  holy  loom 
Which  none  but  secret  sisterhood  may  sec, 
When   lliey   St.  Agues'   wool   are   weavin; 


Ilia  Iftdy's  purpose  ;  and  he  ivaiee  miuJ 
Tears,  at  the  thonght  of  those  enchnnitiituif 
And  Madeline  asleep  in  lap  <'f  lre«nd«  old. 


Snddeu  a  thought  c&mo  like  a  fnU-blovs 

;  his  brow,  and  lu  liis  pained  he&rt 
irple  riot ;  then  doUi  he  propose 
igem,  that  makes  the  beldame  rUttr 
el  man  and  impious  thou  an  I 
ady,  let  her  pray,  and  sleep  aai  dnaa 
rith  her  good  angeU,  tar  apart 
icked  men  like  thee.  Go,  gol  I  dMm 
inst  not  snrely  be  the  same  tliat  tl 
Udst  seem." 


at  tll«a 

I 


"  St.  Agnes :  All !  it  is  St.  Agnes'  Eve- 
Yet  men  will  murder  upon  holy  days ; 
Thou  must  luiU  water  in  a  witch's  sieve. 
And  be  liogc-Iord  of  all  the  elves  and  fays. 
To  venture  .-o.    Il  fills  mo  with  nmnze 
To  see  thee  Torphyro !— St.  Agnes'  Eve  I 
God's  help!  my  lady  fair  the  conjurer  plays 
This  very  night ;  good  angels  her  deceive  I 
But  let  me  laugh  awhile,  I've  niickle  lim 
to  grieve." 


Feebly  she  laiigliclh  in  the  languid  moon. 
While  Piirphyrci  npon  her  face  dolh  look. 
Like  pu/zK'<l  orcbiu  on  nn  aged  crone 
Who  keepeth  closed  a,  wondrous  riddle-book. 
As  sjwotai-Kd  slie  sits  in  chimney  nook. 
But  soon  lii*  eyes  crew  brilliant,  when  slie 
told 


. ...  not  harm  her,  by  all  saints  I  swearr 
Quoth  Porphyro;  "Oh  may  I  ne'er  find  gnx 
When  my  weak  voice  shall  whisper  its  Ivt 

prayer, 
10  of  her  soil  ringlets  I  displace. 
Or  look  with  ruffian  pas^on  in  her  face; 
Good  Angela,  believe  me  by  these  tears ; 
Or  I  will,  even  in  o  moment's  space. 
Awake,  with  horrid  shont,  my  foemen's  ears. 
And  beard  them,  though  they  be  more  fanged 

than  wolves  and  bears." 


'Ahl  why  wilt  thon  affright  a  feeble soolt 
A  poor,  weak,  palsy-stricken,   chnrch-yard 

Whose  pttEsing-bell  may  ere  the  midnight 

toU; 
Whose  prayers  for  thee,   each   mora  and 

evening, 
Were  never  missed."    Thas  plaining,  dotl, 

she  bring 
A  gentler  speech  from  burning  Porphyro ; 
So  wofnl,  and  of  sneh  deep  Borrowing, 
That  Angela  gives  promise  she  will  do 
Whatever  he  shall  wish,  betide  her  well « 


TEE    ETE    OF   ST.    AONES. 


ass 


raa,  to  lead  bim,  in  close  Beorecj, 
Madeline's  chamber,  and  there  hide 
a  closet,  of  saoii  privacy 
might  see  her  beaaty  nuespied, 
1  perhaps  that  niglit  a  peerless  bride; 
igioned  fairiea  paced  the  coverlet, 
e  eDchantment  held  hefdeepy-eyed. 
•n  sncb  a  night  have  lovers  met, 
[eriin  pud  His  demon  all  the  mon- 
Irons  debt. 


3  be  as  thon  wlshest,"  s^d  the  dame ; 
te«  and  dainties  shtJl  be  stored  there 
on  this  feast-night;  by  the  tamboor 

a  lute  thon  wilt  see ;  no  time  to  spare, 
n  slow  and  feeble,  and  scarce  dare 
I  a  catering  trust  my  dizzy  head, 
tre,  my  oliild,  with  patienee  kneel  in 
lyer 

lile.   Ah!  thon  moat  needs  the  lady 
d, 
I  never  leave  ray  grave  atnong  the 


ig  she  hobbled  off  with  bosy  fear, 
er's  endless  minutee  slowly  pass'd ; 
□«  retumM,  and  whlsper'd  in  bis  eur 
■w  her;  with  aged  eyes  aghast 
right  of  dim  espial.    Safe  at  last, 
h  many  a  dusky  gallery,  they  gain 
uden's  chamber,  silken,  hasli'd  and 

Por])byro  took  covert,  pleased  amain. 
sr  guide  harried  back  with  agues  in 

xzn. 
tering  hand  upon  the  balustrade, 
vs^  waa  feeling  for  the  stair, 
Madeline,  SL  Agnen'  charmed  maid, 
ike  a  mlaaioned^irit,  unaware; 
iver  titer's  light,  and  pious  care, 
lied,  and  down  the  aged  gossip  led 
te  levd  matlinfr    Now  prepare, 
Por^yiv,  for  gaiing  od  that  bedl 
mea,  tba  eoatM  agdo,  tike  ring-dove 


xsui. 

Out  went  the  taper  as  site  hurried  in ; 
Its  little  smoke,  in  pallid  moonshine,  died; 
She  closed  the  door,  she  panted,  all  akin 
To  ^irits  of  the  air,  and  visions  wide ; 
No  nttered  tillable,  or,  woe  betide  I 
But  to  her  heart,  her  heart  was  voluble, 
Paiaing  with  eloquence  her  balmy  side; 
As  thoDgh  a  tonguelese  nightingale  should 

swell 
Her  throat  in  vain,  and  die,  heart-stifled  Id 

her  dell. 


A  casement  high  and  triple-arohed  there  wa^ 
All  garlanded  with  carven  imageries 
Of  fruits,  and  flowers,  and  bunches  of  knot- 
grass. 

And  diamonded  with  panes  of  quaint  device, 
Innumerable  of  stains  and  splendid  dyes. 
As  are  the  tiger-moth's  deep-dam nsked  wings; 
And  in  the  midst,  'moDg  thon^and  heraldries, 
And  twilight  sninti!,  and  dim  omblazoninga, 
A  shielded  scutcheon  blashed  with  WvoH  of 
queens  and  king^. 


Full  on  thi5  casement  shone  the  u'liitrv  moon, 
And  threw  warm  gnles  on  Madeline's  fiur 

breast, 
As  down  she  knelt  for  heaven's  grace  and 

Rose-bloom  fell  on  her  hands,  together  prest, 
And  on  ber  silver  cross  soft  ametliyat. 
And  on  her  hair  a  glory,  like  a  saint ; 
She  seemeda  splendid  angel,  newly  drest. 
Save  wings,  for  heaven.  Porphyro  f;rcw  faint 
She  knelt,  sii  pure  a  thing,  so  free  Irom  mortal 
taint. 


Anon  his  heart  revives;  her  vesiicrs  done. 
Of  all  its  wreathed  pearls  her  hair  she  frees; 
Cnclasps  her  wormeil  jewels  one  by  one; 
Loosens  her  fragrant  bodice;  by  degrees 
Her  rich  attire  creejis  rustling  to  Ikt  knee»; 
Ilalf-hidden,  like  a  mermaid  in  sea-weed. 
Pensive  awhile  she  dreams  nuake,  and  see^ 
In  fancy,  fair  St.  Agnes  in  her  bed, 
But  dares  not  look  behind,  or  all  the  chami 
isfled. 


POEUS    OF   LOVE 


8oon,  trciiililing  In  her  boll  aud  cbilly  neat, 
In  sort  of  wakeful  awooo,  jierplesedBhe  lay, 
Until  thw  jKippied  wnrmth  of  sleep  oppressed 
Her  Boptlied  limbs,  find  eouI  fatigned  nwoy; 
Fluu-n  like  a  thought,  iintiL  the morrow-diiy  i 
niisafnlly  liavened  both  from  joy  and  pain; 
Cluspod  like  a  nii^sul  where  swart  PsynimB 

pray; 
Blinded  alike  from  snushiDe  niid  from  i^n, 
As  though  a  rose  should  shut,  aad  "--  -  •    ' 

again. 


These  delioatea  helieapnliriib  globing  liiaJ 
Un  golden  djahes  and  iii  haskuta  bright 
Of  wreathed  silver.    Siiuiptuoos  tliey  atoiij 
In  the  retired  quiet  uf  the  night, 
Filling  the  chilly  room  with  perfume  li^iit- 
"  And  now,  ray  love,  my  seraph  fair  aril;*! 
Thoa  art  my  heaven,  and  I  thine  tsremile; 
Open  thine  eyes,  for  meek  St.  Agam'  tai.*, 
Or  I  shall  drowse  bcaide  thee,  so  my  ud 
'  '.h  ache." 


Stolen  to  tliis  paradise,  and  so  enli 
Porphyi'o  gazed  npon  bor  emjity  d 
And  listoDi'd  to  lier  breathing,  if  i 
To  wake  into  a  slumberous  tender: 
Whith  wlii^ri   ho  heard,  that  mim 

lie.*. 
And  bre^LlLtd  himself;  then  from 

eropt, 
Noiselesa  aa  I'car  in  a  wide  wildemcM, 
And  over  tlie  linshcd  carpet,  silent,  etept. 
And  'tween  the  curtains  peeped,  where,  !o  I- 

how  fusl  she  slept. 


Tlien  by  llio  hed-side,  where  the  faded  moon 
Made  a  dim,  silver  tiviligbt,  soft  he  set 
A  table,  and,  half  anguished,  threw  tliorcon 
A  cloth  of  woven  crinison,  gold,  aud  jet: — 
Oh  for  some  drowsy  Morpbenn  amnlet  [ 
Tiie  boisterous,  midniglit,  festive  clarion, 
Tlie  kettle-drum,  and  far-henrd  ckrionet. 
Affray  lii^  oar^,  thongb  but  in  dying  tone : — 
Tlie  hall-door  sJiuts  again,  and  all  the  noise 


And  still  she  slept  an  a7iire-Ildded  sleep, 
In  blanched  linen,  smooth,  and  lavotidercd  ; 
While  he   from  forth  the  closet  brought   a 

Of  caridii'd  apple,   quince,  and  plum,  and 

gourd ; 
Witli  jellies  soother  than  the  creamy  curd, 
And  lucent  «yrop!i,  tinct  with  cinnamon ; 
Manna  and  liates,  in  argosy  transferred 
From  Fez;  and  spiced  dainties,  every  one. 
From  sQken  Samarcand  to  cedared  Lebanon. 


hispering,  hie  warm,  nnnerved  ana 
I  ber  pillow.    S)iadeil  was  her  dma 
WHS  D  midni^ 


ble  to  mete  as  iced  stretuii ; 
trouB  salvers  iu  the  moonlight  glcrai; 
;olden  fringe  upon  the  CArpel  U«a; 
ed  he  never,  never  eonld  redeem 
noh  a  steadfast  spell  Itii  lady^  ffta: 
ased  awhile,  entoiled  in  woofed  pbenta- 


Awakeaing  up,  he  took  her  hollow  lute,— 
Tumultuous,— and,  in  chords  that  t«udere«t 

be, 
He  played  an  ancient  ditty,  long  since  mutr. 
Ill  Provence  called   '^La   belle   dame  sam 

Close  to  her  ear  touching  the  melody; — 
Wherewith  disturbed,  she  uttered  asoft  moan ; 
He  ceased—she  panted  quick — and  snddenl; 
iler  blue  aSrayed  eyes  wide  open  shone; 
Upon  his  knees  he  sank,  pale  as  amooth' 
sculptured  stone. 


Her  eyes  were  open,  bnt  she  still  beheld, 
Now  wide  awake,  the  vision  of  her  sleep. 
There  was  a  painful  change,  that  nigh  ei 

pelled 
The  blisses  of  her  dream  so  pur«  and  deep ; 
At  which  fair  Madeline  began  to  weep. 
And  moan  forth  witless  words  with  many  i 

sigh; 
While  still  her  gaze  on  Porphyro  wooU  keen 


THE  BTE  07  8T.  AOHES. 


t,  with  joined  hands  and  piteoiu 
move  or  ipeAk, Bh«  looked  80  dreuu' 


phyro!  "  Bttid  she,  "but  even  now 
was  at  eweet  tremble  in  mine  ear, 

ble  with  every  sweetest  tow  ; 
sad  ej'es  were  spiritual  and  dear ; 

ged    thon  tutl   how  pallid,  chill. 


irl 


lat  T 


le  aguD,  mj  Forphyro, 
aortal,  those  compMnings 


ae  not  in  thia  etenud  woe, 

I  diest,  my  love,  I  know  not  where 


nortol  man  impassioned  &r 
olaptnoaa  aocenti,  be  arose, 
lashed,  and  like  a  throbbing  star 
the  sa|>phire  heaven's  deep  repose ; 
vnm  he  melted,  as  the  rose 
td  odor  with  the  violet, — 
■weet;    meantime  the   frost-wind 

s  alamm  patl«ring  the  sharp  sleet 
e  window-panes ;  St  Agnes'  moon 


;  quick  patt«reth  the   Saw-blown 

o  dream,  my  bride,  mj  Madeline  I  " 
the  iced  gusta  still  rave  and  beat : 
ti,Blas:  alas!  and  woe  is  mine ! 
will  leave  me  here  to  fade  and 

lat  traitor  could  thee  hither  bring? 
'^  for  my  heart  is  lost  in  thine, 
oa  forsakwt  a  deceived  thing; — 
'lom  and  loet,with  sick,  nnprnned 


linet  nreet  dreamer  1  lovely  bride! 

:  b«  for  aja  thy  vaMal  Idest? 

f'a  ahUd,  hMrt-(luv»«d  and  vermeil 


Ah,  aUver  shrine,  here  will  I  take  my  km 
Aiter  so  many  hours  of  toil  and  quest, 
A  famished  pilgrim, — saved  by  miracle. 
Though  I  have  funnd,  1  will  not  rob  thy  nest 
Saving  of  thy  Bweet  self;  if  thou  think'st  well 
To  trust,  lair  Madeline,  to  no  rude  infidel. 


"  Ilark  1  'tis  an  eUn  storm  from  fairy  land, 
Of  haggard  seeming,  bnt  a  boon  indeed : 
Arise — arise!  the  morning  is  at  hand; — 
The  bloated  wassulera  will  never  heed. 
Let  us  away,  my  love,  with  happy  speed ; 
There  ore  no  ears  to  hear,  or  eyes  to  see, — 
Drowned  all  in  Rhenish  and  the  sleepy  meail. 
Awake  I  arise !  jay  love,  and  fearless  be, 
For  o'er  the  sonthem  moors  I  have  a  home 
for  thee." 


She  hurried  at  his  words,  beset  with  fears. 
For  there  were  sleeping  dragons  all  around. 
At  glaring  watch,  perhaps,  with  reodyspcara — 
Down  the  wide  stairs  a  dnrkling  way  they 

In  all  the  house  was  heard  no  human  sound. 
A  chain-drooped  lamp  was  flickering  by  each 

The  arras,  rich  with  horseman,  hawk,  and 

bound, 
FIntteredin  the  besieging  wind's  nproor; 
And  the  long  carpets  rose  along  the  gnsiy 


They  glide,  like  phantoms,  into  the  wide  hall ! 
Like  phantoms  to  the  iron  porch  they  glide, 
Where  lay  the  porter,  in  uneasy  sprawl. 
With  a  hnj^e  empty  flagon  by  bis  side ; 
The  wakeful  bloodhound  ro!<e,  ntid  shook  hi.* 

But  Lis  sagacious  eye  an  inmate  owns ; 
Hy  one,  and  one,  the  bolts  full  eiisy  slide; 
The  chains  lie  silent  on  the  footworn  stones: 
The  key  tuma,  and  the  door  upon  its  hingeE 


And  they  are  gone !  ay,  ages  long  ago 
These  lovers  fied  away  into  the  «U>Tm. 
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That  nigbt  the  baron  dreamt  of  manj  a  woe, 
And  all  Ilia  uiirrlur-giiests,  with  xbade  and 

Of  ivitth,  and  demon,  and  large  ooffin-wonn, 
'Wure  long  be-Dightmared.  Angela  the  old 
Died  ]jal*y-tiv itched,  with  meagre  feoe  de- 

The  beadsman,  after  thonaand  nves  told, 
For  aye  imsunght-for  elept  among  his  aahoS 


THE  BR1JJAI>  OF  AKBA] 

'Bibb  up,  ri-^e  up,  Xariful    la; 

cushion  down ; 
Riee  up,  come  to  the  wiudow,  and 

all  the  town  I 
From  gay  piilar  and  violin  the  to, 

m  «,„i„|.. 
And  the  lovclv  lute  doth  speak  bet 

tmmpets'  lordly  blowing, 
And   baaiitrs   bright  from  lattice   lijiht  are 

waving  every  where, 
And  the  tall,  tall  plume  of  our  cousin's  bridc- 

Eroom  flonta  proudly  io  the  air. 
JRise  np,  rise   up,   Xarifa  I    lay  iho   golden 

cuflhion  down  ; 
Rise  up,  come  to  the  window,  and  gnro  witli 

all  the  town  t 

■"Arise,  arise,  Xarifa!  I  see  Aailalla's  face — 
He  bends  hiia  tu  the  people  with  a  calm  and 

princely  graoe; 
Through  all  the  land  of  Seres  and  banka  of 

Guailalquivar 
Bode  forth  bridegroom  so  brave  as  he,   bo 

brave  aad  lorely  never. 
Ton  tall  plume  waving  o'er  hw  brow,  of  pnr- 

ple  miied  with  whito, 
[  guess 'twas  wreathed  by  Zara  whom  ho 

will  wed  to-night. 
Rise  up,  rise  up,  Xarifa  1    lay  the  golden 

cushion  down ; 
Rise  up,  come  to  the  window,  imd  gaze  witli 

ail  the  t*)wn ! 

•What    aileth    Ihee,    Xarifa  — what    malies 

thine  eyes  look  down  ? 
Why  stay  ye  from  the  window  far,  nor  gnze 

with  all  the  town  t 


I've  beard  yon  say  mi  many  a  day,  and  sv 

joa  said  the  truth, 
Andalla    rides    wilhoat  a  peAr   among  il 

Granada's  yonlh  : 
Without  a  peer  he  rideth,  and  yon  milk-w^ 

horse  doth  go 
Beneath  his  »tat«ly  miiater,  nitli  a  ddlij 

step  and  Blow ; — 
TTienrise— Oh!  rise,  Xarifa,  lay  the  golfa 

oasLion  down ; 
""  "  a  here  throngb  the  lattice,  you  wn 

gaze  witli  ail  the  town  I " 


Bgri  lady  rose  not,  nor  laid  her  cniiila 

line  she  to  the  window  to  goie  with  k 

the  town  ; 
longh  her  eyes  dwelt  on  her  knee,  i 

vain  her  fingers  strove, 
lioagh  faer  needle  pressed  tlie  vlk,  a 

flower  Xarifa  wove ; 
tonny  roae-bod  aha  had  traced  befin 

the  noise  drew  nigh— 
TImt  bonny  bud  u  tear  etlat'ed,  slow  droopin 

"No — nol"  she  sighs — "  bid  me  not  rise,  ni 

lay  my  cushion  down. 
To  gaze  npon  Andalla  with  all  the  gaai 

town  I" 


■'  Why  ri>^  ye  not,   Xarifa — nor  lay  y« 

cushion  down — 
Why  paze  ye  not,  Xarifa— with  all  the  gaiii 

Hear,  hear  the  trumpet  how  it  swelto,  ni: 

bow  the  people  cry ; 
lie  stops  at  Zura's  palace-gate — ^why  sit  j 

9im— O,  whyf" 
— "  At  Zara's  gat«  stops  Zara's  mato ;  in  hi 

shall  I  discover 
The  dark-eyed  youth  pledged  me  hts  tun 

with  tears,  and  was  my  lover  f 
I  will  not  rise,  with  wenry  eyes,  nor  lay  ir 

cushion  down. 
To  gaze  on  false  Andalla  with  all  the  garir 


THE   DAT-DBEAH. 


THE  DAY-DREAM. 

TSK    BLXSPINO   PALACS. 

)g  j-ear  with  blade  and  sheaf 
and  re-clothes  the  bappf  plains; 

the  sap  within  the  leaf; 
.;«  the  blood  along  the  veins. 
owa,  TBpon  lightly  oorted, 
onnara  from  the  meadows  come, 

and  echoes  of  the  world 
-^  folded  in  the  womb. 

bathes  the  range  of  urns 
T  slanting  terrace-lawn, 
tin  to  his  place  returns, 

the  garden  lake  withdrawn. 
[«  the  banner  on  the  tower, 
lall-hearths  the  festal  fires, 
dc  is  his  Jonrel  bower, 
rot  in  his  gilded  wires. 

ting  martins  warm  their  eggs : 
,  in  those  the  life  is  stuyed. 
e%  from  the  golden  pegs 
leepLly.     No  sound  is  made — 
if  a  gnat  that  sings. 
;e  a  picture  seemeth  all, 
e  old  portraits  of  old  Icings 
itch  the  sleepers  from  the  wall. 

:he  butler  with  a  Sask 

0  bis  kneed,  half-dr^ned ;  and  there 

iled  steward  at  his  task ; 

id-of-boDor  blooming  fair, 

lias  canght  ber  band  in  his ; 

)  are  severed  as  to  speak ; 

tie  ponted  to  a  kiss ; 

ish  is  fiied  upon  her  cheek. 

e  hondred  summers  pass, 
uns,  that  through  the  oriel  shine, 
ims  in  everj  carren  glass, 
aker  brimmed  with  noble  wine. 
m  St  the  banquet  sleeps; 
Jkcs  gathered  in  a  ring, 
the  king  reposing  keeps : 
t  hate  been  a  JoUy  king. 

a  hedge  npehoots,  and  shows 
inc«  lika  a  little  wood ; 
rica,  woodbine,  mistletoes, 
mt,  m\Oi  banebes  red  as  blood : 


All  creeping  plants,  a  wall  of  green 
Close-matted,  bnrr  and  brake  and  briar 

And  glimpsing  over  these,  just  seen. 
High  np,  the  topmost  palace-spire. 


When  will  the  hundred  summers  die. 

And  tbongbt  and  time  be  bom  oguu. 
And  newer  knowledge,  drawing  nigh. 

Bring  truth  that  sways  tlie  soul  of  men  I 
Here  all  things  in  their  place  remun. 

As  all  were  ordered,  ages  since. 
Come  care  and  pleasure,  hope  and  pain. 

And  bring  the  fated  fairy  prince '. 


Yeab  after  year  unto  her  feet, 

She  lying  on  her  conch  alone. 
Across  the  purple  coverlet, 

The  maiden's  jet-black  hair  has  grown ; 
On  either  side  her  tranced  form 

Forth  streaming  from  a  braid  of  pearl ; 
The  slumb'rons  light  is  rich  and  warm, 

And  moves  not  on  the  rounded  ourl. 

Tlie  silk  star-broidered  coverlid 

Unt«  her  limbs  itself  doth  mould. 
Languidly  ever ;  and,  amid 

Her  fall  black  ringlets,  downward  rolled, 
Clows  forth  each  softiy-sliadowed  arm, 

With  bracelets  of  the  diamond  bright. 
Her  constant  beauty  doth  inform 

Stillness  with  love,  and  day  with  light. 

She  sleeps;  her  breathings  are  not  heard 

In  palace  chambers  for  apart. 
The  fragrant  tresses  are  not  stirred 

That  lie  upon  her  charmed  heart. 
She  sleeps;  on  either  hand  npswells 

The  gold-fringed  pillow  lightly  prest; 
She  sleeps,  nor  dreams,  hut  ever  dwells 

A  perfect  form  in  perfect  rest. 


All  precious  things,  discovered  late, 

To  those  that  seek  them  issue  forth ; 
For  love  in  sequel  works  with  fate. 

Anil  draws  tiie  veil  from  liidden  worth. 
He  travels  far  from  other  skies — 

His  mantle  glitters  on  the  rocks — 
A  fairy  prince,  with  joyful  eye^ 

And  lighter-footed  thwi  the  lox. 
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The  bodies  and  the  boDes  of  those 

That  strove  in  other  days  to  pass, 
Are  withered  in  the  thorny  close, 

Or  scattered  blanching  in  the  grass. 
He  gazes  on  the  silent  dead : 

"  They  perished  in  their  daring  deeds." 
This  proverb  flashes  through  his  head : 

^  The  many  fail ;  the  one  succeeds." 

He  comes,  scarce  knowing  what  he  seeks. 

He  breaks  the  hedge ;  he  enters  there ; 
The  color  flies  into  his  cheeks ; 

He  trusts  to  light  on  something  fair ; 
For  all  his  life  the  charm  did  talk 

About  his  path,  and  hover  near 
With  words  of  promise  in  his  walk. 

And  whispered  voices  in  his  ear. 

More  close  and  close  his  footsteps  wind ; 

The  magic  music  in  his  heart 
Beats  quick  and  quicker,  till  he  find 

The  quiet  chamber  far  apart 
His  spirit  flutters  like  a  lark. 

He  stoops — to  kiss  her — on  his  knee : 
"  Love,  if  thy  tresses  be  so  dark, 

How  dark  those  hidden  eyes  must  be ! " 

THE  BEVITAL. 

A  TOUCH,  a  kiss  I  the  charm  was  snapt 

There  rose  a  noise  of  striking  clocks ; 
And  feet  that  ran,  and  doors  that  clapt^ 

And  barking  dogs,  and  crowing  cocks ; 
A  fuller  light  illumined  all ; 

A  breeze  through  all  the  garden  swept ; 
A  sudden  hubbub  shook  the  hall ; 

And  sixty  feet  the  fountain  leapt. 

The  hedge  broke  in,  the  banner  blew. 

The  butler  drank,  the  steward  scrawled, 
rhe  fire  shot  up,  tlie  martin  flew, 

The  parrot  screamed,  the  peacock  squalled; 
rhe  maid  and  page  renewed  their  strife ; 

The  palace  banged,  and  buzzed  and  clackt; 
And  all  the  long-pent  stream  of  life 

Dashed  downward  in  a  cataract. 

And  last  of  all  the  king  awoke. 
And  in  his  chair  himself  upreared. 

And  yawned,  and  rubbed  his  face,  and  spoke; 
"  By  holy  rood,  a  royal  beard  I 


How  say  you  ?  we  have  slept,  my  lord^ 
My  beard  has  grown  into  my  lap." 

The  barons  swore,  with  many  words, 
'T  was  but  an  after-dinners  nap. 

**Pardy  I  "  returned  the  king,  "but  stiD 

My  joints  are  something  stiff  or  so. 
My  lord,  and  shall  wo  pass  the  bill 

I  mentioned  half  an  hour  ago  ? " 
The  chancellor,  sedate  and  vain, 

In  courteous  words  returned  reply ; 
But  dallied  with  his  golden  chain. 

And,  smiling,  put  the  question  by. 

THE  DEPASTUBK. 

And  on  her  lover's  arm  she  leant, 

And  round  her  waist  she  felt  it  fold ; 
And  far  across  the  hills  they  went 

In  that  new  world  which  b  the  old. 
Across  the  hills,  and  far  away 

Beyond  their  utmost  purple  rim, 
And  deep  into  the  dying  day, 

The  happy  princess  followed  him. 

"  I  'd  sleep  another  hundred  yearai, 

0  love,  for  such  another  kiss  I " 
"  Oh  wake  for  ever,  love,"  she  bean^ 

" O  love,  'twas  such  as  this  and  thi&* 
And  o'er  them  many  a  sliding  star. 

And  many  a  merry  wind  was  borne, 
And,  streamed  through  many  a  golden  li 

The  twilight  melted  into  mom. 

"  O  eyes  long  laid  in  happy  sleep  I " 

**  O  happy  sleep,  that  lightly  fled  I  *• 
"  0  happy  kiss,  that  woke  thy  sleep  I " 

"  O  love,  thy  kiss  would  wake  the  da 
And  o'er  them  many  a  flowing  range 

Of  vapor  buoyed  the  crescent  bark ; 
And,  rapt  through  many  a  rosy  change, 

The  twilight  died  into  the  dark. 

*' A  hundred  sunmiers !  can  it  be? 

And  whither  goest  thou,  tell  me  whei 
'*  Oh  seek  my  father's  court  with  me, 

For  there  are  greater  wonders  then  * 
And  o'er  the  hills,  and  far  away 

Beyond  their  utmost  pnrple  rim, 
Beyond  the  night,  across  the  day. 

Through  all  the  world  she  folloirad  hi 


LOVE. 

ghta,  all  pastdoos,  all  delights, 
*  stirs  this  mortal  frame, 
at  ministera  of  love, 
feed  his  sacred  flame, 

r  wakiiig  dreams  do  I 
again  that  ha{>p7  bonr, 
dwaj  OD  the  mount  I  laj, 
le  the  mined  tover. 

QsfaiDe  atealing  o'er  the  scene, 
ded  with  the  lights  of  eve ; 
was  there,  mj  hope,  myjoj, 
iwn  dear  OeDevievel 

)d  against  the  armed  man, 
le  of  the  armed  knight ; 
I  and  liMened  to  mj  la;, 
d  the  lingering  b'ght. 

aira  hath  she  of  her  oim, 
I  my  joy  1  mj  Genevieve  1 

me  best  whene'er  I  ring 
aoDgs  that  make  her  gneve. 

I  soil  and  doleful  air; 
old  and  moving  story — 

ude  song,  that  united  well 
rain  wild  and  hoary. 

led  with  a  flitting  hlnsh, 
rncart  eyes  and  modest  grace ; 
she  knew  I  could  not  choose 
jtxe  upon  her  face. 

'  of  the  knight  that  wore 
shield  a  homing  hrand; 
for  ten  long  years  he  wooed 

lady  of  the  land. 

-  how  he  pined — and  ah  [ 
,  the  low,  the  pleading  tone 
cb  I  sang  another's  love, 
pret«d  my  own. 

ed  with  a  flitting  bloah, 
'ncast  eyea  and  modest  grace ; 
orgave  roe  tltat  I  gazed 
fcoidly  on  her  &ce  I 

I I  told  th^cmel  aoom 

ed  that  bcdd  and  lovely  knight, 


And  that  he  oroesed  the  monntain-wooda, 

Nor  rested  day  nor  night ; 

That  sometdmes  from  the  savage  den, 
And  sometimes  from  the  darksome  shade, 
And  sometimes  starting  ap  at  once 
In  green  and  gnnny  glade, — 

There  came  and  looked  him  in  the  &oe 
An  angel  beautifnl  and  bright; 
And  that  he  knew  it  was  a  fiend, 
This  miserable  knight  I 

And  that,  unknowing  what  he  did. 
He  leaped  amid  a  raurderons  band, 
And  saved  from  outrage  worse  than  death, 
The  bdy  of  the  land; 

And  how  she  wept  and  clasped  his  kneee ; 
And  how  she  t«nded  him  in  vain — 
And  ever  strove  to  eiptate 

The  scorn  that  crazed  his  hrain ; — 

And  that  she  nursed  him  in  a  cave; 

And  how  his  madness  went  away, 

When  on  the  yellow  forest-leaves 

A  dying  man  he  lay ; — 

Ilts  dying  words — hut  when  I  readied 

That  tenderesC  strain  of  all  the  ditty. 

My  faltering  voice  and  pausing  harp 

Disturbed  her  soul  with  pity) 

All  impulses  of  soul  and  sense 
Hod  thrilled  my  guileless  Genevieve; 
The  mouo  and  the  doleful  tale. 
The  rich  and  balmy  eve; 

And  hopes,  and  fears  tltat  kindle  hope, 
An  nndistingoishabie  throng, 
And  gentle  wishes  long  subdned, 
Subdued  and  cherished  long! 

She  wept  with  pity  and  delight — 
She  blushed  with  love,  and  virgin  shame; 
And  like  tlie  murmur  of  a  dream, 
I  heard  her  breathe  my  name. 

Uer  bosom  heaved ;  she  stepped  aside — 
As  conscious  of  my  look  she  atopt — 
Then  suddenly,  with  timorous  eye^ 
She  fled  to  me  and  w^t. 

She  half  iaclosed  me  with  her  arms ; 
She  pressed  me  witli  a  meek  «m\im»% 


P0B1I8    OF    LOTE. 


Anil  beodiag  back  Ler  Leatl,  looked  up, 
And  gazed  upon  my  face. 

'T  WM  portlj  liive,  siid  piirtlj  fear, 
And  [lartlf  't  km  a  baahlU  nrt, 
Thut  I  iniglit  rather  feol,  thun  Boe, 
Tbo  »u't-lliiig  of  bcr  heart. 

I  calmed  her  fonra,  and  she  was  calm, 
And  told  her  love  witli  virgin  pride ; 
And  ill  I  won  my  Genevieve, 
My  bright  uiiJ  bi?au(cons  bi 


ZAHA'S  EAIt-RINQS. 

Urenr-rings!  my  hit- rings !  theyS 

into  the  well, 
And  whut  tu  buy  to  Mtics,  1  isann 

t*ill— 
'T  was  Ctias,   Gruiiada's  founUia   by, 

Albiihurta'  daughter; — 
The  well  ia  deep— for  dowu  tlii'y  lie,  benoatli 

tbo  cold  bluo  water; 
To  njc  dill  .Mni'u  give  tlieni,  wlieu  he  spake 

bis  sail  I'arcwcll, 
And  what  to  »ny  when  he  aogiCi  bnck,  dlas  I 


1  c 


It  tell. 


lly    i'Hr-riiig=  I     my    ear-riugs! — they   wore 

That,  when  ray  Muor  was  fur  uway,  I  ne'er 

dliuuld  Iibii  forgot; 
Tlial  1  ne'er  lo  other  tongues  should  list,  nor 

Boiilu  uu  uthi.T'e  tiiiet. 
But  remember  liu  my  lipg  liod  kisaed,  pure  bs 

tho&u  eai--riiig9  pale. 
"^Vbeu  be  comes  tuck,  nml  bears  tliat  I  Lave 

dropped  them  in  the  well. 
Oh  I  wluit  will  Muea  think  of  nio,?— I  eainiot, 

cannot  tell! 

ily  ear-riiig^l  my  eur-rings! — he'll  siiy  they 

ahiiuld  huve  l>een. 
Not  of  giearl  and  of  silver,  but  of  gold  and 

glittcriiii;  sheen, 
L)f  juaper  and  of  onyx,  imd  of  diiiuicmd  aliin- 

Oluiii^ag  to  the  ehiiugint'  liglit^  with  nuliftnee 
Iniiueere ; 


That  cboogeful  ndnd  oaxiiaBgitig  gant  in 

not  befitting  weQ, 
Thni  will  ho  thiol— and  what  to  uy,  liia 


Ici 


ptlcll. 


Be  11  tidiik,  wlion  I  to  marlMt  went  I  MUnl 

by  the  way; 
Be  11  tliink  a  willing  ear  I  lont  to  aS  tb*  Ui 

might  Bay ; 
Bel]  tiilnk  some  other  lover's  liaitd,  utxat 
my  tresies  doom^ 

tlie  ears  where  lie  lind  placed  Uicin  BQ 
ringa  of  [icflrl  unloo8«il ; 
think  when  I  was  ^lordng  to  btM 
his  marble  well 

aria  fell  in — and  whut  lu  wiy,  oliu! 
cannot  tell. 

uy,  I  am  a  woman,  and  we  are  all  t&i 

uy,  I  loved,  when  he  was  here  b 

wjjisper  of  his  fiam^— 

ben  be  went  to  Tonia,  my  virgin  tntlJ 

had  broken, 
-Vnd  thought  no  more  I'f  Mufa,  and  car«d  U" 

for  his  token. 
My  eur-ringsl  my  ear-ring^;   oh  I   Inckkaa 

Inekless  well, — 
For  whut  to  EaytoMuca—alaa!  Icannottd 

[  'II  tdl  the  trotli  to  Moca— and  I  ho^'C  H 

will  l)elievo — 
That  I  tbongbtof  hiuat  cnomingand  thoD^ 

of  him  at  ere; 
That,  musing  on  my  lover,  when  down  th 

flun  was  gone. 
Ilis  ear-ringa  in  my  hand  I  held,  by  the  fool 

tain  all  alone ; 
And  that  ray  mind  was  o'er  tie  aca,  wbe 

from  my  hand  tliey  fell. 
And  that  deep  hi9  love  ilea  in  my  bcirt,  « 

they  lie  in  the  well. 


SERRANA. 

1  >-e'ek  on  Iho  bonier 
Saw  ^rl  fair  as  Roao, 

The  charming  tnilk-maiden 
Of  sweet  Fmojoaa. 


THE    BPINHIKQ-WHBEL    SONS. 


Once  mfUng  a  jonmej 

To  SanU  Uwia 
Of  CalaUveno, 

From  we&iT  desire 
Of  tlecp,  down  a  Talley 

1  nraj-ed,  where  ;oimg  Ro«a 
I  Hw,  the  inilk-majdeii 

Of  lone  flnojoeo. 

la  «  pleuant  green  meadow. 

IGdst  roMs  and  gnuK^ 
E«r  herd  «Ue  was  tending. 

WithotlierfkirlaasM; 
Bo  lovelj  her  aapeot, 

I  oonld  not  (iippoee  hei 
A  ainiple  millc-^naidea 

Of  nide  Fint^ou. 

I  think  not  primroMi 

Hat-e  half  her  unile'i  sweetneaa, 
Cfr  mild,  modest  beantf ; 

I  apeak  with  discreetneaB. 
(ft,  had  I  beforehand 

But  known  of  this  Boso, 
Tho  I0TCI7  milk-maiden 

OffairFmoJosal 

Her  *ery  sreat  bcaaty 

Had  not  BO  subdned, 
B<.-<'aase  it  had  left  me, 

To  do  as  1  would. 
I  have  Mid  more,  0  fair  one, 

Bj  leorning  't  was  Rosa, 
The  charming  milk-maiden 

Of  Bweet  finqjosa. 

LoFB  DM  Mmmdqia.    (8puilBh.; 


THE  SPINMNG-WHEEL  SOSG. 

ILLOw  the  moonlight  to  ihllte  is  beginning ; 

me  1>7  the  window  jmiag  Eileen  is  spin- 
ning; 

eat  u'er  the  flra,  ber  blind  gnuidmother,  «t- 

ting, 
doaning,  and  moaning,  and  drownl;  knit- 
ting— 

EOe«n,  acLora,  I  hear  some  one  tapping." 

1  if  the  iTj,  dew  mother,  against  the  glass 
flapping." 

QlaHi,  I  mralj  'amr  aoaiibodj  ri^iing." 


"Tie  the  sonnd,  mother  dear,  of  the  sommer 

wind  djing." 
Meirilj,  cheerilj,  noi^y  whirring. 

Swings  the  wheel,  spina  the  reel,  while  the 

foot  'a  stirring; 
Sprightlj,  and  lightlj,  and  urilj  ringing, 
Thrills  the  sweet  voice  of  tiie  jonng  muden 

dnging. 


"  What  'b  that  noise  that  I  hear  at  the  window, 

I  wonder  ( " 
'"Tis  the  little  hirda  chirping  the  hollf-bnah 

"  What  makes  70a  be  shoving  and  moving 

yonr  stool  on, 
And  unging  all  wrong  that  old  song  of  '  The 

Coolunf" 
There's  a  form  at  the  casement — the  form  of 

her  troe-love.— 
And  he  whispers,  with  face  bent,  "  I  'm  wait 

ing  for  jon,  love ; 
Get  np  on  the  stool,  throngh  the  lattice  step 

lightlj, 
We'll  rove  in  the  grove  while  the  moon's 

sliining  brightly." 
Merrily,  cheerily,  noisily  whirring, 
Swings  the  wheel,  spins  the  reel,  while  the 

foot's  stirring; 
Sprightly,  and  lightly,  andsjrily  ringing. 
Thrills  the  sweet  voice  of  the  young  maiden 

singing. 

The  maid  shakes  her  head,  on  her  lip  lays 

lier  fingers, 
Steals  np  from  her  scut — longs  to  go,  and  yet 

lingers; 
A  frightened  glance  turns  to  her  drowsy 

grandmother. 
Puts  one  foot  on  the  stool,  spins  the  wheel 

with  the  other. 
Lazily,  easily,  swings  now  the  wheel  round; 
Slowly  and   lowly  is  heard  now  the  reel's 

Noiseless  and  hght  to  tho  lattice  above  her 
The  maid  steps — then  leaps  to  the  arms  of 

her  lover. 
Slower — and  slower — and  slower  the  wheel 

Lower — and  lower — and  low«tli<ir<;e\'Mi^\ 
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POEMS    OF    LOVE. 


Ere  the  reel  and  the  wheel  stop  their  ringing 
and  moving, 

rhrongh  the  grove  the  young  lovers  by  moon- 
light are  roving. 

JOHlf  FsAHon  Waludl 


WATCH  SONG. 

Thb  son  is  gone  down. 

And  the  moon  upward  springeth ; 
The  night  creepeth  onward ; 

The  nightingale  singeth. 
To  himself  said  a  watchman, 

"  Is  any  knight  waiting 
In  pain  for  his  lady. 

To  give  her  his  greeting? 

Now,  then,  for  their  meeting  I " 

His  words  heard  a  knight, 
In  the  garden  while  roaming: 

'*  Ah,  watchman  I  ^*  he  said, 
^*  Is  the  daylight  fast  coming? 

And  may  I  not  see  her, 
And  wilt  not  thou  aid  me?  " 

**  Go,  wait  in  thy  covert, 
Lest  the  cock  crow  reveille, 
And  the  dawn  should  betray  thee.^' 

Then  in  went  that  watchman. 

And  called  for  the  fair ; 
And  gently  he  roused  her: 

*'  Rise,  lady  I  prepare  I 
New  tidings  I  bring  thee, 

And  strange  to  thine  ear ; 
Ck)me,  rouse  thee  up  quickly — 

Thy  knight  tarries  near ; 

Rise,  lady  I  appear  I '' 

*'  Ah,  watchman  I  though  purely 

The  moon  shines  above, 
Tet  trust  not  securely 

That  feigned  tale  of  lOve. 
Far,  far  from  my  presence 

My  own  knight  is  straying ; 
And,  sadly  repining, 

I  mourn  his  long  staying. 

And  weep  his  delaying.** 

**  Nay,  lady !  yet  trust  me, 

No  falsehood  b  there.*^ 
Then  up  i^rang  that  lady 

And  braided  her  hair. 


And  donned  her  white  garment, 

Her  purest  of  white ; 
And  her  heart  with  Joy  trembling, 

She  rushed  to  the  eight 

Of  her  own  faithftil  knight. 

AxoHmoni.  (G«i 
Translation  of  Edoas  Tatlob. 


THE  OLD  STORY. 

Hb  came  across  the  meadow-paas. 

That  summer  eve  of  eves — 
The  sunlight  streamed  along  the  graa 

And  glanced  amid  the  leaves; 
And  from  the  shrubbery  below, 

And  from  the  garden  trees, 
He  heard  the  thrushes'  music  flow 

And  hmnming  of  the  bees ; 
The  garden  gate  was  swung  apart — 

The  space  was  brief  between ; 
But  there,  for  throbbing  of  his  heart 

He  paused  perforce  to  lean. 

He  leaned  upon  the  garden-gate ; 

He  looked,  and  scarce  he  breathed 
Within  the  little  porch  she  sate. 

With  woodbine  overwreathed ; 
Her  eyes  upon  her  work  were  bent. 

Unconscious  who  was  nigh : 
But  oft  the  needle  slowly  went, 

And  oft  did  idle  lie : 
And  ever  to  her  lips  arose 

Sweet  fragments  sweetly  snng^ 
But  ever,  ere  the  notes  could  dose, 

She  hushed  them  on  her  tongue. 

Her  fjEincies  as  they  come  and  go^ 

Her  pure  face  speaks  the  while ; 
For  now  it  is  a  flitting  glow. 

And  now  a  breaking  smile ; 
And  now  it  is  a  graver  shade. 

When  holier  thoughts  are  there— 
An  angePs  pinion  might  be  stayed 

To  see  a  sight  so  fair; 
But  still  they  hid  her  looks  of  lights 

Those  downcast  eyelids  pale- 
Two  lovely  clouds,  so  silken  white. 

Two  lovelier  stars  that  veiL 

The  sun  at  length  his  burning  edge 

Had  rested  on  the  hiU, 
And,  save  one  thmsb  from  oal  the 

Both  bower  and  grore  were  itilL 


JOCK   or    HAZBLDBAN. 


Bnt  ana  lataetant  nj 
Still  lond  wtt^  tU  paHdi  to  dwtfl, 
Am  chanitad  tlun  to  ttaj— 

It  itok  Mimt  flw  patMrM  Ixngfa, 
And  llmai^  tha  woodbiiw  Mug*, 

Aad  ktoed  flwiuUati'i  nadc  and  Inoir, 
And  baUted  hw  tn  Ite  ttnge. 

"Obeantrof  mrbwutl"  bandd, 

"O  jjiff*;!^  da'*1"l[  "■*»■  t 
¥aa  era- Bgtit  of  eraidne  dwd 

On  InmlLnwa  Wfa>  tiiim>  i 
ThT  dMold  I  war  laan  tUi  ^ot, 

Bntiawnllliaat'' 
A  iwomant  ftoD  tiiat  bmUng  fluniglit 

EOMlUtUafaaM^pid^ 
One  aidd<s,  Bftcd  glanea— but  od»— 

A  tranor  and  •  (tart~ 
9o  gaadj  vaa  tlidr  graatliig  dooa 

Ttet  wlw  would  giHM  tinir  heart  t 

LoBft  long  the  ran  had  nintei  down, 

And  all  bk  golden  hnl 
Had  died  amj  to  Unes  of  brown, 

In  dnaUer  fanee  that  Ml. 
The  graMhopper  was  ohiriniig  ehriU— 

No  other  living  Mnmd 
Accompanied  the  Onj  lUl 

That  gorged  imdtr  gnnmd — 
No  other  living  soond,  nnleee 

Some  qiirit  bent  to  hear 
Low  words  of  hnman  tendemeaa 

And  mingling  wUapera  near. 

The  atara,  like  palUd  genu  at  Srvt, 

Deep  la  tlie  liquid  ikj, 
Now  forth  npoD  thedarlcneai  bnnt, 

Sole  kings  and  lights  on  hi^ ; 
For  eplendoT,  myriad-fiild,  sapreme, 

No  rival  moMiligfat  atrore; 
Nor  lordler  eV  waa  He^er'a  beam. 

Nor  more  mqjeetjo  Jore. 
Bot  what  if  hearta  there  beat  that  night 

That  reeked  not  of  the  iktea, 
Or  onlr  fcdt  thtir  Imaged  li^t 

In  oat  another^  ejeaf 

And  If  two  worida  of  htddea  tfaon^ 

And  longing  panton  met, 
Vhioh,  paadog  Innnan  langoagt^  sooght 

And  (band  an  ntteraiMe  7^ ; 


And  If  tiaj  trembled  aa  Uie  fiowera 

That  droop  aoron  the  itoeam, 
And  Eonae  the  whUa  the  atairr  boon 

'Wait  o'er  them  like  a  dream ; 
And  H  when  oame  the  patting  tim^' 

Ther  fidtared  atlU  and  olnng ; 
What  la  it  all  I — an  andent  rh  jme 

Ten  thooaand  t^^^f  beaong^ 
That  part  (tf  Paradise  wbloh  man 

Wtthont  the  portal  knowa,— 
Whiob  hath  been  dnea  the  worid  begai 

And  Shan  ha  till  ita  duae. 


JOCK  OF  HAZELDBAN. 

"War  weep  TO  bribe  tide^  ladro— 

Whjr  weep  je  bj  the  tide  f 
111  wed  70  to  m<r  Tonngeat  eon, 

And  j9  ahall  be  hia  bride; 
And  70  shall  be  U*  bride,  ladje 

8ee  onneir  to  be  aeen." — 
Bnt  ay  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa* 

Fur  Jock  of  Eueldean. 

"  Now  let  tfata  wQfd  grief  be  done. 

And  diT  that  cheek  so  pale ; 
Touig  Frank  Is  chief  of  Errington, 

And  lord  ofLongler  dale; 
His  step  is  firrt  in  peaoefbl  ha', 

nis  aword  in  battle  keen." — 
Bat  87  she  loot  the  tears  down  &' 

For  Jock  of  Hazeldean. 

"  A  cludn  of  gold  70  shall  not  lack, 

Kor  brdd  to  Mod  your  hair. 
Nor  mettled  honnd,  nor  managed  hawk, 

Nor  palfre7  freeh  and  fair; 
And  70D  the  foremost  of  them  a' 

Shall  ride,  oor  forest  qneeu." — 
But  aj  she  loot  the  tears  down  &' 

For  Jook  of  Hazeldean, 

The  kirk  was  decked  at  morning  tide; 

The  tapers  glimmered  &ir; 
The  priest  and  bridegroom  wut  the  bridi^ 

And  knight  and  dame  are  there ; 
They  soaght  her  both  by  bower  and  ha' ; 

The  ladye  waa  not  aeen. — 
She 's  o'er  the  border,  and  awa' 

Wi'  Jock  of  ITflzeldeflo. 
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LOOHINVAR. 

Oh,  young  Lochinvar  is  oome  ont  of  the 
west; 

Through  all  the  wide  border  his  steed  was 
the  best; 

And  save  his  good  broad-sword  he  weapons 
had  none ; 

He  rode  all  unarmed,  and  he  rode  all  alone. 

Bo  faithful  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 

There  never  was  knight  like  the  young  Loch- 
invar. 

He  staid  not  for  brake,  and  he  stopped  not 

for  stone ; 
He  swam  the  Eske  river  where  ford  there 

was  none ; 
But,  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate, 
The  bride  liad  consented,  the  gallant  came 

late: 
For  a  laggard  in  love,  and  a  dastard  in  war. 
Was  to  w^ed  the  fair  £Uen  of  brave  Lochin- 
var. 


^  boldly  he  entered  the  Netherby  hall, 

'Mong  bridesmen,  and  kinsmen,  and  broth- 
ers, imd  all ; 

Then  spoke  the  bride^s  father,  his  hand  on 
his  sword, 

(For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said  never 
a  word,) 

"  Oh  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in 
war, 

Op  to  dance  at  our  bridal,  young  Lord  Lochin- 
var ? " 


"I  long  wooed  your  daughter,  my  suit  you 

denied — 
Love  swells  like  the  Solway,  but  ebbs  like  its 

tide — 
And  now  I  am  come,  with  this  lost  love  of 

mine, 
f  o  lead  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of 

wine ; 
There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  more  lovely 

by  far, 
That  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  yotmg 

Lochinvar." 


The  bride  kissed  the  goblet — the  knight  toe 

it  up; 
He  quaffed  off  the  wine,  and  he  threw  doi 

the  cup. 
She  looked  down  to  blush,  and  she  looked  i 

to  sigh, 
With  a  smile  on  her  lips,  and  a  tear  in  h 

eye. 
He  took  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mother  coo 

bar, — 
"Now  tread  we  a  measure  I"  said  yooi 

Lochhivar. 

So  stately  his  form,  and  so  lovely  her  facei 
That  never  a  hall  such  a  galliard  did  grace 
While  her  mother  did  fret  and  her  father  d 

fume. 
And  the  bridegroom  stood  dangling  his  bo 

net  and  plume ; 
And  the  bride-maidens  whispered,  "'T  we 

better  by  far 
To  have  matched  our  fair  cousin  with  youi 

Lochinvar." 

One  touch  to  her  hand,  and  one  word  ia  b 

ear. 
When  they  reached  the  hall  door  and  tJ 

charger  stood  near ; 
So  light  to  the  croupe  the  fair  lady  he  awui^ 
So  light  to  the  saddle  before  her  he  sprang 
"  She  is  won  I  we  are  gone,  over  bank,  bnal 

and  scaur; 
They  ^11  have  fleet  steeds  that  follow,"  quot 

young  Lochinvar. 

There  was  moimting  'mong  Grssmos  of  th 

Netherby  dan ; 
Forsters,  Fenwioks,  and  Musgraves,  they  rod 

and  they  ran : 
There  was  racing,  and  chasing,  on  Cannobi 

Lee, 
But  the  lost  bride  of  Netherby  ne^er  did  Ute, 

see. 

So  daring  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 

Have  ye  e^er  heard  of  gallant  like  yooi^ 

Lochinvar  ? 

8n  WAunai  8<vra 
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LOVE  IN  THE  VALLEY. 

r^TDiB  yonder  beeoh-tree  standing  on  the 

green  award, 
CuQched  with  her  arms  behind  her  little  head, 
firr  kneee  folded  up,  and  her  tresses  on  her 

boeom, 
Lies  my  jonng  love  sleeping  in  the  shade. 
Had  I  the  heart  to  slide  one  arm  beneath  her! 
Press  her  dreaming  lips  as  her  waist  I  folded 

slow, 
Waking  on  the  instant  she  oonld  not  but  em- 
brace me — 
Ah !  would  she  hold  me,-  and  never  let  me  go  ? 

6hj  as  the  squirrel,  and  wayward  as  the 
swallow; 

8wift  as  the  swallow  when,athwart  the  west- 
em  flood, 

Cirdcting  the  surface, he  meets  his  mirrored 
winglcts- 

la  that  dear  one  in  her  maiden  bud. 

Shy  as  the  squirrel  whose  nest  is  in  the  pine 
tops; 

Gentle— ah!  that  she  were  jealous — as  the 
dove  I 

Foil  of  all  the  wildness  of  the  woodland  crea- 
tures, 

Happy  in  herself  is  the  maiden  that  I  love  1 

What  can  have  taught  her  distrust  of  all  I  tell 
her? 

Can  she  truly  doubt  me  when  looking  on  my 
brows? 

Kature  never  teaches  distrust  of  tender  love- 
tales — 

What  can  have  taught  her  distrust  of  all  my 
vows? 

SOj  she  docs  not  doubt  me  1  on  a  dewy  eve- 
tide, 

Whispering  together  beneath  the  listening 
moon, 

I  prayed  till  her  cheek  flushed,  implored  till 
she  faltered — 

Flattered  to  my  bosom — ah  I  to  fly  away  so 


Often    she    thinks — ^were    this    wild   thii 

wedded, 
I  should  have  more  love,  and  much  less  cai 
When  her  mother  tends  her  before  the  baa 

ful  mirror, 
Loosening  her  laces,  combing  down  her  cur 
Often   she    thinks — were    this    wild   thi 

wedded, 
I  should  lose  but  one  for  so  many  boys  a 

girls. 

Clambering  roses  peep  into  her  chamber; 
Jasmine  and  woodbine  breathe  sweety  swe< 
White-necked  swallows,  twittering  of  sui 

mer, 
Fill  her  with  balm  and  nested  peace  frc 

head  to  feet. 
Ah  I  will  the  rose-bough  see  her  lying  lone 
When  the  petals  foU  and  fierce  bloom  is 

the  leaves? 
WiU  the    autumn  garners  see  her  still  i 

gathered. 
When  the  fickle  swallows  forsake  the  we< 

iug  eaves  ? 

Comes  a  sudden  question — should  a  stran 

hand  pluck  her  I 
Oh !  what  on  anguisli  smites  me  at  the  tliougl 
Should  some  idle  lordling  bribe  her  mind  w: 

jewels  I — 
Can  such  beauty  ever  tlius  be  bouglit  ? 
Sometimes  the  huntsmen, prancing  down  t 

valley, 
Eye  the  village  losses,  full  of  spri^rlitly  mirt 
They  see,  as  I  see,  mine  is  the  fairest  I 
Would  she  were  older  and  could  read  i 

worth ! 

Are  there  not  sweet  maidens,  if  she  still  de 

me? 
Show  tlio  bridal  heavens  but  one  bright  stf 
Wherefore  thus  then  do  I  chose  a  shadow. 
Clattering  one  note  like  a  brown  eve-jor? 
So  I  rhyme  and  reason  till  she  dorts  bef< 

me — 
Through  the  milky  meadows  from  flower 
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When  at  dawn  she  wakens,  and  her  fait  face 

gazes 
Out  on  the  weather  throngh  the  window 

panes,  ' 

Beauteoos  she  looks  I  like  a  white  water-lil  j 
Bnrsting  out  of  hud  on  the  rippled  river 

plains. 
When  from  hed  she  rises,  clothed  from  neck 

to  ankle 
In  her  long  night  gown,  sweet  as  houghs  of 

May, 
Beauteous  she  looks  I  like  a  tall  garden  lily, 
Pure  from  the  night  and  perfect  for  the  day  I 

Happy,  happy  time,  when  the  gray  star  twin- 
kles 

Over  the  fields  all  fresh  with  hloomy  dew ; 

When  the  cold-cheeked  dawn  grows  ruddy 
up  the  twilight, 

And  the  gold  sun  wakes  and  weds  her  in  the 
hlue. 

Then  when  my  darling  tempts  the  early 
breezes, 

She  the  only  star  that  dies  not  with  the  dark  I 

Powerless  to  speak  all  the  ardor  of  my  pas- 
sion, 

I  catch  her  little  hand  as  we  listen  to  the 
lark. 

Shall  the  birds  in  vain  then  valentine  their 

sweethearts? 
Season  after  season  tell  a  fruitless  tale  ? 
Will  not  the  virgin  listen  to  their  voices? 
Take  the  honeyed  meaning,  wear  the  bridal 

veil? 
Fears  she  frosts  of  winter,  fears  she  the  bare 

branches? 
Waits  she  the  garlands  of  spriDg  for  her 

dower  ? 
Is  she  a  nightingale  that  will  not  be  nested 
Till  the  April  woodland  has  built  her  bridal 

bower? 

Then  come,  merry  April,  with  all  thy  birds 

and  beauties  I 
With  thy  crescent  brows  and  thy  flcwery, 

showery  glee : 
With  thy  budding  leafage  and  fresh  green 

pastures ; 
And  may  thy  lustrous  crescent  grow  a  bon- 

eytnoon  for  me ! 


Come,  merry  month  of  the  cuckoo  and  tbc 

violet  I 
Come,  weeping    loveliness  in  all  thy  blw 

delight  I 
Lol  the  nest  is  ready,  let  me  not  langoifi 

longer  I 
Bring  her  to  my  arms  on  the  first  May  mglit 

6bob«b  Mi 


LADY  CLARE. 

LoBD  Ronald  courted  Lady  Clare, 
I  trow  they  did  not  part  in  scorn ; 

Lord  Ronald,  her  cousin,  courted  her, 
And  they  will  wed  the  morrow  mom. 

"  He  does  not  love  me  for  my  birth, 
Nor  for  my  lands  so  broad  and  fair; 

He  loves  me  for  my  own  true  worth. 
And  that  is  welL"  said  Lady  Clare. 

In  there  came  old  Alice  the  nurse, 
Said,  "Who  was  this  that  went  from  th«»f" 

"  It  was  my  cousin,"  said  Lady  Clare, 
"  To-morrow  he  weds  with  me.'' 

''  Oh  God  be  thanked  I "  said  Alice  the  num^ 
"That  all  comes  round  so  just  and  fair: 

Lord  Ronald  is  heir  of  all  your  lands. 
And  you  are  not  the  Lady  Clare." 

"Are  ye  out  of  your  mind,  my  nurse,  BJ 
nurse?" 

Said  Lady  Clare,  "that  ye  speak  so  wild  I* 
"As  God's  above,"  said  Alice  the  nurse, 

"  I  speak  the  truth :  you  are  my  child. 

"The  old  earl's  daughter  died  at  my  brea^* 
I  speak  the  truth  as  I  live  by  bread ! 

I  buried  her  like  my  own  sweet  child, 
And  put  my  child  in  her  stead." 

"  Falsely,  falsely  have  ye  done, 
O  mother,"  she  said,  "  if  this  be  tme^ 

To  keep  the  best  man  under  the  sun 
So  many  years  from  his  due." 

"  Nay  now,  my  child,"  said  Alice  the  niuw, 
"But  keep  the  secret  for  your  life, 

And  all  you  have  will  be  Lord  Ronald^ 
When  7<m  are  man  and  wife." 


THE    LETTERS. 
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a  beggar  bom,^'  she  said, 
1  speak  out,  for  I  dare  not  lie. 
poll  off  the  brooch  of  gold, 
ing  the  diamond  necklace  by." 

>w,  mj  child,*^  said  Alice  the  nurse, 
keep  the  secret  all  ye  can.'^ 
,  "Not  so;  but  I  will  know 
re  be  any  faith  in  man.** 

>w,  what  faith  ?  **  said  Alice  the  nurse, 
man  will  cleave  unto  his  right.** 
Q  shall  have  it,*'  the  lady  replied, 
igh  I  should  ^e  to-night*' 

• 

ve  one  kiss  to  your  mother  dear  I 
my  child,  I  sinned  for  thee." 
lier,  mother,  mother! "  she  said, 
trange  it  seems  to  me. 

ore  *s  a  kiss  for  my  mother  dear, 
other  dear,  if  this  be  so ; 
your  hand  upon  my  head, 
Jess  me  mother,  ere  I  go." 

herself  in  russet  gown, 
as  no  longer  Lady  Clare ; 
it  by  dale,  and  she  went  by  down, 
a  single  rose  in  her  hair. 

hite  doe  Lord  Ronald  had  brought 
up  from  where  she  lay, 
er  head  in  the  maiden's  hand, 
bllowcd  her  all  the  way. 

,ept  Lord  Ronald  from  his  tower : 
ady  Clare,  you  shame  your  woVth  I 
ne  you  drest  like  a  tillage  moid, 
ire  tlie  flower  of  the  earth  ?  " 

me  drest  like  a  village  maid, 
jut  as  my  fortunes  are : 
•eggar  bom,'*  she  said, 
not  the  lady  Clare." 

le  no  tricks,"  said  Lord  Ronald, 
I  am  yours  in  word  and  deed; 
no  tricks,"  said  Lord  Ronald, 
r  riddle  is  hard  to  read." 


Oh  and  proudly  stood  she  up  I 
Her  heart  within  her  did  not  fail ; 

She  looked  into  Lord  Ronald's  eyes. 
And  told  him  all  her  nurse's  tale. 

He  laughed  a  laugh  of  merry  scorn ; 

He  turned  and  kissed  her  where  she  stood  *. 
"  If  you  are  not  the  heiress  bom. 

And  I,"  sfdd  he,  ^*  the  next  in  blood — 

"  If  you  are  not  the  heiress  bom, 
And  I,"  said  he,  "  the  lawful  heir, 

We  two  will  wed  to-morrow  mom, 
And  you  shall  still  be  Lady  Clare." 

AximsD  TnrHnoa. 
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Still  on  the  tower  stood  the  vane ; 

A  black  yew  gloomed  the  stagnant  air; 
I  peered  athwart  the  chancel  pane 

And  saw  the  altar  cold  and  bore. 
A  dog  of  lead  was  round  my  feet, 

A  band  of  pain  across  my  brow ; 
*^  Cold  altar,  heaven  and  earth  shall  meet 

Before  you  hear  my  marriage  vow." 

n. 

I  turned  and  hummed  a  bitter  song 

That  mocked  the  wholesome  human  heart; 
And  then  we  met  in  wrath  and  wrong, 

We  met,  but  only  meant  to  part. 
Full  cold  my  greeting  was  and  dry ; 

She  famtly  smiled,  she  hardly  moved ; 
I  saw,  with  holf-unconscions  eye. 

She  wore  the  colors  I  approved. 

m. 

She  took  the  little  ivory  chest- 

With  half  a  sigh  she  turned  the  key ; 
Then  rdsed  her  head  with  lips  comprest, 

And  gave  my  letters  back  to  me. 
And  gave  the  trinkets  and  the  rings, 

My  gifts,  when  gifts  of  mme  could  please ; 
As  looks  a  father  on  the  things 

Of  his  dead  son,  I  looked  on  these. 
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rr. 

She  told  me  all  her  fHends  had  said ; 

I  raged  against  the  public  liar. 
She  talked  as  if  her  love  were  dead ; 

But  in  my  words  were  seeds  of  fire. 
"  Xo  more  of  love ;  your  sex  is  known : 

I  never  will  be  twice  deceived. 
Henceforth  I  trust  the  man  alone — 

The  woman  cannot  be  believed. 

V. 

"  Through  slander,  meanest  spawn  of  hell 

(And  woman's  slander  is  the  worst), 
And  you,  whom  once  I  loved  so  well — 

Through  you  my  life  will  be  accurst" 
r  spoke  with  heart,  and  heat  and  force, 

I  shook  her  breast  with  vague  alarms — 
Like  torrents  from  a  mountain  source 

We  rushed  into  each  other's  arms. 

VI. 

We  parted.    Sweetly  gleamed  the  stars. 

And  sweet  the  vapor-braidcd  blue ; 
Low  breezes  fanned  the  belfry  bars. 

As  homeward  by  the  church  I  drew. 
The  very  graves  appeared  to  smile, 

So  fresh  they  rose  in  shadowed  swells ; 
"  Dark  porch,"  I  said,  "  and  silent  aisle, 

There  comes  a  sound  of  marriage  bells." 

AxrsKD  TsxiTTBoy. 


SONNETS. 

That  thou  art  blamed  shall  not  be  thy  defect, 
For  slander's  mark  was  ever  yet  the  fair; 
The  ornament  of  beauty  is  suspect, 
A  crow  that  flies  in  heaven's  sweetest  air. 
So  thou  be  good,  slander  doth  but  approve 
Thy  worth  the  greater,  being  wooed  of  time ; 
For  canker  vice  the  sweetest  buds  doth  love. 
And  thou  present'st  a  pure  unstained  prime. 
Thou  hast  passed  by  the  ambush  of  young 

days, 
Either  not  assailed,  or  victor  bemg  charged ; 
Yet  this  thy  praise  cannot  be  so  thy  praise, 
To  tie  up  envy,  evermore  enlarged. 
If  some  suspect  of  ill  masked  not  thy  show, 
Then,    thou   alone   kingdoms   of   hearts 
ehooldst  owe. 


So  are  you  to  my  thoughts,  as  food  to  Uft^ 
Or  as  sweet-seasoned   showers  are  to  tibc 

groimd; 
And  for  the  peace  of  you  I  hold  such  strife 
As  'twixt  a  miser  and  his  wealth  is  found; 
Now  proud  as  an  eigoyer,  and  anon 
Doubting  the  filching  age  will  steal  his  tra» 

ure; 
Now  counting  best  to  be  with  yon  alone, 
Then  bettered  that  the  world  may  see  mj 

pleasure ; 
Sometime  aU  full  with  feasting  on  your  8i|^ 
And  by  and  by  clean  starved  for  a  look; 
Possessing  or  pursuing  no  delight, 
Save  what  is  had  or  must  firom  yon  be  tooL 
Thus  do  I  pine  and  suffer  day  by  day : 
Or  gluttoning  on  all,  or  all  awaj. 


Farewell!  thou  art  too  dear  for  mj 

ing, 
And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thj  estimite; 
The  charter  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  reletstaS 
My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 
For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  grantlii^ 
And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving? 
The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wantin^i 
And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 
Thyself  thou  gav'st,  thy  own  worth  then  iKi 

knowing, 
Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking 
So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing; 
Comes  home  again,  on  better  judgment  nttl 

ing. 
Thus  have  I  had  thee,  as  a  dream  dot 

flatter 
In  deep  a  king ;  but  waking  no  suoh  mattei 


Some  say  thy  fault  is  youth,  some  wantonnei 
Some  say  thy  grace  is  youth,  and  gentle  spoil 
Both,  grace  and  faults  are  loved  of  more  an 

less; 
Thou  mak'st  faults  graces  that  to  thee  rescw 
As  on  the  finger  of  a  throned  queen 
The  basest  Jewel  will  be  well  esteemed, 
So  are  those  errors  that  in  thee  are  seen, 
To  truths  translated,  and  for  troa  thfan 

deemed. 
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How  manjliidia  intglit  Iha  stem  wolf  betnjy 
irikB  a  Ifliib  he  eoaU  his  looks  innslatel 
How  mtaajguuBwHf^^  thoa  lead  awaj, 
If  thoa  wouldst  use  the  streogtb  of  all  thy 
strtel 
Bat  do  not  so;  I  lore  thee  In  such  sort 
As  thoa  heiqg  ndna^  mfaie  Is  thjgood  re- 
port 


How  Hke  a  winter  hath  nqr  shseooe  been 
From  thee^  the  pSeasnre  of  the  fleeting  jeart 
What  free^ngi  haive  I  fUti  what  dark  days 

seeOi 
What  eld  BeoemlMr^s  bareness  eyerywherel 
And  jet  thb  time  reniored  was  sumner's 

time; 
Ihe  teaming  antomn,  big  with  rich  increase, 
Beaiing  the  wanton  boiden  of  the  prime, 
liks  widowed  wombe  after  their  lords*  de- 


Tel  flis  ftbondant  issue  seemed  to  me 
Bbt  hope  of  orphans,  andnnfhtheredfirait; 
For  sommer  and  his  pleasm^  wait  on  thee, 
Andy  thon  awaj,  the  Tory  birds  are  mate ; 
Or,  if  thej  sing,  t  is  with  so  dull  a  cheer, 
That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  win- 
ter 's  near. 


Pbox  yon  have  I  been  abeent  in  the  spring, 
When  prond-pied  April  dressed  in  all  his 

trim, 
Hath  pnt  a  spirit  of  youth  in  every  thing, 
That  heavy  Saturn  laughed  and  leaped  with 

him. 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  sweet  smell 
Of  different  flowers  in  odor  and  in  hue. 
Could  make  me  any  summer's  story  tell. 
Or  from  their  proud  lap  pluck  them  where 

they  grew ; 
Nor  did  I  wonder  at  the  lily's  white, 
Nor  praise  the  deep  vermiliQn  in  the  rose ; 
They  are  but  sweet,  but  figures  of  de%ht, 
Drawn  after  yoo— y on  pattern  of  all  those. 
Tet  seemed  it  whiter  still,  and,  you  away, 
As  with  ycnr  shadow  I  with  these  did  play. 


Thb  fomrud  violet  thus  did  I  chide:— 
Sweet  tliiefi  whence  didst  thou  steal  th; 

sweet  that  smells. 
If  not  from  my  love's  breath?  the  purpl( 

pride 
Which  on  thy  s<^  cheek  for  complezioi 

dwells, 
In  my  love's  vdns  thon  hast  too  grossly  dyed 
The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand, 
And  buds  of  maijoram  had  stolen  thy  hair; 
The  roses  fdsrftilly  on  thorns  did  stand. 
One  blusldng  shame,  another  white  deq>air; 
A  third,  nor  red  nor  white^  had  stolen  of  both 
And  to  this  robbery  had  annexed  thy  breath 
But  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth 
A  vengeM  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 
More  flowers  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see 
But  sweet  in  color  it  had  stolen  from  tbee 


Whxzt  in  the  chroi^cle  of  wasted  time 
I  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest  wights, 
And  beauty  making  beautiful  old  rhyme, 
In  praise  of  ladies  dead,  and  lovely  knights  ; 
Then,  in  the  blazon  of  sweet  beauty's  best. 
Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 
I  see  their  antique  pen  would  have  expreasec 
Even  such  a  beauty  as  you  master  now. 
So  all  their  praises  ore  but  prophecies 
Of  this  our  time,  all  you  prefigoring ; 
And  for  they  looked  but  with  di\ining  eyes. 
They  hod  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing ; 

For  we,  which  now  behold  these  preseni 
days. 

Have  eyes  to  wonder,  but  lack  tongues  tc 
praise. 


Not  mine  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  soul 
Of  the  wide  world,  dreaming  on  things  U 

come, 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  true  love  control, 
Supposed  as  forfeit  to  a  confined  doom. 
The  mortal  moon  hath  her  eclipse  endured, 
And  the  sod  augurs  mock  their  own  presage 
Incertainties  now  crown  themselves  assured, 
And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now,  with  the  drops  of  this  moat  b«lia^  \xsw 
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My  love  looks  fresh,  and  death  to  me  sob- 
scribes, 
Since,  spite  of  him,  I  Ml  live  in  this  poor  rhj-me, 
While  he   insults  o'er  doll  and    speechless 
tribes : 
And  thon  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument, 
When  tyrants'  crests,  and  tombs  of  brass 
are  spent. 


Lbt  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 
Admit  impediments ;  love  is  not  love. 
Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds, 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove. 
Oh  no !  it  is  an  ever-fixed  mark, 
That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken ; 
It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark. 
Whose  worth 's  unknown,  although  hb  height 

be  taken. 
Love  *s  not  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and 

cheeks 
Within  his  bending  sickle's  compass  come ; 
Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and 

weeks 
But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 
If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved, 
I  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  loved. 


Oh  !  never  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart. 
Though  absence  seemed  my  flame  to  qualify. 
As  easy  miglit  I  from  myself  depart, 
As  from  my  soul,  which  in  thy  breast  doth 

lie. 
That  is  my  homo  of  love ;  if  I  have  ranged, 
like  him  that  travels,  I  return  again — 
Just  to  the  time,  not  with  the  time  exchanged ; 
So  tliat  myself  bring  water  for  my  stjun. 
Never  believe,  though  in  my  nature  reigned 
All  frailties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood. 
That  it  couhl  so  preposterously  be  stained, 
To  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  sum  of  good ; 
For  nothing  this  wide  universe  I  call, 
Save  thou,  my  rose ;  in  it  thou  art  my  alL 


SONNETS. 

Come  sleep,  0  sleep !  the  certain  knot  d 

peace. 
The  baiting-place  of  wit^  the  balm  of  woe; 
The  poor  roan's  wealth,  the  prisoner's  n 

lease, 
The  indifferent  judge  between  the  high  aa 

low  I 
With  shield  of  proo^  shield  roe  from  oat  tin 

prease 
Of  those  fierce  darts  despdr  doth  at  n 

throw. 
Oh  make  in  mo  those  civil  wars  to  oease; 
I  will  good  tribute  pay  if  thou  do  so. 
Take  thoa  of  roe  smooth  pillowsi  sweetai 

bed, 
A  chamber  deaf  to  noise  and  blind  to  lights 
A  rosy  garland  and  a  weary  head; 
And  if  these  things,  as  being  thine  bj  li^it, 
Move  not  thy  heavy  grace,  thoa  shalt  in  me 
DveUer  than  elsewhere,  Stella's  image 


In  martial  sports  I  had  my  cnnnlng  tried, 
And  yet  to  break  more  staves  did  xne  ad 

dress; 
While  with  the  people's  shouts  I  most  oonftai 
Youth,  luck,  and  praise  e'en  filled  my  Tflb 

with  pride ; 
When  Cupid  having  me,  his  slave,  descried 
In  Mars's  livery,  prancirg  in  the  presa^ 
"What  now.  Sir  Fool?"  said  he,  "Iwodi 

no  less; 
liOok  here  I  say.'' — ^I  looked  and  BteDa  spied 
Who,  hard  by,  made  a  window  send  fortl 

light; 
My  heart  then  quaked;  then  dazzled  wm 

mine  eyes ; 
One  hand  forgot  to  role,  the  other  to  fi{^t; 
Nor  trumpet's  sound  I  heard,  nor  frlendt 

cries. 
My  foe  came  on  and  beat  the  air  for  me^ 
Till  that  her  blush  taught  me  mj  ahame  % 

aee. 


S0NNST8. 
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r  IluunM  thftt  didrt  my  SteDa  bear; 

jielf  with  many  a  smiling  line 

1 7  cheerfbl  fkoe,  Joy's  livery  wear, 

hose  ftir  planets  on  thy  streams  did 

hine; 

t  for  joy  eonld  not  to  dance  forbear; 

ranton  winds,  with  beauties  so  divine 

d,  staid  not  till  in  her  golden  hair 

d  themselves,  oh  sweetest  prison! 

wine; 

1  those  Epl's  youth  there  wonld  their 

tay 

ade^  but  foroed  by  nature  still  to  fly, 

I  with  pnflbig  kiss  those  looks  display. 

ishevdled,  blnahed :— from  window  I, 

hi  thereof^  cried  oat,  oh  fair  disgraoel 

or's  self  to  thee  grant  highest  place. 


ow  sad  steps,  O  Moon  thon  climb'st 

he  skies — 

ently,  and  with  how  wan  a  face  I 

may  it  be,  that  even  in  heavenly 

»lace 

ST  archer  his  sharp  arrows  tries? 

that  long-with-love-acqoainted  eyes 

ge  of  love,  thou  feePst  a  lover's  case ; 

t  in  thy  looks,  thy  laogoished  grace ; 

liat  feel  the  like  thy  state  descries. 

•en  of  fellowship,  O  Moon,  tell  me— 

tant  love  deemed  there  bat  want  of 
dt? 

inties  there  as  proad  as  here  they  be  ? 

'  above  love  to  be  loved,  and  yet 

lovers  scorn  whom  that  love   doth 

KMsess? 

'  call  ^rtne  there  ongratefulncss  ? 

Sib  Phxixp  Smirvr. 


SONNET. 

that  all  beneath  the  moon  decays; 
lat  by  mortals  in  this  world  is  brought, 
's  great  periods  shall  return  to  nought ; 
irest  states  have  fatal  nights  and  days. 

that  all  the  muses'  heavenly  lays^ 
vd  of  q>rite  which  are  so  dearly  bouc^tj 
86 


As  idle  sounds,  of  few  or  none  are  sought; 
That  there  is  nothing  lighter  than  vain  praise. 
I  know  frail  beauty 's  like  the  purple  flower 
To  which  one  mom  oft  birth  and  death  at 

fords, 
That  love  a  jarring  is  of  mind's  accords, 
Where  sense  and  will  bring  under  reason'! 

power: 
Ejqow  what  I  list,  this  aD  cannot  me  move, 
But  that,  alan !  I  both  must  write  and  love. 

WxLUAv  Dsuxiioim. 


SONNET. 

If  it  be  true  that  any  beauteous  thing 
Raises  the  pure  and  just  desire  of  man 
From  earth  to  Gk>d,  the  eternal  fount  of  all 
Such  I  believe  my  love ;  for  as  in  her 
So  &ir,  in  whom  I  all  besides  forget, 
I  view  the  gentle  work  of  her  creator, 
I  have  no  care  for  any  other  thing. 
Whilst  thus  I  love.    Nor  is  it  marvellous, 
Since  the  effect  is  not  of  my  own  power, 
If  the  soul  dotli,  by  nature  tempted  forth, 
Enamored  through  the  eyes, 
Repose  upon  the  eyes  wliich  it  resembleth, 
And  through  them  riseth  to  tlie  Primal  Love. 
As  to  its  end,  and  honors  in  admiring ; 
For  who  adores  the  Maker  needs  must  love 
His  work. 

MlCBAML  All«ILO.    (ItaliSL) 

TnnsIftUoB  of  J.  E.  Tatlob. 


TO  VmORIA  COLONNA. 

Tbs  !  hope  may  with  my  strong  desire  keep 

pace. 
And  I  be  undeluded,  unbetrayed ; 
For  if  of  our  affections  none  find  grace 
In  sight  of  heaven,  then  wherefore  hath  God 

made 
The  world  which  we  inhabit?  Better  plea 
Love  cannot  have,  than  that  in  loving  thee 
Glory  to  that  Eternal  Peace  is  paid, 
Who  such  divinity  to  thee  imparts 
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A.S    hallows   and   makes   pure   all    gentle 

hearts. 
Elis  hope  is  treacherous  only  whose  love  dies 
With  beautj,  which  is  varying  every  hour : 
But  in  chaste  hearts,  uninfluenced  by  the 

power 
Of  outward  change,  there  blooms  a  deathless 

flower, 
That  breathes  on  earth  the  air  of  paradise. 

MxGHAXL  Akoklo.    (IUUail) 
Tmislatlon  of  WnuAM  Wokdswobtk. 


SONNETS  FROM  THE  PORTUGUESE. 

If  thou  must  love  me,  let  it  be  for  nought 
Except  for  lovers  sake  only.    Do  not  say 
"I  love  her  for  her  smile,  her  look,  her 

way 
Of  speaking  gently,— for  a  trick  of  thought 
Tlmt  falls  in  well  with    mine,  and  certes 

brought 
A  sense  of  pleasant  ease  on  such  a  day." 
For  these  things  in  themselves,  beloved,  may 
Be  changed,  or  change  for  thee, — and  love  so 

wrought. 
May  be  unwrought  so.    Neither  love  me  for 
Thine  own  dear  pity's  wiping  my  cheeks 

dry,— 
A  creature  might  forget  to  weep,  who  bore 
Thy  comfort  long,  and  lose  thy  love  thereby. 
But  love  me  for  love's  sake,  that  evermore 
Thou  mayst  love  on,  through  love's  eternity. 


[  NEVES  gave  a  lock  of  hair  away 
lo  a  man  dearest,  except  this  to  thee. 
Which  now  upon  my  fingers  thoughtAilly 
I  ring  out  to  the  full  brown  length,  and  say, 
*'  Take  it ! "  My  day  of  youth  went  yesterday ; 
My  hair  no  longer  bounds  to  my  foot's  glee. 
Nor  plant  I  it  from  rose  or  myrtle-tree. 
As  girls  do,  any  more.    It  only  may 
Now  shade  on  two  pale  cheeks  the  mark  of 

tears, 
Ittogfat  drooping  from  the  head  that  hangs 

aside 


Through  sorrow's  trick.    I  thoD|^  the  lli- 

neral  shears 
Would  take  this  first,  but  love  is  justified,— 
Take  it  thou, — finding  pore,  from  all  tiMW 

years, 
The  kiss  my  mother  left  there  when  she  dkd 


Sat  over  again,  and  yet  once  over  agdo, 
That  thou  dost  love  me.    Though  thewa 

repeated 
Should  seem  *'  a  cuckoo-song,"  as  thoa  do 

treat  it. 
Remember,  never  to  the  bill  or  pUdn, 
Valley  and  wood,  without  her  cackoo-itnii 
Comes  the  fresh  spring  in  all  her  green  eoi 

pleted. 
Beloved,  I,  amid  the  darkness  greeted 
By  a  doubtfhl  spirit-voice,  in  that  doob 

pain 
Ory:    "Speak   once   more— thoa   loftrtl 

Who  can  fear 
Too  many  stars,  though  each  in  heayen  thi 

roD— 
Too  many  flowers,  though  each  shall  era 

the  year? 
Say  thou  dost  love  me,  love  me,  love  me 

toll 
The  silver  iterance  I— only  minding,  dear, 
To  love  me  also  in  ulence,  with  thy  aooL 


If  I  leave  all  for  thee,  wilt  thoa  exohaiige 
And  be  all  to  me?    Shall  I  never  miss 
Home-talk  and  blessing,  and  the  oommon  Id 
That  comes  to  each  in  torn,  nor  ooont 

strange, 
When  I  took  up,  to  drop  on  a  new  range 
Of  walls  and  floors — another  home  thi 

this? 
Nay,  wilt  thoa  fill  that  place  by  me  wUeh  1 
filled  by  dead  eyes  too  tender  lo  kna 

change? 
That 's  hardest  If  to  conquer  love  has  triM 
To  oonquer  grief  tries  more,  as  all  thin 

prove; 
For  grief  indeed  is  love  and  grief  bedde. 
Alas,  I  have  grieved  so,  I  am  hard  to  kif«» 


P  II I  L  L I  D  A     AND     C  0  11  Y  D  0  N  . 
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Vet  love  inc — wilt  thou  ?     Open  thine  heart 

wide, 
And  fold  \ntbiu  the  wet  wings  of  thy  dove. 


Van  time  be  kissed  nie,  he  but  only  kissed 
Tbe  fingers  of  tbis  band  wberewitb  I  write; 
And,  ever  since,  it  grew  more  clean  and 

wbite, 
Slow    to   world-greetings,   quick   with    its 

♦'Olist!" 
When  the  angels  speak.    A  ring  of  ameth  jst 
I  oonld  not  wear  here,  plainer  to  my  sight, 
Than  that  first  kiss.    The  second  passed  in 

height 
Tbe  fint)  and  sought  the  forehead,  and  half 

PlMBCOy 

Half  fallhig  on  the  hair.    Oh,  beyond  meed ! 
That  was  tbe  chrism  of  love,  which  lovers 

own  crown. 
With  aanctifying  sweetness,  did  precede. 
The  third  upon  mj  lips  was  folded  down 
In  perftct,  purple  state ;  since  when,  indeed, 
I  hATe  been  proud,  and  aaid,  **  My  love,  my 

ownl" 


How  do  I  love  thee?  Let  me  count  tlie  ways : 
I  love  thee  to  the  depth,  and  breadth,  and 

height 
My  sool  can  reach,  when  feeling,  out  of  sights 
For  tbe  ends  of  being  and  ideal  grace. 
I  love  thee  to  the  level  of  every  day^s 
Moat  quiet  need,  by  sun  and  candlelight 
I  knre  tbee  freely,  as  men  strive  for  right ; 
I  love  tbee  purely,  as  they  turn  from  praise. 
I  love  tbee  with  the  pasaon  put  to  use 
In  my  old  griefs,  and  with  my  childhood^s 

faith. 
I  love  tbee  with  a  love  I  seemed  to  lose 
With  my  lost  saints.    I  love  thee  with  the 

breath, 
Smiles,  tears,  of  all  my  life! — and,  if  God 

chooae, 
I  shaL  but  love  thee  better  after  death. 

BAsnrr  Bmowimitt. 


PIIIIJJDA  AND  COIIYDOX. 

In  the  merrie  moneth  of  Maye, 
In  a  mome  by  hrcak  of  davo, 
"With  a  troupe  of  damsolls  playing, 
Forth  I  yode  forsooth  a-niaving ; 

Where  anon  by  a  wood  side, 
"Where  as  May  was  in  his  pride, 
I  espied  all  alone 
Phillida  and  Corydon. 

Much  adoe  there  was,  God  wot ; 
He  wold  love,  and  she  wold  not. 
She  sayd  never  man  was  trewe ; 
He  sayes  none  was  false  to  you. 

He  sayde  bee  had  lovde  her  longe ; 
She  sayes  love  should  have  no  wronge. 
Corydon  wold  kisse  her  then ; 
She  sayes  maids  must  kisse  no  men, 

Tyll  they  doe  for  good  and  all. 
When  she  made  tbe  shepperde  call 
All  tbe  heavens  to  wytnes  truthe, 
Never  loved  a  truer  youthe. 

Then  with  many  a  prettie  othe, 
Tea,  and  naye,  and  faithe  and  trothe — 
Such  as  seelie  shepp'^rdee  use 
When  they  will  not  love  abuse — 

Love,  that  had  bene  long  deluded, 
Was  with  kisses  sweete  concluded ; 
And  Phillida  with  garlands  gaye 
Was  made  the  ladye  of  the  Mayo. 

Nicholas  Bbrok 


LOVE  IS  A  SICIOTESS. 

Love  is  a  sickness  fiill  of  woes, 

All  remedies  refbsing ; 
A  plant  that  most  with  cutting  growa 
Most  barren  with  best  using. 
Why  so? 
More  we  enjoy  it,  more  it  dies ; 
If  not  enjoyed,  it  sighing  cries 
Heigh*hoI 
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Loye  is  a  torment  of  the  mind, 

A  tempest  eyerlasting ; 
And  JoYe  hath  made  it  of  a  kind, 
Not  well,  nor  fall,  nor  fasting. 
Why  so? 
More  we  e^joj  it,  more  it  dies ; 
If  not  enjoyed,  it  sighing  cries 
Heigh-ho  I 


THE  WHITE  ROSE. 

BT  ▲  TORKISn  LOYRB  TO  EOS  LAKGAS- 
TBIAK  MISTBB8B. 


If  this  fair  rose  offend  thy  sight, 
Placed  in  thy  hosom  hare, 
rr  will  hlash  to  find  itself  less  white, 
And  torn  Lancastrian  there. 

But  if  thy  mhy  lip  it  spy, 
As  kiss  it  thon  mayest  deign, 
With  envy  pale  'twill  lose  its  dye, 
And  Yorkish  tnm  again. 


TRIUMPH  OF  CHARIS. 

Sib  the  chariot  at  hand  here  of  Love  I 

Wherein  my  lady  rideth  I 
Each  that  draws  is  a  swan,  or  a  doye, 

And  well  the  car  Love  gnideth. 
As  she  goes,  all  hearts  do  duty 

Unto  her  heauty. 
And,  enamored,  do  wish,  so  they  might 

Bat  ei\joy  sach  a  sight. 
That  they  still  were  to  ran  hy  her  side 
Through  swords,  throagh  seas,  whither  she 
would  ride. 

Do  hat  look  on  her  eyes  I  they  do  light 
All  that  Love's  world  compriseth ; 

Do  hat  look  on  her  hair  I  it  is  hright 
As  Love's  star  when  it  riseth  1 

Do  hat  mark — ^her  forehead 's  smoother 
Than  words  that  soothe  her  I 


And  from  her  arched  hrowB  sach  a  grao 
Sheds  itself  through  the  &oc 
As  alone  there  triumphs  to  the  life, 
All  the  gain,  all  the  good,  of  the  elem 
strife. 

Have  yon  seen  hut  a  hright  lily  grow, 
Before  rude  hands  have  touched  itt 
Have  you  marked  hut  the  fall  of  the  sno 

Before  the  soil  hath  smutched  it? 
Have  you  felt  the  wool  of  the  heaver? 

Or  swan's  down  ever? 
Or  have  smelt  o'  the  hud  of  the  hrier  ? 

Or  the  nard  i'  the  fire  ? 
Or  have  tasted  the  hag  of  the  hee  ? 
Oh,  so  whitel  oh,  so  softl  oh,  so  sweet  is 

Bbi  Joh 


AN  EARNEST  SUTI 

TO  HIS  UNBIND  MIBTBBSS  NOT  TO  VOBBABB 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay  I  say  nay  I  for  shame  I 
To  save  thee  from  the  hlame 
Of  all  my  grief  and  grame. 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  I  say  nay  I 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus, 
That  hath  loved  thee  so  long^ 
In  wealth  and  woe  among  ? 
And  is  thy  heart  so  strong 
As  for  to  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  I  say  nay ! 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus. 
That  hath  given  thee  my  heart. 
Never  for  to  depart. 
Neither  for  pain  nor  smart  ? 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  I  say  nay  I 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thm, 
And  have  no  more  pity 
Of  him  that  loveth  thee 
Alas  I  thy  cruelty  I 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay  1  say  nay  I 


DDOOUBSI  WITH  OUFID. 

KcouOT  Qhari^  j«n  thai  a» 
Both  mj  ftrtOM  and  tor  rtw  1 
Aad  do  mnm  i>an  017  Uood, 
Than  th»  nriom  moom  the  flood  1 
Bmv  vbat  lata  Aaaomas  of  joa 
LomaDdlhKnhad;  andtnio. 


Set,  aod  to  thk  Mrflar  itndii : 

"Son^"  aaUha,  "iflharalvdii, 

TUi  ha»  oong  oan  beaoothw 

Br  dtaeriptkn,  but  107  mothorl 

80  iMtb  Hontor  pniaad  her  hair ; 

80  Aoaowtt  dnwn  the  air 

Of  h«r  hiM,  and  made  to  riae, 

J<art  about  her  qMrUing  eyes, 

Both  her  brow^  bent  like  m;  bow. 

B7  her  loob  I  do  ha  know, 

Whioh foa eall Btr ahaflik    AndiMl 

Saab  1117  mothar^  Unahea  be, 

At  tbe  bath  TOnr  reiae  diadosM 

la  her  oheeka  (tf  milk  and  roflw ; 

Booh  aa  oft  I  wanton  in. 

Andkbove  her  even  obin, 

Hare  yoa  pUoed  the  bank  of  kisses 

Where,  jon  s^,  men  gather  bliasea, 

Ripened  with  a  breath  mora  sweet, 

Than  when  flowers  and  west  winds  meet 

Kaj,  her  white  and  polished  neok, 

With  the  laoe  that  doth  it  deck, 

Is mj mother's!  heartaofilt^ 

Lovers,  made  Into  &  oh^  I 

And  between  eaoh  riung  breast 

Lies  the  valW  called  mj  nest, 

Where  I  rit  and  prorne  mj  wings 

After  flight ;  and  pnt  new  strings 

To  my  ehafla  I .  Her  verf  name, 

With  mj  mother's  is  the  some." 

"  I  oonfesB  all,"  I  replied, 

"And  the  glast  hangs  bj  her  side, 

And  the  girdle  tyont  her  waiat, 

All  is  Yenos ;  save  unchaste. 

But,  aloB  I  thon  seeat  the  least 

Of  her  good,  who  U  the  b«et 

Of  her  sex ;  bat  oonldst  thon.  Lots, 

CaQ  to  mind  the  forms  that  strove 

For  the  applo,  and  those  three 

Ibke  In  cme,  the  same  w«»  she. 


For  thla  beantr  still  doth  hide 
BometUng  more  tiiaa  flioa  bast  aided. 
Ontward  graee  weak  Lore  beguiles : 
She  Is  Tenna  wheD  abe  aodles, 
Bat  she  'a  Jnao  when  ah«  walks. 
And  lOnerra  when  she  talks." 


TO  oyTi**. 

Dannc  to  me  oalj  with  thine  ejea, 

And  I  will  pledge  with  mine ; 
Or  leave  a  Use  bnt  In  the  cap, 

And  111  not  look  fbr  wbie. 
The  tblrst  that  from  the  sonl  doth  rlae 

Doth  aak  a  drink  divine ; 
Bat  ndght  I  of  Jove's  nectar  sap, 

I  wonld  not  ohange  fbr  thine. 

I  sent  thee,  late^  a  rosj  wreath, 

Kot  so  mnoh  honoring  thee, 
As  giving  It  a  hope  that  there 

It  ooold  not  withered  be. 
But  thon  thereon  did'st  onlj  breatlie. 

And  sent'et  it  back  to  me ; 
Since  when,  it  grows,  and  smells,  I  swear. 

Not  of  itself;  bnt  thee. 

"•—'■""-  -*  "-"  Jonoa. 


ODPID  Airo  OAMPASPE. 

Oi]Pn>  and  my  Campaspe  played 

At  cards  for  kissee — Cnpid  paid ; 

He  stakes  big  quiver,  bow  and  arrows. 

His  mother's  doves,  and  team  of  sparrows— 

Loses  them  too ;  then  down  he  throws 

The  coral  of  his  lip,  the  rose 

Orowisg  on 's  cheek  (but  none  knows  bow) ; 

With  these  the  crjatal  of  his  brow. 

And  then  the  dimple  of  his  chin ; 

All  these  did  my  Oampaspe  win. 

At  last  be  set  her  both  bis  eyes ; 

She  won,  and  Oapid  blind  HA  rise. 

OLovel  hasshedone  thisto  theel 

What  shall,  alas  I  beoome  of  me  * 
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HEAR,  YE  LADIES. 

IIeab,  ye  ladies  that  despise 
What  the  mighty  Loye  hath  done ; 
Hear  examples,  and  be  wise : 
Fair  Calisto  was  a  nun ; 
Leda  sailing  on  the  stream, 
To  deceive  the  hopes  of  man, 
Love  accounting  but  a  dream, 
Doted  on  a  silver  swan  ; 
Danae  in  a  brazen  tower, 
Where  no  love  was,  loved  a  shower. 

Hear,  ye  ladies  that  are  coy, 

What  the  mighty  Love  can  do ; 

Hear  the  fierceness  of  the  boy ; 

The  chaste  moon  he  makes  to  woo. 

Vesta  kindling  holy  fires, 

Circled  round  about  with  spies, 

Never  dreaming  loose  desires. 

Doting  at  the  altar  dies. 

Ilion,  in  a  short  hour,  higher 

He  can  once  more  build  and  once  more 

fire. 

BiAinfoxT  Ain>  Flbtohib. 


SHALL  I  TELL. 

Shall  1  tell  you  whom  I  love  ? 

Hearken  then  a  while  to  me ; 
And  if  such  a  woman  move 

As  I  now  shall  versify. 
Be  assured  't  is  she,  or  none, 
That  I  love,  and  love  alone. 

Nature  did  her  so  much  right 
As  she  scorns  the  help  of  art 

In  as  many  virtues  dight 
As  e^er  yet  embraced  a  heart 

So  much  good  so  truly  tried, 

Some  for  less  were  deified. 

Wit  she  hath,  without  desire 

To  make  known  how  much  she  hath ; 

And  her  anger  flames  no  higher 
Than  may  fitly  sweeten  wrath. 

Foil  of  pity  as  may  be, 

Though  perhaps  not  so  to  me. 


Reason  masters  every  sense, 
And  her  virtues  grace  her  birth ; 
Lovely  as  all  ezoellenoe, 

Modest  in  her  tnost  of  mirth. 
Likelihood  enough  to  prove 
Only  worth  could  kindle  love. 

Such  she  is ;  and  if  yon  know 
Such  a  one  as  I  have  sung ; 

Be  she  brown,  or  fieur,  or  so 
That  she  be  but  somewhat  young; 

Be  assured  'tis  she,  or  none, 

That  I  love,  and  love  alone. 

WnxiAM  BaM 


BEAUTY  CLEAR  AND  FAIR 

Bkatttt  clear  and  fair, 
Where  the  ur 

Rather  like  a  perfome  dwells ; 
Where  the  violet  and  the  rose 
Their  blue  veins  in  blush  disdosei 

And  oome  to  honor  nothing  else ; 

Where  to  live  near, 

And  planted  there, 

Is  to  live,  and  still  live  new ; 
Where  to  gain  a  favor  is 
More  than  light,  perpetual  blisiS'' 

Make  me  live  by  serving  yon! 

Dear,  agidn  back  recall 
To  this  light 

A  stranger  to  himself  and  all ; 
Both  the  wonder  and  the  story 
Shall  be  yours,  and  eke  the  glory; 

I  am  your  servant,  and  your  thralL 

BlAUVOlTT  AX9  FURS 


SPEAK,  LOVEl 

DxABiR,  do  not  delay  me, 

Since,  thou  knowest,  I  must  be  gone ; 
Wind  and  tide,  *tis  thongbt,  do  stay  me 
Bnt  t  is  wind  that  must  be  btown 
From  that  breath,  whoee  nalive  wn 
In^aa  odon  hr  exeeL 


SONGS. 


U1 


speak,  tlioo  fiiiireet  fiurl 
)t  him  that  vows  to  serve  thee ; 
ime  this  neighboring  air, 
till  silenoe,  sore,  will  starve  me ; 
a  word  that 's  quickly  spoken, 
tch,  being  restrained,  a  heart  b  broken. 

BlAUMOOT  AIID  FLXTOSBB. 


3HI  TAKE  THOSE  UPS  AWAY. 

oh  I  take  those  lips  away 
t  so  sweetly  were  forsworn, 
bose  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 
its  that  do  mislead  the  mom  I 
y  kisses  bring  again, 
3f  love,  thongh  sealed  in  vain. 


oh !  hide  those  hills  of  snow 
icb  thy  frozen  bosom  bears, 
lose  tops  the  pinks  tliat  grow 
of  those  that  April  wears< 
•st  set  my  poor  heart  free, 
'.  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 

Shakkspxabi  and  Jomv  FLBToaiB. 


OU  MEANER  BEAUTIES. 

iner  beauties  of  the  night, 
)oorly  satisfy  our  eyes 
your  number  than  your  light— 
ommon  people  of  the  skies — 
are  you  when  the  moon  shall  rise  i 


ions  chanters  of  the  wood, 
t^arble  forth  dame  nature's  lays, 
5  your  passions  understood 
ur  weak  accents — what's  your  praise 
Philomel  her  voice  shall  raise  ? 


leti»  that  first  appear, 
ur  pare  purple  mantles  known, 
>  proud  virgins  of  the  year, 
the  spring  were  aU  your  own — 
are  yea  when  the  rose  is  blown  i 


So  when  my  mistress  shall  be  seen 
In  form  and  beauty  of  her  mind ; 

By  virtue  first,  then  choice,  a  queen^ 
Tell  me,  if  she  were  not  designed 
Th'  eclipse  and  glory  of  her  kind  ? 

Sic  Hxitkt  Womm 


THE  LOVER  TO  THE  GLOW-WORMS. 

Ye  living  lamps,  by  whose  dear  light 
The  nightingale  does  sit  so  late. 

And,  studying  all  the  summer  night, 
Her  matchless  songs  does  meditate  I 

Ye  country  comets,  that  portend 
No  war,  nor  prince's  funeral, 

Shining  unto  no  other  end 
Than  to  presage  the  grass's  fall  I 

Ye  glow-worms,  whose  ofSoious  flame 
To  wandering  mowers  shows  the  way, 

That  in  the  night  have  lost  their  aim, 
And  after  foolish  fires  do  stray  I 

Your  courteous  lights  in  vain  you  waste, 

Since  Juliana  here  is  come ; 
For  she  my  mind  hath  so  displaced, 

That  I  shall  never  find  my  home. 

AlTDBSW  MaBWLI. 


MRS.  ELIZ.  WHEELER, 

UNDEB  THE  NAME  OF  THE  LOST  8HSFnXBDBfi& 

Among  the  myrtles  as  I  walkt, 

Love  and  my  sighs  thus  intertalkt ; 

Tell  me,  s^d  I,  In  deep  distress, 

Where  I  may  find  my  shepherdess. 

Thou  fool,  said  Love,  know'st  thou  not  thisf 

In  every  thing  that 's  sweet,  she  is. 

In  yond'  carnation  go  and  seek. 

Where  thou  shalt  find  her  lip  and  cheek ; 

In  that  enamelled  pansy  by, 

There  thou  shalt  have  her  curious  eye ; 

In  bloom  of  peach  and  rose's  bud. 

There  waves  the  streamer  of  her  blooiL 

'T  is  true,  said  I ;  and  thereupon, 

I  went  to  pluck  them,  one  by  one. 
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To  make  of  parts  an  union ; 

Bnt  on  a  sadden  all  were  gone. 

At  wbich  I  stopt ;  said  Love,  these  be 

rbe  true  resemblanoes  of  thee ; 

For  as  these  flowers,  thj  joys  mnst  die, 

And  in  tJie  taming  of  an  eye ; 

And  all  thy  hopes  of  her  most  wither, 

Ijike  those  short  sweets  ere  knit  together. 


PANGLORY'8  WOOING  SONG. 

LoYB  is  the  biossom  where  there  blows 
Every  thing  that  liyes  or  grows. 
Love  doth  make  the  heavens  to  move, 
And  the  san  doth  bom  in  love. 
Love  the  strong  and  weak  doth  joke, 
And  makes  the  ivy  climb  the  oak ; 
Under  whose  shadows  lions  wUd, 
Softened  by  love,  grow  tame  and  mild. 
Love  no  medicine  can  appease ; 
He  burns  the  fishes  in  the  seas ; 
Not  all  the  skill  his  wounds  can  stench ; 
Not  all  the  sea  his  fire  can  qaenoh. 
Love  did  make  the  bloody  spear 
Once  a  heavy  coat  to  wear ;  ^ 

While  in  his  leaves  there  shrouded  lay 
Sweet  birds,  for  love  that  siag  and  play ; 
And  of  all  love's  joyful  flame, 
I  the  bud  and  blossom  am. 

Only  bend  thy  knee  to  me. 
Thy  wooing  shall  thy  winning  be. 
See,  see  the  flowers  that  below 
Now  as  fresh  as  morning  blow ; 
And  of  all,  the  virgin  rose, 
That  as  bright  Aurora  shows- 
How  they  all  unleaved  die. 
Losing  their  virginity ; 
Like  unto  a  summer-shade, 
But  now  bom,  and  now  they  fade. 
Every  thing  doth  pass  away ; 
There  is  danger  in  delay. 
Come,  come  gather  then  the  rose, 
Gather  it,  or  it  you  lose. 
All  the  sand  of  Tagus*  shore 
Into  my  bosom  casts  his  ore ; 
All  the  valleys'  swimming  oom 
To  my  house  is  yearly  borne ; 


Every  grape  of  every  vine 
Is  gladly  braised  to  make  me  wine; 
While  ten  thousand  kings,  as  proud 
To  carry  up  my  train,  have  bowed; 
And  a  world  of  ladies  send  me, 
In  my  chambers  to  attend  me. 
All  the  stars  in  heaven  that  shine, 
And  ten  thousand  more  are  mine. 
Only  bend  thy  knee  to  me. 
Thy  wooing  shall  thy.  winning 

Giui  Fun 


OASTARA. 

Like  the  violet,  which  alone 

Prospers  in  some  happy  shade, 

My  Castara  lives  unknown, 

To  no  mder  eye  betrayed ; 
For  she 's  to  herself  ontme 
Who  delights  i'  the  public  view. 

Such  is  her  beauty  as  no  arts 
Have  enriched  with  borrowed  g)*aoe. 
Her  high  birth  no  pride  imparts, 
For  she  blushes  in  her  place. 

Folly  boasts  a  glorious  blood, — 
She  is  noblest  being  good. 

Cautious,  she  knew  never  yet 

What  a  wanton  courtship  meant ; 

Nor  speaks  loud  to  boast  her  wit. 

In  her  silence,  eloquent 

Of  herself  survey  she  takes. 
But  'tween  men  no  diflerence  n 

She  obeys  with  speedy  will 
Her  grave  parents*  vnse  conunands; 
And  so  innocent,  that  ill 
She  nor  acts,  nor  understands. 
Women's  feet  run  still  astray 
If  to  ill  they  know  the  way. 

She  sails  by  that  rock,  the  oourt. 
Where  oft  virtue  splits  her  mast; 
And  retirednesB  Hunks  the  port| 
Where  her  fame  may  anchor  oofL 
Yirtae  aa&Aj  cannot  ait 
Where  vice  is  enthroned  fac  wH 


dt  thtf  daj'a  idMMira  bert 

■tn  waita  not  on  ddlg&t; 

t  OMk,  or  btO,  or  ftost, 

r  spoida  •  winter's  nl^t, 

»  fiut  daifaiMi  irheooe  la  thmtt 

ftfo-  and  ileep,  oft  governs  lust. 


eUe; 


■  throna  makes  i 

rild  psMioniiM^ 

ch  Artide  of  time, 

re  tfaooghta  to  hasTea  &j; 

.  her  TOWS  religiona  be, 

4  abe  Towa  ber  love  to  me. 


CANZONET. 

den  son  that  bringa  tbe  daj, 
lia  men  ligbt  to  see  vitbal, 
doth  cast  lus  beams  awaj, 
bej  are  bliod  on  whom  they  fall ; 
I  no  force  in  all  his  light 
ihe  mole  a  perfect  sight. 

in,  017  enn,  more  bright  than  be 
ieea  at  noon  in  anmmer  tide, 
ven  me  light  and  power  to  see, 
erfect  skill  m;  sight  to  goide ; 
r  I  lived  ab  blind  as  mole 
dea  her  hoad  in  eorthl;  hole. 

the  praise  of  beauty's  graeo, 
:med  it  nought  bnt  poet's  akill; 

on  manj  a  luvel;  face, 
ind  T  DODO  to  bend  ntj  will ; 
mude  me  think  that  beantj  bright 
ilhing  else  bnt  red  am]  white. 

w  thy  beams  have  cleared  mj  eight, 
to  think  I  waa  so  blind ; 
miog  eyes  afford  me  light, 
■anty'a  blaie  each  where  I  find ; 
I  those  damee  that  ahino  so  bright 
t  the  ihAdows  of  thy  light 

TaoMii  WAnoa. 


THE  NIGHT  PIECE. 


Ekr  eyea  the  glow-worme  lend  thee, 
The  shooting-starrM  attend  thee; 
And  tbe  elres  also, 
Whose  litUe  eyes  glow 
Like  the  sparks  of  fire,  befiiend  thee. 

No  Will-o'-th'-wispe  miiligbt  thee, 
Nor  make  nor  ilow-worm  bite  thee ; 

Bnt  on  thy  way. 

Not  making  stay, 
Sinoe  ghost  there's  none  t'  afiright  thee  I 

Let  not  tbe  diurke  thee  onmber ; 

What  thoagh  the  moon  does  slnmbert 
Tbe  stars  of  the  night 
Will  lend  thee  their  light, 

Ijke  tapers  oleare,  wi&out  niunber. 

Then,  Jnlia,  let  me  woo  thee, 
Thns,  thus  to  come  nnto  me; 

And  when  I  shall  meet 

Thy  wlvery  feet. 
My  sonle  I  'le  pour  into  thee  I 


Till  me  not,  sweet,  I  am  aokinde, 

That  ftom  the  nunnerie 
Of  thy  chaste  breast  and  qniet  minde, 

To  warre  and  armea  I  flee. 

Tme,  a  new  mistresso  now  I  chase — 

The  first  foe  in  the  field ; 
And  with  a  stronger  futb  imbraee 

A  sword,  a  horse,  a  shield. 

Tet  this  inconstancy  is  snch. 

As  yoD,  too,  shonld  adore ; 
I  ooold  not  loTe  thee,  dears,  so  mnch, 

Loved  I  not  honor  more. 
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DISDAIN  RETDBNED. 

Hb  that  loves  a  rosj  oheek, 

Or  a  coral  lip  admires, 
Or  from  star-like  eyes  doth  seek 

Fuel  to  maintain  his  fires — 
As  old  Time  makes  these  decay, 
So  his  flames  must  waste  away. 

But  a  smooth  and  steadfast  mind, 
Gentle  thoughts  and  calm  desires, 

Hearts  with  equal  love  combined. 
Kindle  never-dying  fires. 

Where  these  are  not,  I  despise 

Lovely  cheeks,  or  lips,  or  eyes. 

Ko  tears,  Celia,  now  shall  win 
My  resolved  heart  to  return ; 

I  have  searched  thy  soul  within, 
And  find  nought  but  pride  and  scorn; 

I  have  learned  thy  arts,  and  now 

Can  disdain  as  much  as  thou. 

Some  power,  in  my  revenge,  convey 

That  love  to  her  I  cast  away ! 

TiOMAi  Cammw, 


TO  ALTHEA— FROM  PRISON. 

When  Love,  with  unconfined  wings. 

Hovers  within  my  gates. 
And  my  divine  Althea  brings 

To  whisper  at  my  grates ; 
When  I  lie  tangled  in  her  hair 

And  fettered  to  her  eye— 
The  birds  that  wanton  in  the  air 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

When  flowing  cups  run  swiftly  round 

With  no  allaying  Thames, 
Our  careless  heads  with  roses  bound, 

Our  hearts  with  loyal  flames ; 
When  thirsty  grief  in  wine  we  steep, 

When  healths  and  draughts  go 
Fishes,  that  tipple  in  the  deep, 

Know  no  saoh.  liberty. 


When,  like  conmiitted  linnets  I 

With  shriller  throat  shall  sing 
The  sweetness,  mercy,  migesty, 

And  glories  of  my  king ; 
When  I  shall  voice  aloud  how  gooc 

He  is,  how  great  should  be— 
Enlarged  winds,  that  curl  the  flood 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

Nor  iron  bars  a  cage; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  an  hermitage. 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love, 

And  in  my  soul  am  free — 
Angels  alone,  that  soar  above, 

Eiyoy  such  liberty. 

Bioiffiitp  Lorn 


TO  LUOASTA. 

If  to  be  absent  were  to  be 
Away  from  thee ; 
Or  that,  when  I  am  gone. 
You  or  I  were  alone ; 
Then,  my  Lucasta,  might  I  crave 
Pity  from  blustering  wind   or  swallo 
wave. 

But  1*11  not  sigh  one  blast  or  gale 
To  swell  my  sail. 
Or  pay  a  tear  to  'suage 
The  foaming  blue-god's  rage; 
For,  whether  he  will  let  me  pass 
Or  no,  I  'm  still  as  happy  as  I  was. 

Though  seas  and  lands  be  'twixt  us 
Our  faith  and  troth, 
Like  separated  souls. 
All  time  and  space  controls: 
Above  the  highest  sphere  we  meet, 
Unseen,  unknown ;  and  greet  as  angels  j 

So,  then,  we  do  anticipate 
Our  after-fate. 
And  are  alive  i'  th'  8kie«| 
If  thus  our  lips  and  eyes 
Oan  speak  like  spirits  unoonfined 
In  heaven— their  earthly  bodies  left  behi 


BtJFEBSTmON. 

■t,  tliongh  it  be 

reciMT  lort  thought  popery ; 

XMta  can  a  lioeitH  show 

ererr  thing  we  do. 

n,  mj  little  saint !  Ill  pr^fto  thee. 

1 7  happy  miod, 

a  Tsrioiu  J07S,  can  leinire  find 

ttend  to  any  thing  ao  low 

rhat  I  BAj  or  do, 

md  1»«  what  thon  vast  evei^-kind. 

he  blest  alwTe 

tbe«  quite,  hot  eometimea  hither 

would  I  thj  Bweet  image  eee^ 
rit  and  talk  with  thee ; 
ctirioait;,  bat  love. 

It  delight  'twould  be, 

LhoQ  sometimes,  bj  stealth,  conTerae 

-  shouUI  I  thy  Bweet  commmie  prize, 
other  joya  despise ; 
len,  I  ne'er  was  yet  denied  by  thee. 

not  long  detun 
from  blisa,  nor  teep  thee  here  in 

pain; 
shoald  thy  fellow-saints  e'er  know 
hy  ewape  below ; 
hou  'rt  missed,  thon  sbooldst  return 

Tea  mnst  needa  thy  love, 

u  other  qaalities,  improve ; 

le,  then,  and  recreate  my  sight 

b  rays  of  thy  pore  light ; 

heer  my  eyes  more  than  the  lamps 


iiflne  thee  to  thy  blissful  sphere, 
i  by  thy  absence  I  shall  know 
■ther  tby  state  be  so,) 
fj,  and  be  miudfhl  of  me  there. 


A  80N0. 

To  thy  lover, 

Dear,  discover 
That  sweet  blash  of  thine,  that  shuuetli 

(When  those  rosee 

It  discloses) 
All  the  flowers  that  nature  nameth. 

Flow  thy  hair, 
That  no  more  summer's  best  dresses 

Be  beholden 

For  their  golden 
Looks,  to  Phcebos'  flaming  tresses, 

O  deliver 

Love  his  qoiver  1 
From  thy  eyes  he  shoots  his  arrows. 

Where  Apollo 

Cannot  follow. 
Feathered  with  his  mother's  sparrows, 

O  envy  not 

(That  we  die  not) 
Those  dear  lipa,  whose  door  endosee 

All  the  Graces 

In  their  places, 
Brother  pearls,  and  sbter  roses. 

From  these  treasures 

Of  ripe  pleasures 
One  bright  smile  to  clear  the  weather ; 

Earth  and  lieaven 

ThoB  made  even. 
Both  will  he  good  friends  together. 

The  air  does  woo  thee ; 

Winds  cling  to  thee ; 
Hight  a  word  onca  fly  from  oot  thet^ 

Storm  and  thunder 

Would  sit  nnder. 
And  keep  silence  round  aboat  thee. 

But  if  nature's 

Common  creatDrei 
So  dear  glories  dare  not  Iwrrow ; 

Yet  thy  beanty 

Owea  a  doty 
To  my  loving,  lingering  sorrow. 
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POEMS   OF   LOVE. 


When,  to  end  me, 

Death  shall  send  me 
All  his  terrors  to  affiight  me ; 

Thine  eyes*  graces 

Gild  their  faces, 
And  those  terrors  shall  delight  me. 

When  my  dying 

life  is  flying, 
Those  sweet  airs  that  often  dew  me, 

Shall  revive  me, 

Or  reprieve  me, 
And  to  many  deaths  renew  me. 

RxoHAxo  Ceabhaw. 


AH,  HOW  SWEET  TTIS  TO  LOVE. 

Ah,  how  sweet  it  is  to  love  I 
Ah,  how  gay  is  yonng  desire  I 
And  what  pleasing  pains  we  prove 
When  we  first  approach  love's  fire  I 
Pains  of  love  he  sweeter  far 
Than  all  other  pleasures  are. 

Sighs,  which  are  from  lovers  hlown. 
Do  hut  gently  heave  the  heart ; 
E^en  the  tears  they  shed  alone. 
Cure,  like  trickling  balm,  their  smart. 

Lovers,  when  they  lose  their  breath, 

Bleed  away  in  easy  death. 

Love  and  time  with  reverence  use ; 

Treat  them  like  a  parting  friend, 

Nor  the  golden  gifts  refuse 

Which  in  youth  sincere  they  send ; 
For  each  year  their  price,  is  more, 
And  they  less  simple  than  before. 

Love,  like  spring-tides,  full  and  high. 
Swells  in  every  youthful  vein ; 
But  each  tide  does  less  supply. 
Till  they  quite  shrink  in  again ; 
If  a  flow  in  age  i^ppear, 
Tis  but  rain,  and  runs  not  dear. 


SONG. 

Ask  me  no  more  where  Jove  bestow? 
When  June  is  past,  the  fading  rose ; 
For,  in  your  beauty's  orient  deep. 
These  flowers,  as  in  their  causes,  slec 

Ask  me  no  more  whither  do  stray 
The  golden  atoms  of  the  day ; 
For,  in  pure  love,  heaven  did  prepare 
Those  powders  to  enrich  your  hair. 

Ask  me  no  more  whither  doth  haste 
The  nightingale  when  May  is  past ; 
For  in  your  sweet,  dividing  throat 
She  winters,  and  keeps  warm  her  nol 

Ask  me  no  more  where  those  stars  li 
That  downwards  fall  in  dead  of  night 
For  in  your  eyes  they  sit,  and  ther» 
Hzed  become,  as  in  their  sphere. 

Ask  me  no  more  if  east  or  west 
The  phoenix  builds  her  spicy  nest ; 
For  unto  you  at  last  she  flies. 
And  in  your  fragrant  bosom  dies. 

Cm 


PHILOMELA'S  ODE 

THAT  SHE  BUKG-  IS  BKR  ARBOR. 

SiTTiKo  by  a  river's  side 
Where  a  silent  stream  did  glide, 
Muse  I  did  of  many  things 
That  the  mind  in  quiet  brings. 
I  'gan  think  how  some  men  deem 
Gold  their  god ;  and  some  esteem 
Honor  is  the  chief  content 
That  to  man  in  life  is  lent; 
And  some  others  do  contend 
Quiet  none  like  to  a  friend. 
Others  hold  there  is  no  wealth 
Compared  to  a  perfect  health; 
Some  man's  mind  in  quiet  stands 
When  he 's  lord  of  many  lands. 
But  I  did  sigh,  and  said  an  tiiia 
Was  bat  a  shade  of  perfect  Wmi 


And  in  1117  thonghtB  I  £d  ipproTe 
Nought  M  iweet  u  ia  trne  lore. 
Love  'twizt  loven  puaeth  these, 
When  month  UaMth  and  heart  'greee— 
With  folded  anna  and  Upa  meeliiig, 
Each  aont  another  aweetly  greeting ; 
For  bj  the  hnath  the  aool  fleeteth. 
And  Bool  with  aonl  in  kiting  meeteth. 
If  lore  be  w  aweet  a  thing, 
That  anch  li^tpj  bliaa  doth  bring, 
H^>P7  ia  lore'*  angered  thrall ; 
But  tinbi^T  niaidena  all 
Who  eataem  joor  Tirgin  blissea 
Sweeter  than  a  wife'a  sweet  kiaaea. 
Ko  (nch  qoiet  to  the  mind 
Am  tnie  lore  with  kiaaea  kind ; 
Bnt  if  B  kiaa  prove  nnchaate, 
Then  ia  true  lore  quite  di^raoed. 
Tbongh  loTe  be  swee^  ieam  thia  of  me, 
So  tweet  love  Init  honeat;. 


COME  AWAY,  DEATH. 

Covz  aws7,  come  away,  death, 
And  in  sad  cypress  let  me  be  laid ! 

Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath  : 
I  am  alain  by  a  fur  cmel  maid. 
ilj  ahroDd  <^  white,  atock  all  with  y 

Oh,  prepare  it; 
Uy  part  of  death  no  one  eo  tnte 
Did  ahare  it. 


Sot  a  flower,  not  a  flower  aweet, 
Od  mj  block  coffin  let  there  be  atrown 

Xot  a  friend,  not  a  fiiend  greet 
Hy  poor  corpse,  where  my  bonea  ahall  be 
thrown. 
A  tlionaand,  thoosand  aighs  to  save. 

Lay  me, Oh!  where 
6ad  tme-lore  never  find  my  grave, 
To  weep  there. 


THE  TOMB. 

Whut,  omel  fair  one,  I  am  alain 

By  thy  diadtin, 
And,  as  a  trophy  of  thy  aoom, 
aome  old  tomb  am  borne. 
Thy  fettere  muat  thdr  power*  bequeath 
To  those  of  death; 
Nor  can  thy  flame  immortal  bnm, 
Ijke  monmnental  Area  within  sn  nm : 
Thus  freed  from  thj  prond  empire,  I  ahall 

prove 
^ere  is  more  liberty  in  death  than  love. 

And  when  forsaken  lovers  oome 

To  lee  my  tomb, 
Take  heed  thoa  mix  not  with  the  crowd, 

And,  (as  a  victor)  prond 
To  view  the  spoils  thy  beaat;  made, 

I^eas  near  my  ahade ; 
at  thy  too  croel  breath  or  name 
Shoold  &n  my  ashes  back  Into  a  flame, 
And  thou,  devonred  by  this  reveageftil  fire. 
His  sacrifice,  who  died  as  thine,  expire. 

Bnt  if  cold  earih  or  marble  must 

Conceal  mj  dnat, 
Whilst,  hid  in  some  dark  ruina,  I 

Dmnb  and  forgotten  lie, 
The  prido  of  all  tiiy  victory 

Will  sleep  with  me; 

And  they  who  should  attest  thy  glory. 
Will  or  forgot  or  not  believe  thia  story. 
Then  to  inorcnse  tliy  triumph,  let  me  rest. 
Since  by  thine  eye  slain,  buried  in  thy  breast 


LOVE  NOT  ME. 

Lovi  not  me  for  comely  grace, 
For  my  pleasing  eye  or  face, 
Nor  for  any  outward  part, 
No,  nor  for  my  constant  heart; 

For  thoae  may  foil  or  turn  to  ill, 

bo  thou  and  I  shall  sever ; 

Keep  therefore  a  true  woman's  eye. 

And  love  me  atill,  bat  know  not  why. 

So  hast  thoo  the  same  rettson  atill 
To  doat  npon  me  ever. 
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POBMS   OF   LOYB. 


THE  EXEQUIES. 

Draw  near 
Ton  lovers,  that  complain, 
Of  fortune  or  disdain. 
And  to  my  ashes  lend  a  tear  I 
Melt  the  hard  marble  with  jonr  groans, 
And  soften  the  relentless  stones, 
Whose  cold  embraces  the  sad  subject  hide 
Of  all  lovers  cruelties,  and  beauty's  pride  1 

No  verse, 
Ko  epicedium  bring ; 
Nor  peaceful  requiem  sing^ 
To  charm  the  terrors  of  my  hearse  I 
No  profane  numbers  must  flow  near 
The  sacred  silence  that  dwells  here. 
Vast   griefe   are   dumb ;    softly,  oh  sofUy 

mourn  I 
Lest  you  disturb  the  peace  attends  my  urn. 

Yet  strew 
Upon  my  dismal  grave 
Such  offerings  as  you  have — 
Forsaken  cypress,  and  sad  yew ; 
For  kinder  flowers  can  take  no  birth 
Or  growth  from  such  unhappy  earth. 
Weep  only  o'er  my  dust,  and  say,  "  Here  lies 
To  love  and  fate  an  equal  sacrifice." 

TlOMAI   BftAXlMt. 


I 


A  gown  made  of  the  fineac  wool. 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  puD 
Fair-lined  slippers  for  the  cold. 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold ; 

A  belt  of  straw,  and  ivy  buds. 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs; 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move 
Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 

The  shepherd  swains  shall  dance  and; 
For  thy  delight  each  May  morning: 
If  these  delights  thy  mind  may  move, 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 


THE  MILK-MAID'S  SONG. 

THE    SHEPHEBD    TO    HIS    LOVE. 

Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love,  . 
And  we  will  all  tlie  pleasures  prove 
That  valleys,  groves,  hills,  and  fields, 
Woods  or  steepy  mountains  yields. 

There  will  we  sit  upon  the  rocks, 
Seeing  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks 
By  shallow  rivers  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

There  will  I  make  thee  beds  of  roses 
With  a  thousand  fragrant  posies; 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kirtle, 
Embroirlered  all  with  leaves  of  myrtlo. 


THE  MILK-MAID'S  MOTHER'S  ASm 

THE  imCPH'a  BEPLT. 

If  that  the  world  and  love  were  youn 
And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue, 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  movi 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  thy  love. 

But  time  drives  flocks  from  field  to  fo 
When  rivers  rage,  and  rocks  grow  ool 
And  Philomel  becometh  dumb, 
And  all  complain  of  cares  to  come. 

The  flowers  do  fade,  and  wanton  field 
To  wayward  winter  reckoning  yidds 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gidl, 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  fall. 

Thy  gowns,  thy  shoes,  thy  beds  of  roa 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle,  and  thy  posies 
Soon  break,  soon  wither,  soon  forgott* 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 

Thy  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds. 
Thy  coral  clasps  and  amber  stoda— 
All  these  in  me  no  means  can  move 
To  come  to  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

But  oould  youth  last^  and  love  still  bit 
Had  Joys  no  date,  nor  age  no  need, 
Then  those  delights  my  mind  might  n 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  lofSi 


■  r    DBAR    AND    OKLT    LOTS. 


DKAB  AND  OKLT  LOTB. 

r  and  onlf  1ot«,  I  pnj, 
loble  worid  of  thee 
inud  bj  no  other  fw^ 


onftuioii  hATO  •  part, 
b  Tiitaooa  lOQla  tbhor^ 
Id  a  ^nod  in  tli;  heart, 
lerer  love  thee  more. 

lazander  I  will  reign, 

I  will  reign  aJtHM^ 

jighfji  shall  eTennore  '^jM^flin 

ral  on  m;  throne. 

i«r  fears  his  fate  too  mnoh, 

iadeserta  are  amall, 

Ota  it  not  nnto  the  toooh, 

■in  or  looe  it  aU. 

oust  rale  and  gorera  still 

alwajs  give  the  law, 

ive  each  subject  at  U17  will, 

all  to  itoDd  In  awe. 
tinst  m^  batterj  if  I  find 
1  shnn'st  the  prise  bo  sore 
t  tbon  set'st  me  np  a  blind, 
noTer  loTe  thee  more, 

be  empire  of  thy  heart, 
ire  I  should  solel;  be, 
or  do  pretend  a  part, 
I  dares  to  vie  with  me ; 
iouunitteee  Uioo  erect, 
1  go  on  such  a  aoore, 
ig  BQi]  kogh  at  thy  neglect^ 
I  never  lore  thee  more. 

thoD  wilt  be  constant  then, 

I  Euthfii]  of  thy  word, 

eke  thee  glorioos  bj  mj  pen, 

1  famooa  bj  mj  sword. 

rve  thee  in  snch  noble  ways 

I  never  heard  before; 

own  and  deck  thee  all  with  bays, 

I  love  thee  ei 


ar  and  onlj  lore,  take  heed, 
i  tbon  thjielf  expoM, 


And  let  all  longing  lorers  Used 

Upon  snoh  looks  a*  thoee. 
A  marble  wall  then  bnild  abont. 

Beset  without  a  door ; 
Bat  if  then  let  thy  heart  fly  out, 

1 11  nerer  love  thee  more. 

Let  not  th^  oaths,  like  Toilers  shot, 

Hake  nnj  breach  at  all ; 
Nor  ■ttootimeas  of  thdr  langnage  plot 

WMoh  waj  to  eoale  the  wall ; 
Nor  balls  of  wild-flre  love  oonsome 

The  shiine  which  I  adore; 
For  if  BQoh  tmoke  abont  thee  flune^ 

1 11  never  love  thee  more. 

I  tUnk  thy  virtues  be  too  itrong 

To  snfibr  bj  surprise ; 
Those  victualled  by  ray  love  to  long, 

The  dege  at  length  must  rise. 
And  leave  thee  ruled  in  that  health 

And  state  thou  wast  before; 
Bnt  if  thou  turn  a  commonwealth, 

1 11  never  love  thee  more. 

Or  If  by  &nnd,  or  by  consent, 

Thy  heart  to  mine  come, 
I  '11  soimd  no  tminpet  as  I  wont, 

Nor  march  by  tuck  of  drum ; 
Bat  bold  my  erma,  like  ensigns,  op, 

Thy  falsehood  to  deplore. 
And  bitterly  will  sigh  and  weep, 

And  never  love  thee  more. 

I II  do  with  thee  as  Nero  did 

When  Borne  was  set  on  fire, 
Not  only  all  relief  forbid, 

Bnt  to  a  hill  retire, 
And  scorn  to  shed  a  tear  to  see 

Thy  spirit  grown  so  poor; 
But  smiling  nng,  until  I  die, 

1 11  never  love  thee  more. 

Tet,  for  the  lore  I  bare  thee  onoe, 

Lest  that  thy  name  should  dies 
A  monument  of  marble-stone 

The  trath  shall  testi&e; 
That  every  pilgrim  pudng  by 

May  pity  and  deplore 
Hy  case,  and  read  the  teawn  why 

I  oon  love  thee  no  more. 


I 


k 


The  golden  laws  of  love  aliaJl  be 

npDn  this  piUnr  hun{^ — 
A  funpto  lioort,  a  Nu^'Ie  ejo, 

A  tfue  BuJ  conatHnt  tongue ; 
Let  no  man  fur  more  love  pretend 

Than  he  hu  LearU  in  Btore ; 
Tnw  loTe  bogun  sliall  never  end ; 

Lore  one  and  Ioto  no  more. 

Than  BbnU  tli;  heart  be  eet  hy  mine, 

Bat  in  for  diSereat  CAse ; 
For  mine  was  true,  eo  wm  not  thine, 

But  lookt  like  Jonaa'  face. 
For  as  the  wavea  with  ever;  wind, 

8a  Bail'st  Uioq  07617  ahore. 
And  lear'at  mj  constant  heart  behind, — 

How  can  I  lore  thee  more  I 

M7  heart  ahall  with  the  saa  be  fixed 

For  constancy  moat  strange. 
And  thine  ahaU  with  the  moon  be  mixed. 

Delighting  nj  In  change. 
Thy  beaaty  sfain«d  at  first  more  bright, 

And  woe  is  me  therefore, 
TJiat  ever  I  fimiid  Ihy  love  so  light 

I  ooold  love  thee  uo  more  I 

Tlie  misty  moontnins,  smoking  laken, 

Ttie  rorJu'  reaonnding  echo, 
The  whistling  wind  that  murmor  makea. 

Shall  with  me  sing  hey  ho  I 
The  toi^ng  sens,  the  tainhling  boats, 

Tears  dropping  &<nn  each  abor«. 
Shall  tone  with  me  their  turtle  notes— 

1  '11  never  love  tbea  more. 

As  doth  (be  turtle,  chaste  and  true, 

tier  fellow's  death  regrotc, 
And  daily  mannu  for  his  adieu. 

And  ne'er  renews  ber  male; 
8oh  though  ttiy  &ltL  was  never  fasi. 

Which  grtovea  mc  woodroos  sore, 
Y«t  I  ^udl  live  in  love  so  chost. 

That  I  shali  lore  no  mcir«. 

Ami  when  all  gallants  riilo  about 

These  muuumuits  to  view. 
Whereon  is  writteu,  In  ooJ  out, 

Thov  trulflrou*  and  untnie ; 
Then  in  a  painou  th«y  ihall  peiua, 

Anil  tlios  say,  sS^tbing  Mr«^ 


And  when  that  tracing  goddaaa  Fhm 

From  east  tt>  west  shall  fleo, 
She  sliall  record  it,  to  thy  ahi 

How  thou  hoat  loved  me ; 
And  how  in  odds  our  lovQ  wi 

As  few  have  lieen  before ; 
Thou  loved  too  many,  and  I  todifl 

So  1  can  love  no  more. 


no, 

I 


WELCOME,  WELCOME. 

Wtlanrify  weleoiru,  do  I  tinf. 
Far  mort  vtUomt  t/uat  (1«  ^prii^r 
He  that  partethj^om  ym  MMr, 
ShaUmjo)/  a  ^ring/«r  m*r. 

Love  that  \o  the  voice  is  Dear, 

Breaking  from  yonr  ivory  paU^ 
Need  not  walk  abroad  to  hear 
The  delighttii]  nigh  tin  gale. 
Welcome,  aeteome,  lim  I*i»f, 
Far  more  teeUoJM  than  tA«  ^ri»g 
Be  that  parttth^fivm  yvm  iWMr, 
Shfilt  enjoy  a  tpringfur  st>«r. 

Love,  that  aliU  looks  on  yonr  «ye^ 

Though  the  winter  have  begun 
To  benmnb  onr  arteriee^ 
Sbidl  not  want  the  sommct'a  mi. 
Weleome,  atlcoma,  lAtm  /tinf, 
Far  mors  wttetmu  than  Usajwty; 
ffe  thatpartsthjyom  y«v  mtnr, 
SKaU  «»joy  a  iprinjf  JIrr  tttr. 

Love,  tliat  still  may  see  yonr  cbMlA 

Where  ail  rarenea  still  rvpOMa, 
Is  a  fool  if  e'er  ha  seeks 
Other  Ulies,  other  roaea. 

WtUemt,  v^lfomt,  th*»  Itl»fi, 
Far  more  weleom*  than  tho  ifiiiit, 
Be  that  parltth  Jfom  fM«  utvir. 
Shall  mjoy  a  if/riv^,^  (<Hr. 

Love,  tu  whom  j'our  soft  lip  yidd^ 
And  perceives  your  bmth  la  Uaini 

AH  tlie  odors  of  the  Helda 
Never,  nevtr  shall  be  m 


=1 
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UsMM^  vtlaumt,  thtn  I  ling, 
It  m»n  iPtbMM  Man  At  tprinff  ; 
'»  Aat  partath  Jivm  yott  luetr, 
mU  MV0y  a  iprinffjbr  mar. 

•iatt  qneation  would  onevr 
t  ASx  £d«D  wu  of  old, 
n  rightlj  studv  yon, 
&  brief  of  that  behold. 
Veoma,  imImrm^  lh«n  I  ling, 
ir  mora  vtleMU  tian  thg  tprinff  ; 
e  thtit  parttth  fivm  you  neeer, 
iail  mj»if  a  wprinf/or  ner. 

Wnum  Biowin 


T  AS  THE  IMMORTAL  GODS. 

M  the  bnmorUl  gods  is  be, 
rath  who  fondly  sits  by  thee, 
em  and  sees  thee  all  the  while 
speak,  and  sweetly  unile. 

i  this  depriTed  my  sonl  of  re«t, 
ii«ed  such  tumnlts  in  my  breast ; 
liile  I  gazed,  in  trsnaport  tost, 
rath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  lost. 

!0m  glowed;  the  subtle  flame 
lick  throogh  all  my  Tital  frame : 
ly  dim  eyes  a  darkness  bung; 
ra  with  hollow  munnurs  rung. 

ry  damps  my  hmbs  were  chilled ; 
lod  with  gentle  horrors  thrilled ; 
ble  pulae  forgot  to  play — 
iA,  sank,  and  died  away. 


LKA3ATZ,  MT  REISDEEB. 


KASATZ,  my  reindeer, 
vs  along  jonmey  to  go; 
:ie  moon  are  vast, 
nd  we  mnst  baate. 
■trength,  I  fear, 
dl,  if  we  are  slow  ; 

or  Bonp  will  do. 
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Kaiga,  the  watery  moor, 

Is  pleasant  onto  me, 

Though  long  it  Ik, 

^ce  it  doth  to  my  mistress  lead. 

Whom  I  adore ; 

The  Kilwa  moor 

I  ne'er  agun  will  tread, 

Thonghte  flUod  my  mind. 
Whilst  I  through  Ewg6  passed 
Bwift  as  the  wind. 
And  my  desire 
Winged  with  impalieot  fire ; 
Ky  reindeer,  let  na  haste  1 

So  eball  we  quickly  end  onr  pleaung  pun- 
Behold  my  mistress  there. 
With  decent  motion  walking  o'er  the  plaii 
Eulnasatz,  my  reindeer, 
Look  yonder,  where 

She  washes  in  the  lake ! 
See,  while  she  swims. 
The  water  from  her  purer  limba 
New  clearness  take  I 


USES  TO  AN  INDIAN  AIB. 

I  AKisE  from  dreams  of  thee 
In  the  first  sweet  sleep  of  night, 
When  the  winds  are  breathing  Ip-^, 
And  the  stars  are  shining  bright 
I  arise  from  dreams  of  thee, 
And  a  spirit  in  my  feet 
Has  lod  me — who  knows  bow  t 
To  thy  chamber  window,  sweett 

The  wondering  airs,  they  faint 
On  the  dark  and  silent  stream — 
The  chami>nk  odors  fail 
like  sweet  thoughts  in  a  dream ' 
Tbe  niglilln^lo'K  complaint, 
It  dies  opoci  licr  heart, 
As  I  must  on  thino, 
Beloved  oa  thou  art  I 

Oh,  lift  me  from  the  gtaai  I 
I  die,  I  faint,  1  foill 
Let  iby  love  in  kisaesraln 
On  my  lips  and  eyelids  pale. 


itj  ehtelc  »  oolil  unil  white,  alul 
Hy  heart  benU  loud  and  that; 
Oh !  prosa  it  close  ti>  thins  again, 
WLere  it  wiU  break  at  last 

Phot  Bnuu  Snnxn. 


MAID  OF  ATHENS,  ERE  WE  PART. 

Ziii  lioii,  odf  aymta. 

Maid  of  Atbeoa,  ere  \ 
Giva,  oh,  gise  me  bac 
Or,  since  that  has  left 
Keep  it  noir,  and  taki 
Bear  \aj  tow  before  > 
Ziii)  /loi;  eat  ayaxu, 

Bj  thuM  tresses  unoo 
Wooed  bj  each  JEg* 
By  thoM  lids  whoaej 
Kiss  tb;  soft  cheoki' 
By  those  wild  eyes  liLg 
Z^  /mi,  ode  a/ciru. 

By  that  lip  1  long  to  taste ; 
By  that  zone-endrcled  waist; 
By  all  the  tokcn-flowcrs  that  tell 
What  words  can  never  speak  so  well; 
Bj  love's  alternate  joy  and  woe, 

Ziai  /mi,  adi  ayairii. 

Uaid  of  Athens  I  I  am  gone — 
Think  of  me,  sweet,  when  alone. 
Thongh  1  Hy  to  Istambol, 
Athens  holds  my  heart  and  soal. 
Can  I  cease  to  love  thee?    Nol 

Z^7  luni,  eic  ifairii. 

Loui  BnoM. 


Tb>  might  ot  one  fidr  face  anblimea  my  lore, 
For  it  hath  weaned  my  heart  from  low  de- 

Nor  death  I  heed,  nor  purgatorial  fires. 
Thy  beanty,  ODt^tast  of  Joys  above, 
Instract*  me  in  the  bliss  that  saints  ^tprove; 
For  oh  1  bow  good,  bow  beaadfhl,  most  be 
The  God  that  made  so  good  a  thing  as  thee, 
So  fair  on  image  of  the  heavenly  Dove. 


For^ve  nc  if  t  oannot  tarn  away  « 
From  tlioee  sweet  eje*  (liat  on  loj  ■! 

For  they  are  guiding  stars,  beni^y  ffm 
To  tempt  my  fuotaleps  to  the  upwoid  ■ 
And  if  I  dwell  too  fondly  la  thy  nlgti^, 
I  lire  and  lore  in  God's  jiecnlior  U 

TmultUMi  of  .1.  E.  TitlAC 


,  LOVE'S  PUILOSOPnY. 

Tns  foontoins  mingle  H'lth  tlie  lilM 

And  the  rivers  wltli  tlie  ocean  (j 
The  winds  of  bearen  mix  for  «nM 

Witli  a  sweet  emotion ; 
Nothing  in  the  worid  is  ain^e; 

All  tbicga  by  a  law  divino 
lu  one  another's  being  mlngto^ 

Why  not  1  with  thine  t 

4 
See  tlie  monntoins  kiaa  high  bearn 

And  th(>  irnves  clasp  one  another 
No  sister  flower  would  be  forgiven 

If  it  disdained  its  brother ; 
And  the  eiulight  clasps  tlie  earth, 

And  the  moonbeams  kiss  the  sea 
What  are  all  these  Idsaugs  worth. 

If  thoQ  kiss  not  me  ? 

FnOT  BnvB  Bss 


to- 


One  word  ia  too  ottea  probned 

For  me  to  profane  it, 
One  feelbg  too  &lsely  disdained 

For  thee  to  disdain  It. 
One  hope  is  too  like  despair 

For  prudence  to  nnotber, 
And  pity  from  thee  more  dear 

Than  that  from  another. 

I  can  give  not  what  men  call  love  i 

But  wilt  tbon  accept  not 
The  worship  the  heart  lifts  above 

And  the  heavens  r^ect  not: 
The  desiro  of  the  moth  for  the  star. 

Of  the  nigbt  fw  the  morrow, 
The  devotion  to  something  afkr 

From  the  spher«  of  oar  aortowl 


SntL  OF  CADIZ. 


igaiD  lo  me 

limes  and  British  ladi«s ; 

joDr  lot  to  see 

ovely  girl  of  Cadiz. 

les  tw  not  of  blue, 

ocks,  like  English  UsBes', 

1  expressive  hne 


«  eye  bi 


n! 


And  wheD,  bene&th  the  erening  stai'. 

She  miDglea  in  the  gay  bolero ; 
Or  aing9  to  her  attuned  gaitar 

Of  Christian  knight  or  Moorish  bero ; 
Or  conntB  her  beads  with  fury  band 

Beneath  the  twinkling  rays  of  Hesper ; 
Or  joins  devotion's  oboral  band 

To  chant  the  sweet  and  hallowed  vesper : 


e,  from  henvcn  she  stolf 

tliroii(r)i  tho!«  silken  laalies 

ces  Euemn  to  roll, 

lat  cQDnot  hide  their  flashes ; 

er  bosom  steal 

d  flow  her  raven  tresses, 

uch  cluiitering  lock  could  fuel, 

,0  give  her  neck  caresses. 


In  each  her  charms  the  heart  mnst  move 

Of  all  who  venture  to  behold  her. 
Tlien  let  not  maids  lesa  fair  reprove. 

Because  Ler  bosom  is  not  colder ; 
Through  many  a  clime  tis  mine  to  roam 

AVhere  many  a  soft  and  melting  maid  ia, 
But  none  abroad,  and  few  at  home. 

May  match  the  dark-eyed  girl  of  Codii. 
LoiD  Bnt* 


nida  nre  hmg  to  woo, 
vcti  in  possession ; 

e  lilow  at  love's  conftssion 
2iilb  n  briirlitcr  j-un. 
toincd  tijc  ^jiaiiisb  mnid  i<i, 
bcM  fondly,  fjiirly  won,— 
>u  like  llic  girl  of  Cadiz? 

naid  is  no  (Coquette, 
floe  a  lover  trunible ; 
c,  or  if  she  bate. 
nows  not  to  dis$cmlile. 
ne'er  bo  bought  or  sold — 
beats,  it  ht'iits  sincerely ; 
.t  will  not  bend  to  pM, 
yitu  Icmj;,  and  love  you  dearly. 


rirl  that  meets  your  love 
s  yon  with  a  moefc  denial ; 
iU)fht  Is  bent  to  prove 
I  in  the  lionr  of  trial, 
ing  foemen  menace  Spain 
he  deed  and  shares  the  danger ; 
er  lover  prerw  the  plain, 
he  apear,  her  love's  avenger. 


SONG. 

The  heath  this  night  must  he  my  bed. 
The  liroelten  curtain  fur  my  bead. 
My  lull.iby  the  w.irder's  trend. 

Far,  far  from  love  and  tbee,  Mory ; 
To-morrow  eve,  more  stilly  laid. 
My  conch  may  be  my  bloody  plaid, 
My  ves|>er  song  thy  wail,  sweet  maid  I 

It  will  not  waken  me,  Mary ! 

I  may  not,  dare  not,  fancy  now 

The  grief  tlint  clouds  thy  lovely  brow  ; 

I  dare  not  think  upon  Ihy  vow. 

And  all  it  promised  me,  Mary. 
No  fond  regret  must  Norman  know  ■. 
When  barsts  Clan-Alpine  on  tlie  foe. 
Ilia  benrt  must  be  like  bended  bow. 

His  foot  like  arrow  free.  Mary, 

A  time  will  come  with  feeling  franghll 
For,  if  I  fall  in  battle  fought. 
Thy  hapless  lover's  dying  thought 

Shall  be  a  thought  on  thee,  Mary ! 
And  if  returned  from  conquered  focfs 
ITow  blithely  will  the  evening  close, 
How  BH'cct  the  linnet  sing  repo^ 

To  my  yonng  bride  and  me,  Mary  I 

Bm  Wau*i  Enun 
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STANZAS  FOP.  ITOSIO. 

Tqerk  b«  noDO  of  ticaut^'s  daagbten 
With  a  magic  like  thee; 

And  like  music  i>n  the  iraton 
la  tlij  sweet  voice  to  me: 

When.  OB  if  it»  eoanJ  were  oaiuiiis 

The  oharmed  oceau'a  panrint 

The  wovea  lie  still  and  g 

And  tlie  liiU«)J  winds  « 


Add  the  midnight  moot 
Iler  bright  chain  0 
Wioso  brcnat  is  gently  1 
Aa  on  infant's  aslcei 
So  the  spirit  Uowa  befor 
To  list«n  and  adore  thee 
With  a  fall  but  toll  emt 
Uke  the  airell  of  samm> 


ITen '«  a  health  to  ane  I  h^t  dear, 
U«T«  'f  a  KealQt  to  an«  /  la's  tUar  ; 
TluM  art  raeet  at  the  tmiU  when  fimd  lorert 

And  Kojt  ai  th«  parting  tear — Jetty .' 

ALino'  thoQ  maun  never  be  mine. 

Altho'  even  hope  is  denied, 
Tia  8weot«r  for  thee  despairing 

Than  ongbt  in  the  world  beside — Jess;  I 

I  mourn  thro'  the  gar,  gaady  day, 
As,  hopeless,  I  muse  on  thy  charms; 

Bat  welcome  the  dream  u'  sweet  slmnber, 
For  then  I  am  locked  in  thy  arms — Jessy! 

I  gaeas  by  the  dear  angel  smile. 
I  gaees  by  the  love-rolling  ee ; 
Bnt  why  urge  the  tender  confession 

'Qainstfortmio'sfell  crnel decree — Jessy! 
Rtrt '«  a  htaith  to  ane  I  Wt  dear, 
Bert 't  a  health  to  ane  I  lo^e  dear  ; 
7%»i  art  neeet  at  th^  tmiU  lehen  fond  lovert 

mMt, 
ind  «4A  at  tht  partioff  tear—Jeny  I 


OA'  THE  T0WE3  TO  THE  KSOfl 

To'  tl'e  yoiEM  ta  the  knatm, 
Cu'  thmn  ahe>T«  lh«  heather  gromt, 
Ca'  thera  whtre  the  lumU  rinea, 
M>i  h«innle  dearie. 

I1*UK  tlio  marls'  OTcning  aaiig 
tiouudin^  Cloiidcn'swoodsiutuiig; 
Then  a  fanlding  let  as  gan^ 
My  bonuie  dvarie. 

We  'U  gao  down  liy  Cloailcn  litlc, 
I    Thro'  the  hascls  spreading  widc^ 

O'er  the  wares  that  iweetly  glide 
I  To  tie  niwjn  lue  doarlj. 

I  Tonder  Cloaden'i  dicnt  towcra. 

I  Where  at  mcmnshine,  tuiilslght  hooi 

.  O'er  the  dewy  beoding  flowery 
I  FidriOB  danoe  lAe  ohoory. 

Oboist  nor  bogle  slialt  tbon  fear ; 

Thou  'ft  to  love  anri  henvoii  see  dea 
}Toclit  of  ill  may  come  th^e  near, 
My  bonnio  dearie. 

Fair  and  lovely  aa  thoa  art, 
Tbon  hast  stown  my  very  heart ; 
I  con  die — bat  canna  part, 
Mj  bonnie  dearie. 

While  waters  wimple  to  the  eea, 

While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  sae  hie, 

Till  clay-cauld  death  shall  blio'  my 

Te  shall  be  my  dearie. 

(7a'  the  yowet  to  the  knottf, 

Ca^  them  ahere  the  heather  > 

Cb'  thent  where  the  humie  r 

My  Iwrmie  dearie. 


FAREWELL  TO  NAITCT. 

Ab  food  kiss  and  then  we  aerert 
Ae  fareweel,  alasl  for  ever  I 
Deep  in  heart-wnmg  tear*  1 11  pledge  tl 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  1 11  wage  the* 
Who  ahall  say  that  fortune  grievea  blm, 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leavea  bfant 
Me,  oae  cheerfn'  twinkle  ligfati  me ; 
Dark  de^tair  arooDd  benlglito  ma^ 
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blame  mj  parttal  fkncy — 
could  resist  mj  Naocy : 
her  was  to  love  her, 
ber,  and  love  for  ever, 
ever  loved  sae  kindly, 
3Ter  loved  sae  blindly, 
t— or  never  parted, 
3*er  been  broken-hearted. 

weel,  thou  first  and  fairest  1 
wecl,  thou  best  and  dearest  I 
Ika  joy  and  treasure, 
oyment,  love,  and  pleasure  I 
Las,  and  then  we  sever  I 
lel,  alas  I  for  ever  I 
eart-wmng  tears  I  '11  pledge  thee; 
ighs  and  groans  1 11  wage  thee. 

BoBXKT  Bunm 


raE  AIRTO  THE  WIND  CAN 
BLAW. 

the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

ibtIj  like  the  west ; 

lere  the  bonnie  lassie  lives, 

}  lassie  I  lo'e  best. 

I  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivers  row, 

d  nionie  a  hill 's  between ; 

ay  and  night  my  fancy's  flight 

jver  wi'  my  Jean. 

her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 
»e  her  sweet  and  fair ; 
•  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds, 
ior  her  charm  the  air ; 
's  not  a  bonnie  flower  that  springs 
fonntiun,  shaw,  or  green — 
"s  not  a  bonnie  bird  that  sings, 
;  minds  me  of  my  Jean. 

BOBKET  BuE5lb 


A  RED,   RED  ROSE. 

ly  luve's  like  a  red,  red  rose. 
It  *s  newly  sprung  in  June ; 
ly  lave  *s  like  the  melodie 
It 's  sweetly  played  in  tune. 

T  art  thoo,  my  bonnie  laM, 
deep  in  love  am  I ; 


And  I  will  luve  thee  still,  my  dear^ 
TiU  a'  the  seas  gang  dry — 

Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry,  my  dear, 
And  the  rooks  melt  wi'  the  sun ; 

I  will  luve  thee  still,  my  dear. 
While  the  sands  of  life  shall  run. 

And  fare  thee  weel,  my  only  luve ! 

And  fare  thee  weel  a  while ! 
And  I  will  come  again,  my  luve, 

Tho'  it  were  ten  thousand  mile. 

BOBSBT  BtBHIib 


THE  LASS  OF  BALLOOHMYLE. 

'T  WAS  even — the  dewy  fields  were  green. 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  did  hang; 
The  zephyr  wantoned  round  the  bean 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  along ; 
In  every  glen  the  mavis  sang. 

All  nature  listening  seemed  the  wliile, 
Except  where  green-wood  echoes  rang 

Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle. 

With  careless  step  I  onward  strayed  ; 

My  heart  rejoiced  in  nature's  joy ; 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chanced  to  spy. 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye, 

Her  air  like  nature's  vernal  smile ; 
Perfection  whispered,  passing  by, 

Behold  the  lass  o'  Ballochmyle  I 

Fair  is  the  mom  in  flowery  May, 

And  sweet  is  night  in  autumn  mild, 
When  roving  thro'  the  garden  gay, 

Or  wandering  in  a  lonely  wild ; 
But  woman,  nature's  darling  child  I 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile 
Ev'n  there  her  other  works  are  foiled 

By  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 

Oh,  had  she  been  a  country  maid. 

And  I  the  happy  country  swain, 
Tho'  sheltered  in  the  lowest  shed 

That  ever  rose  in  Scotland's  plain  ! 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain 

With  joy,  with  raptnro,  I  would  toil , 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 
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Then  prido  might  olimb  the  slipper  j  steep 

Where  femae  and  honors  lofty  shine ; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep, 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine. 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  flocks  or  till  the  soil, 
And  every  day  have  joys  divine 

With  the  bonnie  lass  o^  Ballochmyle. 

BoBun  BiT«2n. 


ADDRESS  TO  A  LADY. 

Oh,  wcrt  thon  in  the  canld  blast, 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea ; 
My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt, 

I  'd  shelter  thee,  I  'd  shelter  thee : 
Or  did  misfortnne^s  bitter  stormy 

Around  thee  blaw,  aronnd  thee  blaw. 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom, 

To  share  it  a\  to  share  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sae  bleak  and  bare,  sae  bleak  and  bare. 
The  desert  were  a  paradise 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thon  wert  there. 
Or  were  I  monarch  o'  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign ; 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wjid  be  my  queen. 

BOBBKT  Bnutib 


ANNIE  LAURIE. 

Maxwelt«>n  braes  are  bonnie 
Where  early  fa's  the  dew, 
And  it 's  tliere  that  Annie  Laurie 
Gie^d  me  her  promise  true ; 
Gie'd  me  her  promise  true, 
Which  ne'er  forgot  will  be ; 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I  'd  lay  me  doune  and  dee. 

Her  brow  is  like  the  snaw  drift ; 
Her  throat  is  like  the  swan ; 
Her  face  it  is  the  fairest 
That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on — 
That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on — 
And  dark  blue  is  her  ee; 


And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I  'd  lay  me  doune  and  dee. 

Like  dew  on  the  gowan  lyinj 
Is  the  fa'  o'  her  fury  feet ; 
And  like  the  winds  in  summ 
Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet- 
Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet- 
And  she 's  a'  the  world  to  m 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Lauri* 
I  'd  lay  me  doune  and  dee. 


THOU  HAST  VOWED  BY  TI 

MY  JEANIE. 

Thou  hast  vowed  by  thy  faith, 

By  that  pretty  white  hand 
And  by  all  the  lowing  stars  in 

That  thou  wad  aye  be  mil 
And  I  have  sworn  by  my  faith, 

And  by  that  kind  heart  o' 
By  all  the  stars  sown  thick  o'c 

That  thou  shalt  aye  be  mi 

Then  foul  fa'  the  hands  wad  loo 

And  the  heart  wad  part  s 
But  there 's  nae  hand  can  loos< 

But  the  finger  of  Him  abc 
Tho'  the  wee,  wee  cot  mann  b 

An'  my  clothing  e'er  so  n 
1  should  lap  up  rich  in  the  fan! 

Heaven's  annfu'  o'  my  Je 

Her  white  arm  wad  be  a  pillow 

Far  softer  than  the  down : 
And  Love  wad  winnow  o'er  i 
kind  wings. 

And  sweetly  we  'd  sleep,  ; 
Come  here  to  me,  thou  lass  w) 

Come  here  and  kneel  wi' 
The  mom  is  fidl  of  the  present 

And  I  canna  pray  but  the 

The  mom-wind  is  sweet  ama 
flowers, 

The  wee  birds  sing  Baft  oi 
Our  gndeman  sits  in  the  bonnl 

And  a  blithe  auld  bodie  ii 


FAIR    INBS. 


I>eiik  maim  be  to'en  wlum  he  cornea 

luune, 
ETi'  the  holy  pulmodie ; 
I  will  ipeak  of  thee  whao  I  pray, 
^nd  thoa  maim  q>eak  of  me. 


on,  SAW  TE  THE  LASS. 

j-fl  the  Uas  wi'  the  bonny  blue  eeot 

le  is  the  Bweetett  that  ever  was  seen ; 

ek  lite  the  rose  is,  butfreaher,  I  ween; 

he  loveliest  lassie  that  trips  on  the 

Teen. 

ae  of  ray  love  is  below  in  the  valley, 

wild  flowers  welcome  the  wandering 

sweetest  of  flowers  in  that  spot  that 

lid  that  I  lore  wi'  the  bomiy  blao  een. 

ight  overshadows  her  cot  in  the  glen, 
teal    out  to  meet  her  loved   Donald 


I  the  I 


s  on  the  valley  b 


unto  the  loss  wi'  the  bonny  bine  een. 
love  tliat  boE  wandered  nway  from 

to  the  mate  his  fond  heart  lovcB  tho 

rem  the  world's  blse  and  vaniahing 

iOT  one,  the  lass  wi'  the  bonny  bine 


BOSmE  LESLIE. 

law  ye  bonnie  Leslie 

1  she  gaed  o'er  the  border! 

'e  gane,  like  Alexander, 

>  spread  her  conqnestli  further. 

ee  her  is  to  love  her, 
od  love  but  her  for  ever; 
natore  made  her  what  she  is, 
ad  ne'er  mode  do  anJther. 


Thou  art  a  qneen,  fair  Leslie — 
Thy  sulyeeta  we,  before  thee; 

Then  art  divine,  Mr  Leslie— 
The  hearta  o'  men  adore  thee. 

The  deil  he  could  na  scaith  thee, 
Or  anght  that  wad  belong  thee ; 

He  'd  loolc  into  thy  bonnie  face, 
And  say,  "I  canna wrong  thee." 

The  powcra  aboon  will  tent  the« ; 

Misfortune  sha'na  steer  tbee ; 
Then  'rt  like  themselves  sae  lovely. 

That  ill  they  '11  ne'er  let  near  tli«e. 

Ttetnm  agtun,  (Mr  Leslie  I 
Return  to  Caledoniel 

That  we  may  brag  we  hoe  a  lass 
There  's  none  again  sae  bonnie. 


Uu  saw  ye  not  fair  Ince? 

She's  gone  into  tlio  west, 

To  dazzle  when  the  son  is  down. 

And  rob  the  world  of  rest ; 

She  toolc  our  daylight  with  her. 

The  smiles  that  we  love  best, 

With  morning  blushes  on  her  cheek, 

And  pearls  open  her  breast 


Oh  turn  again,  fair  Incs, 

Before  the  fall  of  night, 

For  fear  the  moon  siionld  shine  alone. 

And  stars  unrivoUcd  bright; 

And  blessed  will  the  lover  be 

That  walks  beuoatli  their  light. 

And  breathes  the  love  against  thy  rhicl' 

I  dare  not  even  write  I 


Wonld  I  had  been,  fair  Ines, 
That  gallant  cavalier 
Who  rode  so  gayly  by  thy  rido, 
And  whispered  thee  so  near  I— 


[}E3iS     OF    LOVE. 


Were  there  no  bimn;  damOi  ftt 
Or  no  true  lovers  Lere, 
Tlial  ho  aliould  cross  tlie  wu  U 
The  desreet  of  tiie  tleBr' 


I  taw  Uioe,  lovel;  Ine^ 
Descend  along  the  ahorOi 
With  bauds  of  noble  gontieiiuii. 
And  bannera  n-avifi  before ; 
And  geotie  j outli  uiid  nuudem  gufi 
And  snowy  pluuii;* 
It  wonld  have  been 
—If  it  bad  been  uo 


Alsil  olasl  fair  Ine' 
She  went  awaj  with 
With  nmxo  wailing 
And  shootings  of  th 
But  some  were  sad, 
But  only  muKic's  wr 
In  Muuda  that  snng  . 
To  her  you  've  loved  » 


Farewell,  farewell,  fair  loea  I 
That  vessel  never  bore 
So  fair  a  lady  on  its  deck. 
Nor  danced  so  light  before— 
Alas  for  pleasore  on  the  sea, 
And  sorrow  on  the  shore ! 
The  smile  that  blest  one  lover's  heart 
Boa  brolcen  nun;  more  I 


00  WHERE  GLORY  WAITS  THEE ! 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee ; 
Bat,  while  fame  elates  tLee, 

Oil  still  remember  me,l 
When  the  praise  thon  Uieetcst 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

Oh  then  remember  me  I 
Other  arms  may  press  thee, 
Dearer  friends  caress  thee — 
All  the  Joys  that  bless  thee 

Sweeter  far  may  be ; 
Bat  when  friends  are  nearest. 
And  when  Joys  are  dearest, 

Oh  tboD  rememlHsr  iei  I 


"^flicn,  at  eve,  iJiuu  runat 
By  the  star  thon  lovett. 

Oh  then  ramembar  mal 
Thinlc,  when  borne  r«tunungl^f  1 
Bright  we  Ve  seen  it  baming,  ^ 

Oh  dins  remember  me' 
Oft  OS  sammerclosM, 
When  thine  eye  repoaes 
On  ild  lingering  roeea, 

Once  so  loved  by  ihee, 
Think  of  her  who  wove  then, , 
Her  who  made  tbee  love  theqtlf 

Oh  then  remember  mp< 

When,  aronnd  thee  dyin^ 
Antnmn  leaves  are  lying, 

'      Oh  then  remember  me! 

I  And,  at  night,  when  gadng 
On  the  gaj  hearth  blubg, 

>       Oh  Btill  remember  me  I 

'  Then  Hhonld  music,  stciling 
All  the  BooI  of  feeling. 
To  lliy  heart  appealing, 

Driiw  one  tcnr  from  tbee — 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Strdns  I  used  to  mng  tbee ; 
Oh  then  remember  me ! 


FLY  TO  THE  DESERT, 

Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me— 
Onr  Arab  tents  are  mde  for  thee ; 
Bat,  oh  1  the  choice  what  heart  con 
Of  tents  with  love,  or  thrones  withe 

Our  rocks  ore  rough ;  but  smiling  t 
The  acacia  waves  her  yellow  hair-- 
Lonely  and  sweet,  nor  loved  the  les 
For  flowering  in  a  wilderness. 

Our  sands  are  bare ;  bnt  down  thei 
The  silvery-footed  anUiopt 
As  graceMlj  and  gayly  springs 
As  o'er  the  marble  conrt*  of  kings. 

Then  come- thy  Arab  maid  will  bfl 
The  loved  and  lone  aoacia-tw 
The  antelope,  whose  feet  shall  bless 
With  their  light  sonnd  Ihy  loTeBnai 


LOTBLT    HART    DONNELLT. 


■  MS 


■e  an  Iim^  aod  toaea  tliat  dart 
it  sonablne  through  the  heart — 
Bonl  that  tninnte  oavght 
aaore  it  through  li&  had  songht; 

Tery  lipa  aod  ejes 

led  to  hare  all  oar  mghj^ 

er  be  forgot  again, 

and  spoko  before  ns  then  I 

thj  trrerj  glonco  and  tone, 
A  on  rae  they  breathed  and  ahone; 
f  broDgbt  from  other  apherea, 
ome  aa  if  loved  for  jears. 

irith  me, — if  thou  haat' known 
:  flame,  nor  falsely  tbroirn 
wty,  that  thou  hadst  awom 
'Ter  in  thj  heart  be  worn  ; 

'the  lore  thou  hast  for  me 
tnd  freah  oa  mine  for  thee — 
the  foDDtoin  under  groand, 
■st  t  i«  by  the  lapwing  found. 

■r  me  thou  dost  forenko 
ber  moid,  and  nidoly  break 
shipped  image  from  its  base, 
lo  me  the  ruined  place — 

re  thee  well ;  I  'd  rather  make 
er  npon  some  icy  lake 
lawing  suns  begin  to  shine, 
ist  to  love  so  false  as  thine  I 


ELY  ilABT  DOXXELLY. 

Mary  Donnelly,  it  'a  you  I  love 

i  were  around  yon,  I  'd  hardly  sec 

may  the  time  of  day,  the  place  be 
■twill, 

-.a  of  Maiy  Donnelly,  they  bloom 
mestJlL 

ke  mountain  water  that's  flowing 

eck, 

thej  ar«,  how  dark  they  aro !  and 

in  me  nuuiy  a  ahoek ; 


Bed  rowans  warm  in  snnahine,  and  wetted 

with  a  shower, 
Ooold  ne'er  express  tbe  charming  lip  that 

has  mo  in  its  power. 

Her  nose  is  straight  and  handsome,  her  eye 
brows  liflcd  up, 

Her  chin  is  very  neat  and  pert,  and  smooth 
like  a  china  onp ; 

Her  biUT  's  the  brag  of  Ireland,  so  weighty 
and  so  fine— 

It 's  rolling  down  npon  her  neok,  and  gath- 
ered in  a  twine. 

The  dance  o'  last  Whit  Monday  mght  exceed:- 

ed  all  before — 
No  pretty  ^I  for  miles  around  waa  mJMring 

from  the  floor ; 
But  Mary  kept  the  belt  of  love,  and  oh  I  bnl 

she  was  gay; 
She  danced  a  jig,  she  anng  a  song,  and  took 

my  heart  away  I 

When  she  stood  up  for  dancing,  her  steps 

were  so  complete, 
Tlie  music  nearly  killed  itself,  to  listen  to  her 

feet; 
The  flddler  mourned  bis  blindness,  he  heard 

her  BO  much  praised; 
Bat  blessed  himself  he  wasn't  deaf  when 

once  her  voice  she  raised. 


And  evermore  I'm  whistling  or  lilting  what 

you  sung ; 
Your  smile  is  always  in  my  heart,  yonr  name 

bedde  my  tongne. 
But  you  've  as  many  sweethearts  as  yon  'd 

count  on  both  your  hands. 
And  for  myself  there 's  not  a  tliumb  or  little 

flnger  sl^inds. 

Oh,  you  're  tlie  flower  of  womankind,  in  coun- 
try or  in  town ; 
The  higher  I  exalt  yon,  the  lower  I'm  cast 

If  some  great  lord  should  come  this  way  and 

see  your  beauty  bright. 
And  you  to  be  his  lady,  I  'd  own  it  was  bnt 

light 


afie  . 


POEMS    OF    LOVE. 


Oh,  might  wo  live  together  in  lofty  palace 

hall 
Where  jojfdl  music  rises,  and  where  scarlet 

curtains  fall ; 
Oh,  might  we  live  together  in  a  cottage  mean 

and  small, 
With  sods  of  grass  the  only  roof^  and  mud 

the  only  wall  I 

O,  lovely  Mary  Donnelly,  your  beauty  's  my 

distress — 
It^s  for  too  beauteous  to  be  mine,  but  111 

never  wish  it  less ; 
The  proudest  place  would  fit  your  face,  and 

I  am  poor  and  low, 

But  blessings  be  about  you,  dear,  wherever 

vou  may  go  I 

William  Alukoham. 


AN  IRISH  MELODY. 

"Ah,  sweet  Kitty  Neil  I  rise  up  from  your 
wheel — 
Your  neat  little  foot  will  be  weary  from 
spinning ; 
Come,  trip  down  with  me  to  the  sycamore 
tree; 
Half  the  parish  is  there,  and  the  dance  is 
beginning. 
The  sun  is  gone  down ;  but  the  full  harvest 
moon 
Shines  sweetly  and  cool  on  the  dew-whit- 
ene<l  valley ; 
While  all  the  air  rings  with  the  soft,  loving 
things 
Each  'little  bird  sings  in  the  green  shaded 
alley." 

With  a  blush  and  a  smile,  Kitty  rose  up  the 
while, 
Her  eye  in  the  glass,  as  she  bound  her 
hair,  glancing; 
'lis    hard  to  refuse  when  a  young  lover 
sues, 
So  she  coulrl  n^  but  choose  to— go  off  to 
the  dandng. 
kxtd  now  on  the  green  the  glad  groups  are 
seen — 
Each  gay-hearted  lad  wifli  the  kw  of  hit 
diooeing; 


And  Pat)  without  fail,  leads  out  sweet  Kiti 
Neit- 
Somehow,  when  he  asked,  she  ne^er  thoug] 
of  refusing. 

Now  Felix  Magee    puts  his    pipes  to  h 
knee, 
And,  with  flourish  so  free,  sets  each  ooap] 
in  motion ; 
With  a  cheer  and  a  bound,  the  lads  patt 
the  ground — 
The  maids  move  around  Just  like  swans  c 
the  ocean. 
Cheeks  bright  as  the  rose— feet  light  as  tl 
doe'-s — 
Now  cozily  retiring,  now  boldly  advan 

ing; 

Search  the  world  all  around  fh>m  the  sky 

the  ground, 

No  such  sight  can  be  found  as  an  Irish  hi 
dandng  I 

Sweet  Kate!    who  could  view  your  bri^ 
eyes  of  deep  blue. 
Beaming  humidly  through  their  dark  lasb 
so  mildly — 
Your  fair-turned  arm,  heaving  breast,  roam 
ed  form — 
Nor  feel  his  heart  warm,  and  his  pnlsi 
throb  wildly  ? 
Poor  Pat  feels  his  heart,   as  he  gazes,  d< 
part. 
Subdued  by  the  smart  of  such  painftal  yc 
sweet  love ; 
Tlie  sight  leaves  his  eye  as  he  cries  with ; 
sigh,  . 
'^  Dance  Ught,  for  my  heart  it  lies  unds 
your  feet,  love!" 

DniB  Flosbios  ITGasov 


SONG. 


Lots  me  if  lUvel 

Love  me  if  I  die  I 
What  to  me  b  life  or  death. 

So  that  thou  be  nigh  t 

Once  1  loved  thee  rich. 
Now  I  love  thee  poor ; 

Ahl  what  is  there  I  could  act 
For  thy  sake  endnref 


THE    WELCOHE. 


Ciw  me  for  mf  lore ! 

Ptg  me  for  1117  pain  I 
Oome  I  and  mormur  in  my  e«r 

Hoir  thou  lov'at  ogaia  1 


WERE  I  BUT  HIS  OWN  WIFE. 

Was  I  but  his  ovn  wife,  to  guard  and  to 
guide  him, 
Tie  little  of  sorrow  ehonld  fall   un  atj 

I  'd  choDt  mj  low  lore  Teneo,  ateoling  besde 
him, 
80  biat  Slid  BO  tender  his  heart  woald  bat 
he«r; 
1  'd  pnO  the  wild  blossoms  &om  \iHiej  and 
highlund ; 
And  there  at  his  feet  I  would  laj  them  all 

I  'd  nog  him  the  songs  of  our  poor  stricken  1 

Till  his  heart  was  on  flre  with  a  love  lika 
my  own. 

lliwe  's  a  rose  by  his  dwelliog— I  'd  tend  the 
lone  treasure- 
That  he  might  have  dowera  when    the 
summer  would  come ; 
There's  a  liarp  in  biii  hall — I  would  wake  its 
■wcet  meuimre, 
For  be  must  tiave  music  to  brighten  bis 

Were  I  bnt  his  own  wife^  to  guide  and  to 
guard  liim, 
Tia  little  of  sorrow  should  fall  on  my 

For  every  kind  glance  my  whole  life  would 
award  him — 
In  sickne^  1  'J  soothe  and  in  sadness  I  'd 
cheer. 

Kr  Laart   is  a  fount  welling   upward  for 

ever— 
When  I  think  of  my  tme-love,  by  nigbt 

or  by  day; 
Tlut  heart  keepe  Ita  bith  like  a  fa^flowing 

Which  gnahea  for  ever  lod  rings  on  ita 


I  have  tbonghta  full  of  peace  for  bis 
repose  in, 
Were  I  but  his  own  wifi^  to  win 


Oh,  sweet,  if  the  night  of  misfortune  w( 
closing. 
To  rise  like  the  morning  star,  darling,  1 

Mait  DomM 


THE  WELCOME. 

CoMBin  the  evening,  or  come  in  the  morning 
Come  when  yon  're  looked  fur,  or  come  wit 

out  warning ; 
Kisses  and  welcome  you'll  find  here  before  y< 
And  the  ofliener  you  come  here  the  more  I 
adore  you ! 
Light  is  my  heart  since  tho  day  we  W< 

plighted ; 
lied  is  my  clieck  that  they  told  me  v 

blighted ; 
The  greeu  of  tlio  trees  looks  for  greet 

than  ever, 
And  tho  liniifts  are  anging,  "  True  lovi 
don't  sever  I " 

1 11  pull  you  sweet  Bowers,  to  wear  if  y 

choose  tliem ! 
Or,  after  yon  've  kissed  tliom,  tliey  '11  Le  1 

my  bosom ; 
I II  felcli  from  the  mountain  its  breeze  to  i 

spire  you ; 
I  '11  fetch  from  my  fancy  a  tale  that  woi 

tire  yon. 
Oh!  yonrstep'sl'iketlieraintothesnnmM 

vexed  farmer, 
Or  aabre  and  shield  to  a  knight  witho 

I  '11  sing  you  sweet  songs  till  the  stars  ri 

above  mc. 
Then,  wandering,  1 11  wish  you  in  sileD 

to  love  me. 


We  II  look  through  the  trees  at  the  cliff  m 

the  eyrie ; 
We  11  tread  ronnd  Uie  ratb  on  the  track  1 

the  fairy; 


268 


POEMS    OF    LOVE. 


We  ni  look  on  the  stars,  and  we'll  list  to  the 

river, 
nil  jon  ask  of  your  darling  what  gift  70a 
can  give  her — 

Oh  I   she'll  whisper  you— "Love,  as  un- 
changeably beaming, 

And  trust,  when  in  secret,  most  tonefnlly 
streaming ; 

Till  the  starlight  of  heaven  above  us  shaU 
quiver. 

As  our  souls  flow  in  one  down  eternity's 


nver. 


n 


IV. 


80  come  in  the  evening,  or  come  in  the  morn- 
ing; 
Come  when  you. 're  looked  for,  or  come  with- 
out warning: 
EQsses  and  welcome  yon  'U  find  here  before 

you, 
And  the  oftener  you  come  here  the  more 
I'U  adore  you  I 
light  is  my  heart  since  the  day  we  were 

plighteil ; 
Red  is  my  cheek  that  they  told  me  was 

blighted .; 
The  green  of  the  trees  looks  hr  greener 

than  ever, 
And  the  linnets  are  singing,  "  True  lovers 

don't  sever ! " 

Teom  AS  DAvm. 


COME  INTO  THE  GARDEN,  MAUD. 

Comb  into  the  garden,  Maud — 
For  the  black  bat,  night,  has  flown  I 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 
I  am  iiere  at  the  gate  alone ; 

And  the  woodbine  spices  are  wafted  abroad, 
And  the  musk  of  the  roses  blown. 

For  a  breeze  of  morning  moves, 
And  the  planet  of  love  is  on  high, 

Beginning  to  faint  in  the  light  that  she  loves, 
On  a  bed  of  daflfbdil  sky, 

To  faint  in  the  light  of  the  sun  that  she  loves, 
To  faint  in  its  light,  and  to  die. 

AU  ni^t  have  the  roses  heard 

The  flute,  violin,  bassoon; 
All  lught  has  the  casement  jessamine  stirred 

To  tlie  dancers  dancing  in 


Till  a  silence  fell  with  the  waking  binl, 
And  a  hush  with  the  setting  moon. 

I  said  to  the  lily,  '^  There  is  but  one 

With  whom  she  has  Lcart  to  be  gay. 
When  will  the  dancers  leave  her  alone  f 

She  is  weary  of  dance  and  play." 
Now  half  to  the  setting  moon  are  gone, 

And  half  to  the  rising  day ; 
Low  on  the  sand  and  loud  on  the  stone 

The  last  wheel  echoes  away. 

I  said  to  the  rose,  '^  The  biief  night  goes 
In  babble  and  revel  and  wine. 

0  young  lord-lover,  what  sighs  are  thoGS, 
For  one  that  will  never  be  thine! 

But  mine,  but  mine,"  so  I  sware  to  the  ro 
"  For  ever  and  ever,  mine  I " 

And  the  soul  of  the  rose  went  into  my  b!( 
As  the  music  clashed  in  the  hall ; 

And  long  by  the  garden  lake  I  stood, 
For  I  heard  your  rivulet  fall 

From  the  lake  to  the  meadow  and  on  to 
wood — 
Our  wood,  that  is  dearer  than  all — 

From  the  meadow  your  walks  have  lefl 
sweet 

That  whenever  a  March-wind  sighs, 
He  sets  the  jewel-print  of  your  feet 

In  violets  blue  as  your  eyes— 
To  the  woody  hollows  in  which  we  meet, 

And  the  valleys  of  Paradise. 

The  slender  acacia  would  not  shake 

One  long  milk-bloom  on  the  tree ; 
The  white  hike-blossom  fell  into  the  lake, 

As  the  pimpernel  dozed  on  the  lea ; 
But  the  rose  was  awake  all  night  for  } 
sake, 

Knowing  your  promise  to  me ; 
The  lilies  and  roses  were  all  awake^ 

They  sighed  for  the  dawn  and  thee. 

Queen  rose  of  the  rosebud  garden  of  girli 
Come  hither  1  the  dances  are  done ; 

In  gloss  of  satin  and  glimmer  of  pearls, 
Qaeen  lily  and  rose  in  one ; 

Shine  out,  little  head,  sunning  over  ^ 
onria, 
To  the  flowers,  and  be  their  nm. 


SDHHEIl    DAYS. 


u  &llen  ft  ^endld  tear 
the  paariw-flower  at  tlie  gate, 
omiiig,  laj  dove,  mj  dear, 
I  coming,  mj  life,  luj  &t«  I 
rosecrioa,  "She  is  near,  she  ia  near;' 
:he  white  rose  ffecps,  "  She  U  lote : ' 
ispnr  listens,  "I  hear,  I  hear," 
;he  lily  whispers,  "  I  wait" 

omiug,  taj  own,  mj  sweet  1 
it  ever  eo  airy  a  tread, 
-t  wonld  hear  ber  aail  beat, 
it  earth  la  an  earth);  bed ; 
',  would  hear  her  and  beat, 
[  laia  for  a  centnTy  dead — 
itart  and  tremble  under  her  feet, 
blosaom  in  porple  and  red. 


StTMMER  DATS. 

ner,  when  the  days  were  long, 
ked  together  in  the  wood : 
ui  was  light,  our  8t«p  was  strong; 
Intteringt  were  there  in  onr  blood, 
ner,  when  the  days  nere  long. 

lyed  from  mom  till  evening  cnmo; 
hered  flowers,  and  wove  us  crowns ; 
Iked  mid  poppies  red  as  flame, 
ipon  the  yellow  downs; 
rays  wished  onr  life  the  same. 

ner,  when  the  days  were  long, 
lod  the  hedgerow,  crossed  the  brook; 
II  her  Toir«  flowed  forth  in  song, 
she  read  some  gnicefnl  book, 
ner,  when  the  days  were  long. 

En  vre  sat  beneath  the  trees, 
ladows  lessening  in  the  noon ; 
the  sunlight  and  the  breeze, 
ited,  many  a  gorgeons  Jane, 
arks  were  uoging  o'er  the  leas. 

ner.  when  the  days  were  long, 
1^  cbickeo,  snow-white  bread, 
ited,  wHh  no  grace  bnt  song ; 
eked  vQd  strawbMas,  ripe  and  red, 
mer,  irbao  Uw  iajt  wen  long. 


We  loved,  and  yet  we  knew  it  not — 
For  loving  seemed  like  breathing  then ; 
Ve  found  a  heoTon  in  every  spot ; 

Saw  angela,  too,  in  all  good  men ; 

And  dreamed  of  God  in  grove  and  grot 

In  summer,  when  the  days  are  lonR 
Alone  I  wander,  raoso  alone; 
I  see  her  not;  hot  that  old  song 
Under  the  fragrant  wind  is  blown, 
In  snminer,  when  the  days  ore  long. 

Alone  I  wander  in  the  wood ; 
Bat  one  fair  spirit  bears  ray  nghs ; 
And  half  I  see,  bo  glad  and  good, 
The  honest  daylight  of  her  eyes. 
That  ahormed  me  nndcr  earlier  skies. 

In  snmmer,  when  the  days  are  long, 
I  love  her  ea  we  loved  of  old; 
Uy  heart  is  light,  my  step  is  stronK ; 
For  love  brings  back  those  honrs  of  gold. 
In  snmmer,  ffben  the  days  ere  long. 


RUTII. 

She  stood  breast  high  amid  the  com, 
OloHped  by  Uio  golden  light  of  mom, 
Like  the  sweetheart  of  the  s'ln, 
Who  many  a  glowing  kiss  had  won. 

On  her  check  an  aatamn  llnsh 
Deeply  ripened ;— snch  a  blush 
In  the  midst  of  brown  was  boru. 
Like  red  poppies  grown  with  com. 

Ronnd  her  eyes  her  tresses  fell— 
Which  were  blackest  none  conld  tell: 
Bnt  long  InabcB  veiled  a  light 
That  had  else  been  all  too  bright. 

And  her  hat,  with  shady  brim. 
Made  her  tressy  forehead  dim  ;— 
Thas  she  stood  amid  the  stocks, 
Praising  God  with  sweetest  looks. 

Sore,  I  said,  Heoven  did  not  mean 
Where  I  reap  Ihon  shonldat  bnt  gleaL ; 
Lay  thy  ^heaf  adown  and  come. 
Share  my  harvest  and  my  home> 


riiEMS    OF    LOVE. 


AT  Tire  CnURCH  GATE. 


mot, 


ALTHOL'on  I  ca 
Yet  ronnd  aboi 

OfttimcBl  liover; 
And  near  the  aacred  gsbi, 
With  longing  eyes  I  mtt, 

Eipoctant  of  her. 

The  minster  bell  tolb  cnt 
Above  the  citj's  n  "^ 
And  noise  an< 

They  've  linshed  th 
The  orgnn  'gins  t< 


S)ie 


nirng 


My  lady  comos  at 
Timid  and  Btcjipini 

And  hasteain 
With  modeat  eyes 
She  eomea — ahe  'a 

May  heaven  g 

KdccI  audlsturbL-d,  i-'-  ■ 

Ponr  ont  yoar  praise  or  plolnt 

Meekly  nod  duly; 
I  will  oot  enter  there, 
To  sully  yonr  pnrc  prayer 

With  thoDghts  unruly. 

Bat  anfier  ma  to  pace 
Ronnd  the  forbidden  place, 

Lingering  a  minate, 
Liko  ontcnst  spirits,  who  wait, 
And  eee,  throngh  heaven's  gate, 

Angels  within  it 


SHE  IS  A  MAID  OF  ARTLESS  GRACE. 

Stm  ia  a  maid  of  artless  grace. 
Gentle  in  fono,  and  Coir  of  face. 

Tell  me,  then  ancient  mariner, 

That  aoilcst  on  ti.e  sen. 
If  ship,  or  tail,  or  evening  star, 

Be  half  bo  fair  as  she ! 

TeD  me,  tboo  gallant  cavalier, 

Whose  dilning  arms  I  see^ 
If  itAed,  or  aword,  or  battle-fleld, 

Bebalfio&irMsbel 


Ti;ll  me.  thou  eitaiu  tliat  gnariB 

flock  i 

Beneath  the  slindow]'  trre. 

If  fiock,  or  Tale,  or  mouDtsin-rktgil 

Be  half  so  fair  as  »lie  1  / 

fl  (t.  Vinra,   ( r<a«i|| 

TimiuliUmar  H.  W.  LonomLOw.  4 


I,  sweet,  then  Utile  knowest  how  ^ 
[  wake  and  pasnonate  watches  ketBj 
id  yet,  while  I  address  tlie«  Dow,  , 
Uethmka  thou  smilest  in  thy  deep, 
ia  BWect  enough  to  make  me  weep^ 
That  tender  tlionghl  of  love  and  I^ 
iBl  while  the  world  is  hashed  so  d^ 
Thy  son!  's  I'erhajM)  awoka  to  nut   I 

a  I 

Mp  on,  sle«p  on,  sweet  bride  of  cletf 

With  golden  visions  for  thy  dower. 
While  1  this  midnight  vigil  keep, 

And  bless  thee  in  thy  eilent  bower; 
To  me  't  is  sweeter  thah  the  power 

Of  sleep,  and  fiary  dreams  nnforle-l, 
That  I  alone,  at  this  still  hour, 

In  patient  love  ontwatch  the  world. 


SERENADE. 

Look  out  open  the  etora,  my  love. 

And  shame  them  with  thine  eyes, 
On  which,  than  on  the  lights  above, 

There  hang  mora  destinies. 
Night's  beauty  is  the  bannony 

Of  blending  shades  and  light : 
Then,  lady,  np, — look  ont,  and  b<> 

A  sist«r  to  the  night! — 

Sleep  not: — thine  image  wakes  for  ay( 

Within  ray  watching  breast; 
Sleep  notl^frora  her  soft  sleep  should 

Who  robs  >^  hearts  of  rest 
Nay,  lady,  from  thy  slnmbers  break, 

And  moke  this  darkness  gay. 
With  looks  whose  brigbtnes*  wdl  ml^l 

Of  darker  nigbta  a  d>f. 


•  all  other  women  are 
that  to  my  soul  ia  dear ; 
oriooa  fancies  come  from  &r, 
Ch  the  Bilver  eveniiig-Btar ; 
et  her  heart  is  ever  near. 


feelinga  hath  ahe  of  her  oim, 

1  lesser  aonls  may  never  know ; 

iveth  them  to  her  alone, 

veet  they  are  as  any  tone 

ewith  the  wind  may  choose  to  blow. 


1  herself  she  dwelleth  not, 
iDgb  DO  home  were  half  so  fair ; 
mplest  duty  is  forgot ; 
nth  no  dim  and  lowly  spot 
ioth  not  in  her  ennsbine  share. 


o«tb  tittle  Icindnessoa, 
b  most  leave  undone,  or  despise ; 
BQgbt  that  seta  one  heart  at  ease, 
pTGth  happiness  or  peace, 
-esteemed  in  her  eyes. 


Kh  no  scorn  of  common  things : 
'.liongh  she  seem  of  other  birth, 
i  US  her  heart  entwinca  and  clings, 
atiently  she  folds  her  winga 
od  the  hnmble  paths  of  earth. 


ig  she  is ;  God  mode  her  so ; 
eeda  of  week-day  holinea-i 
om  her  noiseless  aa  the  snow ; 
ith  she  ever  chanced  to  know 
ught  were  easier  than  to  bless. 


most  fair,  and  thereimto 
e  doth  rightly  harmonize ; 
;  or  tboti^t  that  was  not  tme 
nade  leaa  bAantifnl  the  bine 
id«d  he«T*n  of  her  eyet. 


She  is  a  woman — one  in  whom 
The  spring-time  of  her  childish  years 
Hath  never  lost  its  fresh  perfame, 
Tboogh  knowing  well  that  life  hath  rooin 
For  many  blights  and  many  tears. 


I  love  her  with  a  love  as  atill 
As  a  broad  river's  peaoefnl  might, 
Which,  by  high  tower  and  lowly  mill, 
Goes  wandering  at  its  own  will. 
And  yet  doth  ever  flow  aright 


And,  on  Me  full,  deep  bresat  serene, 

Like  qaiet  isles  my  duties  lie ; 

It  flowa  aroond  them  and  between. 

And  makes  them  freah  and  fair  and  green  - 

Sweet  homes  wherein  to  live  and  die. 

JuiB  BinuLL  L«wHb 


THE  MILLER'S  DATJGriTEE. 

It  ia  the  miller's  daughter, 

And  she  is  grown  ao  dear,  so  dear. 
That  I  would  be  the  jewel 

That  trembles  at  her  car ; 
For,  hid  in  ringleta  day  and  night, 
I'd  tonch  her  neck  so  warm  and  white. 

And  I  noold  be  the  girdle 
Aboat  her  dainty,  dainty  n-aist, 

And  her  heart  would  beat  agoiost  me 
Id  sorrow  and  in  rest ; 

And  I  should  know  if  it  bent  right, 

I  'd  clasp  it  roond  so  close  and  tight. 

And  I  would  be  the  necklace. 
And  all  day  long  to  fall  and  rise 

Upon  her  balmy  bosom 
With  her  laughter  or  her  sighs ; 

And  I  wonld  lie  so  li^t,  ao  tight, 

I  Boaroe  should  be  unclasped  at  night. 
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POEMS   or   LOVE. 


THE  BBOOE-SIDK 

I  WAXDSBSD  bj  the  brook-side, 

I  wandered  bj  tbe  mill ; 

I  could  not  hear  the  brook  flow — 

The  noisy  wheel  was  still ; 

There  was  no  barr  of  grasshopper, 

No  chirp  of  any  bird, 

But  the  beating  of  my  own  hean 

Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

I  sat  beneath  the  elm-tree ; 

I  watched  the  long,  long  shade. 

And,  as  it  grew  still  longer, 

I  did  not  feel  afraid ; 

For  1  listened  for  a  footfall, 

I  listened  for  a  word — 

But  the  beating  of  my  own  heart 

Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

He  came  not, — no,  he  came  not — 
The  night  came  on  alone — 
The  little  stars  sat  one  by  one. 
Each  on  his  golden  throne ; 
The  evening  wind  passed  by  my  cheek. 
The  leaves  above  were  stirred — 
But  the  beating  of  my  own  heart 
Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

Fast  silent  tears  were  flowing^ 
When  something  stood  behind ; 
A  hand  was  on  my  shoulder — 
I  knew  its  touch  was  kind : 
It  drew  me  nearer — ^nearer, — 
We  did  not  speak  one  word, 
For  the  beating  of  our  own  hearts 
Was  all  the  sound  we  heard. 

BiCHAKD  MoHCXTOK  Hzum. 


OH  I  TELL  ME,  LOVE,  THE  DEAREST 

HOUR. 

On  I  tell  me,  love,  the  dearest  hour 
The  parted,  anxious  lover  knows, — 

When  passion,  with  enchanter's  power, 
Across  his  faithful  memory  throws 
Its  softeeti  bii^test  flame. 


rr  is  when  he  sings  on  some  lone  sb 

Where  Echo's  vocal  spirits  thron, 

Whose  airy  voices,  o'er  and  o'er. 

On  still  and  moonlight  lake  prolo: 

One  dear,  loved,  thrilling  i 

Avom 


TO 


Let  other  bards  of  angels  sing. 
Bright  suns  without  a  spot ; 

But  thou  art  no  such  perfect  thing: 
Rejoice  that  thou  art  not ! 

Heed  not  though  none  should  call  th< 

So,  Mary,  let  it  be, 
If  naught  in  loveliness  compare 

With  what  thou  art  to  me. 

True  beauty  dwells  in  deep  retreats, 
Whose  veil  is  nnremoved 

Till  heart  with  heart  in  concord  beat 
And  the  lover  is  beloved. 

WlLUAM  WOBMV 


BALLAD. 


I. 


It  was  not  in  the  winter 
Our  loving  lot  was  cast ; 

It  was  the  time  of  roses, — 
We  plucked  them  as  we  passed ! 


n. 


That  churlish  season  never  frownc 

On  early  lovers  yet  I 
Oh  no — the  world  was  newly  crov 

With  flowers  when  first  we  met 


lU. 


T  was  twilight,  and  I  bade  you  gc 
But  still  you  held  me  fast ; 

It  was  the  time  of  rosea, — 
We  pluoked  them  as  we  passed 


THE  PORTRAIT. 

Oou,  tfaoQ  bwt  of  painters, 
PHnce  of  th«  Rhodiuk  art; 

Paint,  tboa  best  of  paintera. 
The  mistrosa  of  my  heart — 

Tliunifh  absent — fVom  the  plobire 
Which  I  shall  now  impart. 

Fir«t  paint  for  me  her  ringlets 
Of  dark  and  glossj  hne, 

And  A^grant  odora  breathing — 
If  this  thine  art  oan  do. 

Paint  me  an  iTOiy  forehead 
That  crowns  a  perfect  cheek, 

And  rises  nnder  ringleta 
Dark-colored,  soft,  and  alcok. 

Hie  space  between  the  eyebrows 
Nor  mingle  nor  dispart, 

Bat  bltnd  them  imperceptibly 
And  true  will  be  tby  art. 

From  under  blao'k-oye  fringes 
Let  minny  flashes  |>lay — 

Cvth era's  swiinining  glances, 
Minerva's  azure  ray. 

With  milk  commingle  roses 
To  paint  a  nose  and  cheeks — 

A  lip  like  blond  jiersnasioii's — 
A  lip  that  kisAiog  seeks. 

Within  the  chin  liiiurions 

Let  a]l  the  graces  fair, 
Ronnd  neck  of  alabaster, 

ite  ever  flitting  there. 

And  DOW  in  robos  invent  her 

Of  palest  porple  dyes. 
Betraying  fair  proportions 

To  our  delighted  eyes. 

Cease,  cease,  I  see  before  me 
The  pictnre  of  my  choice ! 

And  qnickly  wilt  thon  give  mc — 
The  tnnuo  of  thy  Tcnce, 

WMfaB  (flTiuiAM  Hat. 


A  HEALTH. 

I  TILL  this  enp  to  one  mode  ap 

Of  loveliness  alone, 
A  woman,  of  her  gentle  sei 

The  seeming  paragon ; 
To  whom  the  bettor  elements 

And  kindly  stars  havo  given 
A  form  so  fair,  that,  like  the  air, 

'Tis  less  of  earth  than  heaven. 

Her  every  tone  is  mosio's  own, 

Like  those  of  morning  birds. 
And  something  more  than  melody 

Dwells  ever  in  her  words ; 
The  coinage  of  her  heart  are  they, 

And  f>om  her  lips  each  flows 
As  one  may  see  the  burdened  beo 

Forth  issne  frpm  the  rose. 

Affections  are  as  thoughts  to  her, 

The  measures  of  licr  hours ; 
Her  fveliiigs  have  tlio  frograncy, 

Tlio  freshness  of  young  flowers ; 
And  lovely  passions,  cljnnging  oft. 

So  fill  her,  she  ap|K>nrs 
The  image  of  themselves  by  tunw,  — 

Tlio  idol  of  past  years! 

Of  her  bright  fiice  odo  glanco  will  tiaoe 

A  picture  on  the  bruin. 
And  of  her  voice  in  echoing  liearts 

A  sound  must  long  remain ; 
But  memory,  such  as  ir'""  -■''' 

So  very  much  endem 


So  very  much  endenrs, 
When  deoth  is  ni);li  my  latest  i»igh 
Will  not  be  life's  Imt  hers. 

I  fill  this  cup  ti>  one  mode  np 

Ofhivelitiessfllone, 
A  woman,  of  her  gentle  so2 

The  seeming  paragon — 
Iler  health !  and  woultl  on  earth  there 

Some  more  of  such  a  frame. 
That  life  might  be  all  poetry. 
And  weariness  a  namu. 


LOVE  SONG. 

imxiT  in  her  green  dell  the  flover  of  beaut; 

Blomkers, 
Lulled  hy  tbo  faint  breeaia  rising  tfarongh 

her  hair  1 
Sleeps  she,  and  heurs  not  the  mel&nobd'lf 

Dnmbere 
Breiitb«d  tu  m;  isd  liit«  axaiA  the  loael  j  air  I 

Down  from  the  higli  o 

teeming 
.   To  wind  roand  Ilie  willi 

him  from  above ; 
Oil   that,  ia  tears,   from 

streaming, 
I,  too,  conld  glide  to  tbo 

Ah,  where  the  woodbiOM 

have  wound  her," 
Opes  sbe  her  eyelids  ut  tl 
UMtening,  like  the  dovo,  w_.  .—^ 

echo  round  her, 
To  her  lost  raat«'a  call  in  the  forests  far  away  | 

Coine,  then,  my  bird  1    for  the  peace  thou 

ever  bearest, 
Still  heaven's  messenger  of  comfort  to  me — 
C^ome !  thia  fond  bosom,  my  faithfuleat,  my 

Bleeds  with  its  deoth-wound — but  deeper 
yet  for  thee ! 

OMia>  Diu 


SYLVIA. 

I'va  taught  thco  love's  sweet  lesson  o'er — 

A  task  that  is  not  learned  with  tears : 
Was  Sylvia  e'er  so  blest  before 
In  her  wild,  solitary  years? 
Tlien  what  does  lie  deserve,  the  youtli 
^Vho  made  her  con  so  dear  a  truth  I 

rU]  now  in  silent  vales  to  roam. 

Singing  vain  songs  to  heedless  flowers, 
[>r  watch  the  dashing  billows  foam. 
Amid  tliy  lonely  myrtle  bowers — 

To  weave  light  crowns  of  various  hue — 
Were  <dl  the  joys  thy  bosom  knew. 


The  wild  bird,  though  tuo«it  mariral^  '' 

Conld  not  to  thy  aweet  plaint  reply; 

The  streamlet,  and  the  waterfiiU, 

Ooold  only  weep  when  thno  <]iiblrf| 

Thou  couldat  not  cban^  one  doleM 

Eitbor  with  billow,  or  with  UiAl 

For  leaves  and  flowers,  but  tliMa  aMMj 

Winds  have  a  soft,  di§oourHing  wtg* 

Ileaven's  starry  talk  is  all  Its  owii,^ ,' 

It  dies  in  thunder  far  away. 

E'en  when  tbon  wouldot  the  mot 

gnile 
To  speak, — she  only  delguv  to  inmi 

on,  birds  and  winda,  be  uburliah  fdD 
Ye  waters,  keep  yoar  sullen  roarl  | 
srs,  bo  us  distant  as  ye  will,—  , 

Sylvia  need  court  ye  now  oo  toon:  ' 

In  love  there  is  aodety 

She  never  yet  could  find  with  f*i 


ROSALIE. 

Ob,  pour  upon  my  aoid  aguin 
That  sad,  unearthly  strain. 

That  BCems  from  other  worlils  to  ]>Ia 

Thus  falling,  fulling  from  afar. 

As  if  some  melancholy  star 

Had  mingled  with  her  light  her  sifrh 
And  dropped  them  from  the  ski 

No — never  came  from  anght  below 

This  melody  of  woe. 
That  makes  my  heart  to  overflow,   . 
As  from  a  thousand  gushing  springs 
Unknown  before ;  that  with  it  bring 
This  nameless  light — if  light  it  be — 

Tliat  veils  the  world  I  see. 

For  all  1  ncii  around  me  wears 
The  hue  of  other  spheres: 
And  something  blent  of  smiles  and  U 
Comes  from  the  very  air  I  breathe. 
Oh,  nothing,  aore,  the  atara  beneath, 
Can  mould  a  sadness  like  to  this — 
So  like  angelic  bliaa. 


ttftt  dreunj  hour  of  A&j, 

len  tb«  last  lingering  ray 

a  the  highest  olond  to  plaj — 

ti^t  th«  geatle  RoBolie 

ler  maiden  reveiy 

U  the  fltnun  of  him  who  rtole 

nmeic  to  her  soul. 


1  olil  song,  amid  the  sounds  dispers- 
ing 

tnuden  treasured  in  yoar  hearts  too 
long: 

t  it  with  voice  low-breathed,  bnt 
aerer  name  her : 

I  not  hear  you,  in  her  turrets  onreing 

itonfhta,  too  liigh  to  mate  with  mor- 
tal song — 

J  o'er  her,  gentle  lieavon,  but  do 
not  claim  herl 


:ht  caves  Bi>d  secret  lonelinesses, 
hades  the  bloom  of  her  unearthly 

forest  winds  alone  approach  to  woo 

ne  catch  the  dark  gleam  of  her 

rild  birds  haunt  the    wood-walks 
where  she  strays, 

lligible  music  warbling  to  her. 


rit  charged  In  follow  and  defend  her, 

o,  doabUess,  sufTera  this  lovo-pain ; 
she  perb^s  is  sad,  hearing  his 
sighing. 

ttiat  face  is  not  M  sod  aa  tender ; 

oroe  Bwe«t  singer's,  when  her  sweet- 
est itrun 

D  the  faedved    heart  ie  gradually 


THE  AWAKENUrO  OF  ENDYMION. 


LoHE  Upon  a  monnlain,  the  pine-trees  wailil^ 
roand  him, 
Lone  npon  a  monntain  the  Grecian  youth 
is  laid ; 
Bleep,  mystio  sleep,  for  many  a  year  has 
bound  liim. 
Yet  his  beaaty,  like  a  statue's,  pale  and 
fair,  is  undecayed. 

When  will  he  awaken? 

When  will  he  awaken  f  a  loud  voice  hath 


Winds,  woods,  and  waves  found  echoes  for 
replying. 
But  the  tones  of  the  beloved  one    were 
never  heard  again. 

When  will  he  awaken? 
Asked  the  midnight's  silver  queen. 

Never  mortal  eye  linslookcd  upon  hisaleepbg; 
ParenU,  kiudreil,  comrades,  have  mourned 
for  him  as  dead; 
By  day  the  gathered  clouds  have  bod  him  in 
their  keeping. 
And  at  night  the  solemn  shadows  round 
his  rest  are  sbcd. 

When  will  he  awaken  I 

Long  Jias  been  the  ery  of  faithful  love's  im- 
ploring ; 
I.ong  lias  hope  been  watching  with   soft 
eyes  fiied  above ; 
When  wUl  the  fates,  the  life  of  life  restoring. 
Own    themselves    vanquished   by  much- 
enduring  love  ? 

When  will  he  awaken ) 
Asks  the  midnight's  weary  queen. 

Beautiful  tbo  sleep  that  she  has  watched  on- 
Lighted  up  with  visious  from  yonder  i» 
diant  sScy, 
Full  of  aa  immortal's  glorioua  inspiring. 
Softened  hy  the  woman's  meek  and  lOTing 
sigh. 

When  will  he  awak«ik . 
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He  has  been  dreaming  of  old  heroic  stories, 
And  the  poet^s  passionate  world  has  entered 
in  his  soul ; 
Be  has  grown  conscious  of  lifers  ancestral 

glories, 
When  sages  and  when  kings  first  upheld  the 
mind^s  controL 

When  will  he  awaken  ? 
Asks  the  midnight^s  statelj  queen. 

r^,  the  appointed  midnight  I  the  present  hour 
is  fated! 
It  is  Endjmion^s  planet  that  rises  on  the 
air;    . 
How  long,  how  tenderly  his  goddess-love  has 
waited, 
Waited  with  a  love  too  mighty  for  despair  1 
Soon  he  will  awaken. 

Soft  amid  the  pines  is  a  sound  as  if  of  sing- 

Tones  that  seem  the  lute's  from  the  breath- 
ing flowers  depart ; 
N^ot  a  wind  that  wanders  o'er  Mount  Latmos 
but  is  bringing 
Music  that  is  murmured  from  nature's  in- 
most heart. 

Soon  he  will  awaken 
To  his  and  midnight's  queen  I 

Lovely  is  the  green  earth, — she  knows  the 
hour  is  holy ; 
Starry  are  the  heavens,  lit  with  eternal 

joy; 

Light  like  their  own  is  dawning  sweet  and 
slowlv 

O'er  the  fair  and  sculptured  forehead  of 
that  yet  dreaming  boy. 

Soon  he  will  awaken  I 

Red  as  the  red  rose  towards  the  morning 
turning, 
Warms  the  youth's  lip  to  the  watcher's 
near  his  own ; 
While  the  dark  eyes  open,  bright,  intense, 
and  burning 
With  a  life  more  glorious  than,  ere  they 
closed,  was  known. 

Yes,  he  has  awakened 
For  tlie  midcight's  happy  queen  I 


What  is  this  old  history,  but  a  lesson 
How  true  love  still  conquerB  by  t 
strength  of  truth — 
How  all  the  impulses,  whose  native  ] 
heaven. 
Sanctify  the  visions  ot  hope,  and  fa 
youth? 

'T  is  for  such  they  wj 

When  every  worldly  thought  is  utt< 
saken. 
Comes  the  starry  midnight,  felt 
gifted  few ; 
Then  will  the  spirit  from  its  earth 
awaken 
To  a  being  more  intense,  more  s 
and  true. 

So  doth  the  soul  awa 
Like  that  youth  to  night's  fair  que 

LiRRXA  EuzABvn  I 
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Dat,  in  melting  purple  dying ; 
Blossoms,  all  around  me  sighing 
Fragrance,  from  the  lilies  strayi: 
Zephyr,  with  my  ringlets  playin 
Ye  but  waken  my  distres 
I  am  sick  of  lonelinesi* ! 

Thou,  to  whom  I  love  to  hearke 
Come,  ere  night  around  me  darl 
Though  thy  softness' but  deceive 
Say  thou  'rt  true,  and  1 11  believ 
Veil,  if  ill,  thy  soul's  inte 
Let  me  think  it  innocent 

Save  thy  toiling,  spare  thy  treas 
All  I  ask  is  friendship's  pleasure 
Let  the  shining  ore  lie  darkling- 
Bring  no  gem  in  lustre  sparkling 
Gifts  and  gold  are  naugh 
I  would  only  look  on  the 

Tell  to  thee  the  high-wrought  U 
Ecstasy  but  in  revealing ; 
Paint  to  thee  the  deep  sensation 
Rapture  in  participation ; 

Yet  but  torture,  if  eompr 
In  a  lone,  unfriended  bre 


ent  Mill  I    Aii  I  oome  and  bless  me 

these  eyes  again  caress  thee. 

e  in  caution,  I  coold  fly  thee ; 

',  I  nothing  oonld  denj  thee. 
In  tt  look  if  death  there  b«. 
Come,  and  I  will  gaze  on  thee  1 


lall  I  do  with  all  the  days  and  hours 
mat  be  connt«d  ere  I  see  thj  &ce? 
til  I  charni  the  interval  that  lowers 
na  this  time  and  that  sweet  time  of 
grace? 

ia  alnmber  Bt«ep  each  wear;  sense — 
;  Tith  longing !    Shall  I  flee  away 
rtdays,  and  with  some  fond  pretence 
I  mjsolf  to  forget  the  present  daj } 

ce  for  thee  lay  on  mj  booI  the  sin 
k'ting  from   me  God's  great  gift  of 
timet 

tbese  mists  of  memory  locked  with- 
in. 
and  forget  life's  purposes  snlilime! 

,  or  by  what  means,  may  I  contriTe 
ng  the  honr  that  brings  thee  bock 

7  I  teach  my  drooping  hope  to  live 
hat  blessed  time,  and  thou  art  here? 


hee ;  for  thy  sake  I  will  lay  hold 
good  aims,  and  consecrate  to  thco, 
y  deeds,  each  moment  that  is  told 
thoQ,   beloved  one!   art  fnr  from 


I  trill  aroDse  my  tbonghts  to  try 
ivenwarO  flights,  all  high  and  holy 

lear  sake  I  wilt  walk  patiently 

;h  these  long  hours,  nor  coll  their 
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I  will  this  dreoTj  blank  of  absence  make 

A  noble  task-time ;  and  will  therein  atrire 
To  follow  excellence,  and  to  o'crtake 
liore  good  than  1  have  won  since  yet  I  live 

So  may  this  doomed  time  build  up  in  nie 
A  thousand  graces,  which  shall  thus  be 
thine; 

So  may  my  love  and  lonj^ng  hallowed  be, 
And  thy  dear  thought  an  influence  divine. 

FuHCtS  A:m  KtMBLI. 


THE  GROOMSMAN  TO  HIS  MISTRESS 


Etkbt  wedding,  says  the  proverb, 
Makes  another,  soon  or  late ; 

Never  yet  was  any  marriage 
Entered  in  the  book  of   fate. 

But  the  names  were  also  written 
Of  the  putient  pair  thnt  wait. 


Blessings  then  npon  the  morning 
When  my  frifod,  with  fondest  look. 

By  the  solemn  rite  a'  permission, 
To  himself  his  mistress  took. 

And  the  destinies  recorded 
Other  two  within  tlieir  book. 


While  the  priest  fulfilled  his  office, 
Still  the  ground  the  lovers  eyed. 

And  the  parents  and  llio  kinsmen 
Aimed  their  glances  nt  the  bride ; 

But  the  groomsmen  eyed  the  virgins 
Who  were  waiting  at  her  nide. 


Three  there  v^ere  thnt  stood  benide  her ; 

One  was  dark,  and  one  was  fair ; 
But  nor  fair  nor  dark  the  other, 

Save  her  Arab  eyas  and  hair ; 
Neither  dark  nor  fair  I  call  her. 

Yet  she  was  the  faireft  (here. 
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V. 

While  her  groomsman — shall  I  own  it  ? 

Yes  to  thee,  and  only  thee — 
Gazed  upon  tlis  dark-eyed  maiden 

Who  was  fairest  of  the  three, 
Tlius  he  tliought :  '•''  How  hlest  the  hridal 

Where  the  bride  were  such  as  she  I  " 

VL 

Tlien  I  mnsed  upon  tlie  adage. 
Till  my  wisdom  was  perplexed, 

And  I  wondered,  as  the  churchman 
Dwelt  upon  his  holy  text, 

Which  of  all  who  heard  his  lesson 
Should  require  the  service  next. 

vn. 

Whose  will  be  tlie  next  occasion 
For  the  flowers,  the  feast,  tlie  wine? 

Tliine,  perchanoe,  my  dearest  lady ; 
Or,  who  knows? — it  may  be  mine. 

What  if 't  were — forgive  the  fancy — 
What  if  H  were — both  mine  and  thine? 

TUOMMM  WlLUAM  PaBSONS. 
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How  delicious  is  the  winning 
Of  a  kiss  at  love's  beginning, 
When  two  nmtual  hearts  are  sighing 
For  the  knot  tliere  's  no  untving ! 

Yet,  remember,  'mi<Kt  your  wooing. 
Love  has  bliss,  but  love  has  rueing ; 
Other  smiles  may  make  you  fickle. 
Tears  for  other  charms  may  trickle. 

Love  he  comes,  and  Love  he  tarries, 
Just  as  fate  our  fancy  carries ; 
Longest  stays  when  sorest  chidden; 
laughs  and  flics  when  pressed  and  bidden. 

Bind  the  sea  to  slumber  stilly, 
Bind  its  odor  to  the  lily, 
Bind  the  aspen  ne'er  to  quiver, 
Then  bind  lore  to  last  forever  I 

Tbomab  Oampbxlu 
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▲  BALLAD. 


Maroabfta  flrst  possessed, 
If  I  remember  well,  my  breast, 

Margarita  first  of  all ; 
But  w^hen  awhUe  the  wanton  maid 
With  my  restless  heart  had  played, 

Martha  took  the  flying  balL 

Martha  soon  did  it  resign 
To  the  beauteous  Catharine. 

Beauteous  Catharine  gave  pUice 
(Though  loth  and  angry  she  to  pait 
With  the  possession  of  my  heart) 

To  Eliza's  conquering  face, 

Eliza  till  this  hour  might  reign. 
Had  she  not  evil  counsels  ta'en ; 

Fundamental  laws  she  broke, 
And  still  new  favorites  she  chose. 
Till  up  in  arms  my  passions  rose, 

And  cast  away  her  yoke. 

Mary  then,  and  gentle  Anne, 
Both  to  reign  at  once  began ; 

Alternately  they  swayed ; 
And  sometimes  Mary  was  the  fair. 
And  sometimes  Anne  the  crown  did 

And  sometimes  both  I  obeyed. 

Another  Mary  then  arose. 
And  did  rigorous  laws  impose ; 

A  mighty  tyrant  she  i 
Long,  alas!  should  I  have  been 
Under  that  iron-soeptred  queen, 

Had  not  Rebecca  set  me  free. 

When  fair  Rebecca  set  me  free, 
'T  was  then  a  golden  time  with  me: 

But  soon  those  pleasures  fled ; 
For  the  gracious  princess  died 
In  her  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 

And  Judith  reigned  in  her  stead. 

One  month,  three  days,  and  half  an 
Judith  held  the  sovereign  power : 

Wondrous  beautiful  her  face  I 
But  so  weak  and  small  her  wit, 
That  she  to  govern  was  unfit, 

And  so  Susanna  took  her  plioe. 


with  ■  nrifOess  Borne, 
tfa«  ■itiQcry  otbar  eje, 
■he  prmdlf  inarobed  aboat, 
r  ooiufptttt  to  find  on^ 
beat  out  Sosan  by  the  l^j«. 

b«T  place  I  then  obejed 

eyed  Be«^  her  Wceroy-maiil, 

rhom  enmad  a  racanoy : 

lod  worse  panons  tbea  poBseaaed 

terregnmn  ofmj  breast; 

9  me  from  enoh  on  anarohy  I 

Hemietta  then, 
third  l£ar7  next  began; 
1  Joan,  and  Jane,  and  Andria; 
len  a  prett;  Thomamne, 
lea  another  Oatliarine, 
then  a  long  »t  eatera. 

oold  I  now  to  fon  relate 
■ength  and  riebea  of  their  state ; 
powder,  pat4shea,  and  the  pina, 
tboaa,  jewels,  and  the  rings, 
^e,  the  paint,  and  warlilte  things, 
.  make  up  all  Iheir  magazines ; 

juld  t«U  the  politic  arte 
&  onii  keep  men's  heorte; 
letters,  embasBiea,  and  apiea, 
rwas,  and  smiles,  and  flatteries, 
larreLi,  tears,  and  peijariea 
nberleae,  nomcleasmfaterieHl) 

1  the  little  lime-twigs  laid 
chiaTel  the  waiting-mud-^ 
ire  volaminons  tboald  grow 
y  if  1  lite  them  should  tell 
ingo  of  weathers  tliat  befell) 
1  Holinahed  or  Stow. 

trill  briefer  with  them  be, 

ew  of  them  were  long  with  me. 

bigher  and  a  nobler  strain 

esent  emperess  does  claim 

lora,  first  of  the  name ; 

im  God  grant  long  to  reign  ! 


It  70U  become  a  nnn,  dear, 

A  friar  I  will  be; 
In  aaj  cell  you  mn,  dear. 

Pray  look  behind  for  me. 
The  roses  all  tarn  pale,  tooj 
The  doves  all  take  the  yeS,  too ; 

The  blind  will  see  the  show : 
What  I  yoQ  become  a  nun,  my  deal'  i 

I 'II  not  believe  it,  no  1 


If  yon  become  a  nnn,  dear, 

The  bishop  Lore  win  be ; 
The  Onpida  every  one,  dear, 

Will  chant,  "Wetrart  In  theel" 
The  incense  will  go  righing, 
The  oandlee  M  a  dying. 

The  water  turn  to  wine: 
What  I  yon  go  take  the  vows,  my  dear  i 

Yon  may— bat  they  11  bo  mine. 

Lnaa  Omn, 


CRABBED  AQE  AITO  YOUTH. 

Crabbed  age  and  yoath 

Cannot  live  together: 
Yonth  is  foil  of  pleaaanca, 

Age  is  full  of  core ; 
Youth  like  eununer  morn, 

Ago  like  winter  weather; 
Youth  like  summer  brave. 

Age  like  winter  bare. 
Youth  is  full  of  sport, 
Age's  breath  is  short ; 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame ; 
Yoath  is  hot  and  bold. 
Age  is  weak  and  cold; 

Yoath  is  wild,  and  age  b  tome. 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee, 
Youth,  I  do  adore  thee; 

O,  my  love,  my  love  is  yonng  I 
Age,  I  do  deiy  thee; 
0,  sweet  shepherd!  hie  tbee, 

For  methinka  thou  stay'at  too  long. 
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THE  MAIDEN'S  CHOICE. 

Gentebl  in  personage, 
Conduct  and  equipage ; 
Noble  by  heritage; 
Generous  and  free; 

Brave,  not  romantic ; 
Learned,  not  pedantic; 
Frolic,  not  frantic— 
This  must  he  be. 

Honor  maintaining, 
Meanness  disdaining. 
Still  entertmning, 

Engo^ng  and  new ; 

Neat,  but  not  finical ; 
Sage,  but  not  cynical ; 
Never  tyrannical, 
But  ever  true. 


AVOHTlfOinL 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  RESOLUTION. 

Shall  I,  wasting  in  despair, 
Die  because  a  woman  's  fair  ? 
Or  make  pale  my  checks  with  care, 
'Cause  another's  rosy  are  ? 
Be  she  fairer  than  the  day, 
Or  the  flowery  meads  in  May — 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me, 
"What  care  I  how  fair  she  be  ? 

Shall  my  foolish  heart  be  pined 
'Cause  I  see  a  woman  kind  ? 
Or  a  well-disposed  nature 
Joine<l  with  a  lovely  feature  ? 
Be  she  meeker,  kinder,  than 
The  turtle  dove  or  pelican — 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me, 
What  care  I  how  kind  she  bef 

Shall  a  woman's  virtues  move 
Me  to  perish  for  her  love  ? 
Or,  her  well  descrWngs  known. 
Make  me  quite  forget  mine  own? 
Be  sfie  with  that  goodness  blest, 
Which  may  merit  name  of  best, 
If  she  be  not  such  to  me. 
What  core  I  how  good  she  be  t 


'Cause  her  'ortone  seems  too  lugfa, 
Shall  I  play  the  fod  and  die  f 
Those  that  bear  a  noble  mind 
Where  they  want  of  riches  find, 
Think  what  with  them  they  wooi^l 
That  without  them  dare  to  woo ; 
And  unless  that  mind  I  see. 
What  care  I  how  great  she  be 

Great,  or  good,  or  kind,  or  fair. 
I  wiD  ne'er  the  more  despair  * 
K  she  love  me,  this  believe— 
I  will  die  ere  she  shall  grieve. 
K  she  slight  me  when  I  woo. 
I  can  scorn  and  let  her  go ; 
For  if  she  be  not  for  me, 
What  care  I  for  whom  she  be' 

Oaoaas  We 
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Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover? 

Pr'y  thee,  why  so  pale? — 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  1 

Looking  ill  prevail? 

Pr'y  thee,  why  so  pale? 

Wliy  so  dull  and  mute,  young  sinner 

Pr'y  thee,  why  so  mute? 
Will,  when  speaking  well  cant  win  1 

Saying  nothing  do 't? 

Pr'y  thee,  why  so  mute  ? 

Quit,  quit,  for  shame !  this  wiU  not  i 

This  cannot  take  her — 
If  of  herself  she  will  not  love. 

Nothing  can  make  her : 

Tlie  devil  take  her ! 

Six  Jomr  Sua 


FLY  NOT  YET. 

Flt  not  yet — 't  is  just  the  hour 
When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flo 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light, 
Begins  to  bloom  for  sons  of  nighty 

And  mdds  who  love  the  moon  I 
'T  was  bat  to  bless  these  hoars  of  d 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  mad 


■a  their  soft  attraotioiu  (firing 

tides  and  Koblels  flowing  I 

I  ■tax,— oh  I  sta;,— 

aldom  wesTM  a  ohun 

a  to-oight,  that  oh !  *!  is  pain 

break  Its  links  bo  soon. 

jet  I  the  fonnt  that  played, 

1  of  old,  throngb  Ammon's  abode, 

ic7  cold  by  day  it  ran, 

,  like  tonnda  of  mirth,  began 

bnrn  when  night  waa  near ; 

19  flhonld  woman's  heart  and  looks 

I  be  cold  ea  winter-brooks, 

die  till  the  night,  retnming, 

:Lcir  genial  hoar  for  boming. 

!  stay, — oh  I  atay, — 

id  rooming  ever  break 

d  sucb  beaming  eyes  awake 

those  that  sparkle  berel 


CEITFCLSESS  OF  LOVE. 

It  by  the  EDinnier  sea, 
ou  whom  scorn  waateth, 
let  tby  mu»ng  be 
liere  the  flood  basteth. 
;  how  o'er  ocean's  breast 
the  hoar  billow's  creet ; 
19  bb  heart's  onrest, 
lioof  love  taateth. 

•'it  thou  that  hearta  shonld  change  I 

I  where  life  roigoeth, 

:e  free  sight  doth  range, 

lat  long  remainetfa  I 

g  with  her  flowers  doth  die ; 

fades  the  gilded  sky ; 

the  full  moon  on  high 

uctcssly  waneth. 

,  then,  ye  sago  and  wise : 

(1  if  love  sever 

i  which  thy  sonl  doth  prize, 

h  does  it  ever  I 

as  the  roUing  seas, 

a  the  twilight  breeze, 

i  more  than  these 

Mt  could  it  Defer  I 


THE  CHEAT  OF  CUPID; 


Ohb  silent  night  of  late, 
When  every  creature  rested. 

Game  one  tmto  my  gate. 
And,  knocking,  me  molested. 

Who 's  Otero,  said  I,  heats  there, 
And  troubles  thus  the  sleepy  t 

Ooat  off,  said  he,  all  fear. 

And  let  not  locks  thus  keep  thee. 

For  I  a  boy  am,  who 

By  moonless  nights  have  swerved ; 
And  all  with  showers  wet  through. 

And  e'en  with  cold  half  starved. 

I,  pitiful,  arose, 

And  soon  a  taper  lighted ; 
And  did  myself  disclose 

Unto  tlie  lad  bcoightcd. 

I  saw  he  bod  a  bow, 

And  wings,  too,  which  did  sblvor ; 
And,  looking  down  below, 

I  spied  he  bad  a  quiver, 

I  to  my  chimney's  shrine 

Brought  liiin,  as  Love  professes. 

And  chafed  bis  bands  with  mine. 
And  dried  his  dripping  tresses. 

But  when  tbnt  be  Wt  wormed : 
Let's  try  this  bow  of  ours. 

And  string,  if  they  bo  liarmed, 
Said  he,  with  tbeae  late  showers. 

Fortliwith  his  bow  ho  bent, 
And  wedded  string  and  arrow. 

And  struck  me,  that  it  went 
Quite  through  my  heart  and  marrow 

Then,  langbing  loud,  ho  flow 
Away,  and  thus  said  flying ;     ' 

AdJen,  mioo  host,  adieu  I 
I  '11  leave  tliy  heart  a-dying. 

AfuniBDii.    (OFMk.) 
TrualiUOD  oT  Sonn  Biautnt. 
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[F  I  DESIRE  WITH  PLEASANT  SONGS. 

If  I  desire  with  pleasant  songs 
To  throw  a  merry  hour  away, 

Comes  I^vc  unto  me,  and  my  wrongs 
In  careful  tale  ho  doth  display, 

And  asks  me  how  I  stand  for  singing, 

While  I  my  helpless  hands  am  wringing. 

And  then  another  time,  if  I 
A  noon  in  shady  hower  would  pass, 

Comes  ho  with  stealthy  gestures  sly. 
And  flinging  down  upon  the  grass, 

Qaoth  he  to  me :  My  master  dear, 

Think  of  this  noontide  sucli  a  year  I 

And  if  elsewhile  I  lay  ray  head 

On  pillow,  with  intent  to  sleep. 
Lies  Love  beside  me  on  the  bed, 

And  gives  me  ancient  words  to  keep ; 
Says  he:  These  looks,  these  tokens  num- 
ber- 
May  be,  they  '11  help  you  to  a  slumber. 

So  every  time  when  I  would  yield 
An  hour  to  quiet,  comes  ho  still ; 

And  hunts  up  every  sign  concealed. 
And  every  outward  sign  of  ill ; 

And  gives  me  his  sad  face's  pleasures 

For  merriment's,  or  sleep's,  or  leisure's. 

Thomas  BmBiDOB. 


THE  ANNOYER. 

Li'VE  knowcth  every  form  of  air. 

And  every  shape  of  earth. 
And  comes  imbiddon  evorvwhere. 

Like  thought's  mysterious  birth. 
The  moonlit  sea  and  the  sunset  sky 

Are  written  with  Love's  words, 
And  you  hear  his  voice  unceasingly, 

Like  song  in  i\w  time  of  birds. 

He  peeps  into  the  warrior's  heart 

From  the  tip  of  a  stooping  plume, 
And  the  serried  spears,  and  the  many  men 

May  not  deny  bun  room. 
Ho  '11  come  to  his  tent  in  the  weary  night, 

And  be  busy  in  his  dream, 
And  ho  '11  float  to  his  eye  in  the  morning  light, 

Dke  a  fay  on  a  nlver  beam. 


He  hears  the  sound  of  the  honter^a  grm, 

And  rides  on  the  echo  back, 
And  sighs  in  his  ear  like  a  stirring  leal^ 

And  flits  in  his  woodland  track. 
The  shade  of  the  wood,  and  the  sheen  of  di 
river, 

The  cloud  and  the  open  sky, — 
He  will  haimt  them  all  with  bis  sabtle  qidra 

like  the  light  of  your  very  eye. 

The  fisher  hangs  over  the  leaning  boati 

And  ponders  the  nlver  sea, 
For  Love  is  imder  the  surface  hid. 

And  a  spell  of  thought  has  he. 
He  heaves  the  wave  like  a  bosom  sweet, 

And  speaks  in  the  ripple  low, 
Till  the  bait  is  gone  from  the  crafty  line, 

And  the  hook  hangs  bare  below. 

lie  blurs  the  print  of  the  scholar^s  book, 

And  intrudes  in  the  maiden's  prayer, 
^Vnd  profanes  the  cell  of  the  holy  man 

In  the  shape  of  a  lady  fair. 
In  the  darkest  night,  and  the  bright  daylig: 

In  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky, 
In  every  home  of  human  thought 

TTill  Lovo  be  lurking  nigh. 

Nathaxxsl  Pai 


THE  DOLE'S  P  THIS  BONNET  O'  MIN 

The  diUe  's  i'  this  bonnet  o'  mine : 

My  ribbins  '11  never  be  reet ; 
Here,  Mally,  aw  'm  like  to  be  fine, 

For  Jamie  '11  be  comin'  to-neet ; 
He  met  me  i'  th'  lone  t'other  dav 

(Aw  wur  gooin'  for  wayter  to  th'  well), 
An'  he  begged  that  aw'  d  wed  him  i'  May, 

Bi  th'  mass,  if  he'll  let  me,  aw  will! 

When  he  took  my  two  bonds  into  his, 

Grood  Lord,  heaw  they  trembled  betweei 
An'  aw  durstn't  look  up  in  his  face« 

Becose  on  him  seein'  my  e'eo. 
My  cheek  went  as  rod  as  a  rose ; 

There 's  never  a  mortal  con  tell 
Heaw  happy  aw  felt — ^for,  thae  knowa^ 

One  couldn't  ha'  axed  him  theiraaT. 

But  th'  tale  wur  at  th'  end  o'  mj  tang : 
To  let  It  eawt  wouldn't  be  reel; 


80K6S. 


boai^ik  t9  Mm  Ibinid  wur  wmng ; 
towd  him  sir 'd  ten  hfan  UHMet 
\jy  Aim  knomi  reey  weel, 
h  it  isQ^  a  thing  one  shoold  own, 
th*  plkefaD*  o^  th*  worid  to  mjsel', 
oaUier  ha*  Jamie  w  mrnxu 

[all/,  aw*ve  towd  thae  my  mind; 

would  to  do  iv  it  war  thee? 

ak  him  JQ8t  while  he  *8e  inoUned, 

tamntlj  hoigflin  hell  he ; 

ie  *ii  aa  greadly  a  lad 

»r  stepi  eawt  into  th'  eon. 

}  at  thy  dianoe,  an'  fet  wed; 

ak  th'  hett  o'  th*  Job  when  it 's  done  I " 

I  bntit*atimetohegwon: 

lonldn^  like  Jamie  to  wait; 

iut  fiir  diame  be  too  soon, 

7  wouldn't  for  th'  wold  he  too  late. 

'  ov  a  tremble  to  th'  heel : 

bink  'at  my  bonnet  11  do? 

lass — thae  looks  rery  wed ; 

nts  noan  o'  th'  bonnet,  thae  foo ! " 


RORY  O'MORE ; 

OB,   GOOD  CUSN6. 
I. 

:oi7  O'More  conrted  Kathleen  bawn ; 

x)ld  as  the  hawk,  and  she  soft  as  the 

iwn; 

ed  in  his  heart  pretty  Kathleen  to 

ease, 

thonght  the  best  way  to  do  that  was 

» tease. 

iory,  be  aisy,^'  sweet  Kathleen  would 

T, 

on  her  lip,  but  a  smile  in  her  eye — 

'oor  tricks,  I  don^t  know,  in  throth, 

hat  Vm  about ; 

aVe  teazed  till  I  Ve  put  on  my  cloak 

iside  out" 

ewel,"  says  Rory,  "  that  same  is  the 

ay 

.krated  my  heart  for  this  many  a  day ; 

plazed  that  1  am,  and  why  not,  to 

dsore? 

all  for  good  luck,"  says  bold  Rory 

tlforo. 


n. 

"" Indeed, then," aayaZatUeen,  "^dont think 

of  the  like, 
For  I  half  gave  a  promise  to  soothering 

Mike; 
The  ground  that  I  walk  on  he  lores^  IH  he 

bound  " — 
"FaithI "  says  Rory,  ••Td  rather  love  yon 

than  the  ground." 
"  Now,  Boiy,  m  ory  if  yon  don't  let  me  go ; 
Sure  I  dream  ev'ry  night  that  Fm  hating  yon 

sol" 
''  Ooh  I "  says  Rory,  ''that  samel  'm  delighted 

to  hear, 
For  dhrames  always  go  by  oonthrariec,  my 

dear. 
Ooh  I  Jewel,  keep  dhraming  that  tame  tiU 

yon^e« 
And  bright  morning  will  give  dirty  nig^t  the 

black  He  I 
And  't  is  plazed  tliat  I  am,  and  why  not,  to 

besnre? 
Since  't  is  all  for  good  look,"  says  bold  Rory 

O'More. 

m. 

"  Arrah,  Kathleen,  my  darlint,  you've  teazed 

me  enough ; 
Sure  I've  thrashed,  for  your  sake,  Dinny 

Grimes  and  Jim  Daff ; 
And  I  've  made  myself^  drinking  your  health, 

quite  a  baste. 
So  I  think,  after  that,  I  may  talk  to  the 

priest." 
Then  Rory,  the  rogue,  stole  his  arm  round 

her  neck, 
So  soft  and  so  white,  without  freckle  or 

speck; 
And  he  looked  in  her  eyes,  that  were  bean>- 

ing  with  light, 
And  he  kissed  her  sweet  lips— do  n't  you  thhik 

he  was  right? 
*'  Now  Rory,  leave  ofl^  sir — ^you  11  hug  me 

no  more— 
ThA*:  's  eight  times  to-day  you  have  kissed  me 

before." 
*^Thcn  here  goes  another,"  says  he, '  to  make 

sure, 
For  there's  luck  in  odd  numbers,"  says  Rory 

O'More. 


POBMB    OF    LOVE. 


COMING  T]     ODOU  TIIE  ETE. 


Gwsbod, 

Mtobffliy 

OomiD' 

ngh  UiB  rye, 

Oinabodj 

a.  a  bodj-. 

Need  at 

yoryl 

EveiTlasd 

u  b^r  laddie— 

Ne'er  a  ■ 

hael: 

Yet  a'  the  1 

s  tlioj  sniUn  ul  uo 

When  00 

D-tlmmahlliom. 

Amangthttr 

I  dearly  y 

Bat  uAaur  M 

IdbinacM 

Gin  a  body 

Ooraia'f 

Gin  a  body 

Needab 

Every  losw* 

Ne'er  a  a) 

Tet  a'  the  li 

When  com 

n-  uinHIS"  M.B  i-JP 

Antang  the  tra 

n  thfrt  i$  a  Ki-aU 

I  dearly  Wt 

vyur  ; 

But  ahMr  hit 

h/imt,  or  tahat  Au 

Idi»naeare 

10  Ull. 

MOLLY  OABEW. 

Oim  hone!  and  vhiit  wUl  I  Aot 
Sore  my  love  U  ali  cro*i, 
Like  a  bud  in  tliu  frost ; 
And  there's  no  use  nt  iJI  in  mygoiug  to  lioil 
For  't  ia  dhrames  and  nut  sleep  tlmt  come' 
into  my  head ; 
ADd  't  ia  all  abont  yon, 
My  sweet  M^lly  Carow— 
And  indeed  't  is  :\  sin  and  a  sliiLtiie! 
Ton  're  oomplnttT  than  natnrc 
In  every  fonturo; 
The  snow  ct.n  \  compare 
Wth  yonr  f  ireliead  so  fair ; 
And  I  rather  would  (we  just  one  liliat  «(  ya 

eye 
I'han  the  prettiest  star  tlml  sliino  fit  at  Hi 
sky; 
And  by  thit  and  by  that, 
For  the  matter  o'  Uial, 


Ton  're  more  disUnt  hy  far  ihi 
Ochhonol  weiraethml 
I  'ni  nione  in  thia  world  v 

Och  hnne  1  but  why  tihould  1  < 

Of  yonr  forehead  and  eye 

When  your  now  it  drflea 

Pwldy  Blake,  tlie  Behoolmari«r, 

Tim'  tlicro  '»  oob  Bnrko.  he  aayi 

cull  It  anabUme. 

And  Uien  for  jour  dicek 

Troth  't  wonld  take  turn 

Its  beauties  to  tell,  u  he 

Then  your  lipa  1  oil,  maol 

In  their  beautiAil  glow 

Tliey  a  pattern  might  bo 

For  the  cborriea  to  pro 

T  tru  nn  apple  that  tempted  ou 

For  apples  were  scarce,  I  snppo! 
Bnt  at  this  time  o'  day, 
'Pon  my  conscience  1 11  b 

Piich  cherries  might  li'mpt  a  i 


Li  alone  in  this  world 


Och  hone!  iiy  the  man  in  ! 

Ton  tBM  rae  all  ways 

That  a  woman  csia  |.la 

For  joQ  dance  twice  na  high 

Tat  Mdgee, 
As  when  you  tjike  share  of  ; 


Tho'  tho  piper  I  bate, 
For  fear  llie  old  cheat 
Wonld  n't  play  you  yonr  fjvtu 
And  when  you  're  at  ma> 
lly  devotion  yon  priiEs, 
For  'tis  thinking  of  yon 
I  am,  Molly  Carew. 
While  yon  ivear,  on  purpose,  alu 
That  I  can't  at  yonr  sweet  pre 

Oh,  Iftve  off  that  linnet. 
Or  else  1  '11  lave  on  it 
TheloMofmy  wandBrii 

Ocli  hone  \    wMrasthf 
Oeh  hone !   li*a  att  ow\, 

Day  is  m^il-  <!•"' 
yoni 


MiboBftl  doBtpnmikitiMtodolt; 
for  Oara  "k  ghk  1v  the  Moc 
That  lofM  imi   wiil  man ; 
d  joa'd  look  TCTf  qnan  if  aonu  raomliig 

TOO 'd  meet 
wedding  all  msrdhiiig  In  ptide  down  tha 
street; 
Tntb,  jaa  'd  open  toot  ejn, 
And  JOS 'd  die  vitbnipriM 
'o  bink  *t  wae  n't  70a  WM  come  to  it  I 
And  fidtb,  SMj  Kane, 
And  her  oow,  I  go  bdl, 
Wonldjnmplfl'daar, 
"  Eatty  K^  name  fbe  day ; " 
llfao'  70a  're  JUr  and  freali  aa  a  morning 

inllar, 
De  ihe  'a  abort  and  dark  like  «  oold  win- 
ter'aday, 
Tet  if  70a  do  nt  repent 
Befbre  Easter,  vbea  Lent 
isrer,  I II  marr7  fbr  qiite, 
Oolilioael  wdraathral 
And  when  I  Ae  for  700, 
[jf^oat  win  hunt  fon  ever;  nigltt. 


frXDOW  MACHREE. 


«w  machree,  it  'a  no  wonder  you  frown — 

Och  hone  I  widow  nuchrae  1 
h,  it  rains  joru  looks,  that  &ame  dirty 
black  gown — 

Ocb  faone  I  widow  maohree. 
How  altered  your  dr, 
With  that  dose  cap  you  wear — 
T  is  deHtroying  yonr  hiur, 

Which  rfiould  be  flowing  free ; 
Be  no  longer  a  churl 
Of  its  black  ^Iken  cnrl — 

Och  honel  widow  mochree! 


low  maohree,  now  the  snmmer  is  ccme— 

Ooh  honal  wUow  maohree 
an  erery  tMag  nnllea,  abonld  a  beauty 
Jookghait 

0«*  t««e(  widow  nuohreel 


See  the  Urda  go  in  pdra, 
AuA  the  rahUta  and  hft^jf 
Vhy,  ercD  the  bears 

Now  In  ooaidea  agree; 
And  the  mnte  little  flah, 
Tbongh  they  oaa  t  spake,  tk^  wiah— 

Ooh  hone  I  widow  inadiree. 


Widow  macAree,  and  when  winter  oomee  is 

O^  htoiel  widow  maohree — 
To  be  poking  the  fire  all  alone  is  a  atii, 

Ooh  honel  widow  maohree. 
Sore  tlie  ahorel  and  tougi 
To  each  ottier  bdonei^ 
And  the  kettle  rings  sraga 

FttUoffiunily^; 
While  alone  with  yonr  aap, 
Uke  a  liermlt  yon  snp, 

Ooh  honel  widow  maohree. 


And  liow  do  yon  know,  with  the  oomfbita 
I  I  Ve  towld — 
Ocb  hone  I  widow  machree — 
But  yon  're  keeping  some  poor  fellow  out  iu 
the  oowld, 
Och  bone  1  widow  machree  1 
With  Buch  mug  on  yonr  bead, 
Boia  your  peace  would  be  fled ; 
Conld  JOQ  sleep  in  yoTiT  bed 

Without  thinking  to  see 
Some  ghost  or  some  sprite. 
That  would  woke  you  each  night 
Crying,  "  Och  bone !  widow  machree  I " 


Then  take  my  advice,  darling  widow  ma- 

Och  hone  I  widow  niBchre©— 
And  with  my  advice,  futh,  1  wish  yon  'd  take 
me, 

Ocb  honel  widow  maohree  I 
You  'd  have  me  to  desire 
Then  to  etir  up  the  flre ; 
And  sure  hope  is  no  liar 

In  whispering  to  me. 
That  the  ghoets  wonid  depart 
When  you  'd  me  near  your  heart — 

Och  honel  widow  machree  I 
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STANZAS. 

Oh,  talk  not  to  me  of  a  name  great  in  story ; 
The  days  of  our  youth  are  the  days  of  our 

glory, 
And  the  myrtle  and  ivy  of  sweet  two-and- 

twenty 

Are  worth  all  your  laurels,  though  ever  so 

plenty. 

What  are  garlands  and  crowns  to  the  brow 
that  is  wrinkled? 

Tis  but  as  a  dead  flower  with  May-dew  be- 
sprinkled. 

Then  away  with  all  such  from  the  head  that 
is  hoary  I 

What  care  I  for  the  wreaths  that  can  only 
give  glory  ? 

0  fame  I  if  I  e^er  took  delight  in  thy  praises, 
T  was  less  for  the  sake  of  thy  high-sounding 

phrases 
Than  to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  the  dear  one 

discover 
She  thought  that  I  was  not  unworthy  to  love 

her. 

There  chiefly  1  sought  thee,  there  only  I  found 
thee ; 

Qer  glance  was  the  best  of  the  rays  that  sur- 
round thee ; 

When  it  sparkled  o'er  aught  that  was  bright 
in  my  story, 

1  knew  it  was  love,  and  I  felt  it  was  glory. 

LoKD  Brmcic. 


LOVE  UI^REQUrrEn, 

Tnouon  thou  say'st  thou  lov'st  me  not, 

And  although  thou  bidd'st  me  blot 

From  my  heart,  and  from  my  brain, 

All  this  consciousness  of  thee, 

With  its  longing,  its  blest  pain. 

And  its  deathless  memory 

Of  the  hope — ah,  why  in  vain  ? — 

Tliat  thy  great  heart  might  beat  for  me  ;- 

Ask  it  not, — ^love  flxed  so  high, 

Though  unrequited,  cannot  die ; 

In  my  soul  such  love  hath  root. 

And  the  world  shall  liave  the  fruit 


SONNET. 

SmcB  there  *s  i.o  help,  come,  let  ns  li 

parti 
Nay,  I  have  done ;  you  get  no  more  c 
And  I  am  glad,  yea,  glad  with  all  my 
That  thus  so  clearly  I  myself  can  free. 
Shake  hands  forever,  cancel  all  our  vc 
And  when  we  meet  at  any  time  again 
Be  it  not  seen,  on  either  of  our  brows 
That  we  one  jot  of  former  love  retain 
Now  at  the  last  gasp  of  love's  latest  I 
When,  his  pulse  fdling,  passion  sp 

lies. 
When  faith  is  kneeling  by  his  bed  of  < 
And  innocence  is  closing  up  his  eyes ; 
Now,  if  thou  wouldst,  when  all  hav 

him  over, 
From  death  to  Bfe  thou  might'st  him 

cover. 

MiOBABL  Db 


JENNY  KISSED  ME. 

Jenny  kissed  me  when  we  met, 
Jumping  from  the  chair  she  sat  in , 

Time,  you  thief  I  who  love  to  get 
Sweets  into  your  list,  put  that  in. 

Say  I  'm  weary,  say  I  'm  sad ; 
Say  that  health  and  wealth  have  nuss 
Say  I  'm  growing  old,  but  add — 

Jenny  kissed  n 

Lboh 


THE  MAID'S  LAMENT. 

I  LOVED  him  not ;  and  yet,  now  he  i 

I  feel  I  am  alone. 
I  checked  him  while  he  spoke ;  yet,  c 
speak, 

Alas  I  I  would  not  check. 
For  reasons  not  to  love  him  once  I  so 

And  wearied  all  my  thought 
To  vex  myself  and  him ;  I  now  would 

My  love,  could  he  but  live 
Who  lately  lived  for  me,  and,  when  h 

T  was  vain,  in  holy  ground 
He  hid  his  face  amid  the  diadee  of  dei 

I  waste  for  Um  m  j  breith 


itcd  his  fbr  me ;  bnt  mine  retoma, 

this  loneboBom  borDS 
ling  beat,  heaving  it  np  in  deep, 

waking  me  to  weep 
t  hadmdted  hb soft  heart;  for  fears 
.the  as  Utt«r  tears! 
il  Godl  "  BQoh  was  his  latest  prater, 
es«  maj  she  never  share  1 " 
a  his  breath,  his  breast  m<  re  cold 
a  doines  in  the  monld, 
ttildren  spell,  athwart  the  chnrchjard 

gat«, 

name  and  life's  brief  dat«. 

him,  gende  souls,  whoe'er  70  be, 
I  oh!  pnj,  too,  for  me  I 

WuTxs  BiTiu  Lunwi. 


iOSCONCEPTIOSS. 

L 

i  &  spra;  the  bird  clang  to, 
dng  it  blossom  with  pieosore, 
10  high  tree-top  she  spmng  to, 
for  lier  neat  and  her  treosare. 

what  a  hope  beyond  measure 
be  poor  spraj's,  which  the  S;ing  feet 

hung  to, — 
be  «Dgted  ont,  bailt  in,  and  aiing 

ri  a  heart  the  qncec^  leant  on, 
lllcd  in  a  minate  erratic, 
ic  true  bosom  sbe  bcut  oo, 
it  for  love'a  regal  dalmatic, 
wliat  n  fancy  ecstatic 
the  poor  heart's,  era  the  wanderer 

10  be  saved  for  it,  proffered  to,  spent 
on  I 


ONE  WAY  OF  I.OYE. 

Que  I  boand  the  rose  in  sheaves; 
roM  hj  rose,  I  strip  the  leaves, 
trew  them  where  Pauline  may  pass. 
-ill  not  turn  ande  ?     Maa  t 
tern  He.    Snppose  they  diet 
bmM  WM  tliay  ndgbt  take  her  eye. 


How  many  a  month  I  strove  to  salt 
These  stabbom  fingers  to  the  lote  I 
To-day  I  Tentore  all  I  know. 
She  will  not  hear  my  music  t    So  I 
Break  tbe  string — fold  moidc's  wing. 
Suppose  Pauline  had  bode  me  singt 


My  whole  life  long  I  learned  to  love ; 
This  hour  my  utmost  art  I  prove 
And  speak  my  passion. — Heaven  or  hdlt 
She  will  not  give  mo  heaven  I    'T  is  well 
Lose  who  ma; — I  atill  can  say, 
Those  who  win  heaven,  blest  are  they. 

Koim  D 


BAIiAD. 

Sion  on,  aad  heart,  for  love's  echpse 

And  beauty's  forest  qoeen, 
Thongh  't  ia  not  for  my  peasant  lips 

To  soil  her  name  between. 
A  king  might  lay  his  sceptre  down, 

Bnt  I  am  poor  aud  naught; 
Tlio  brow  should  wear  a  golden  crown 

Tliat  wears  her  in  ita  thought. 

The  diamonds  gloncing  ia  her  hair. 

Whose  sudden  beams  surprise, 
^[iglit  t>id  such  humhle  hopes  beware 

The  glancing  of  her  eves; 
Yet,  looking  once,  I  looked  too  long; 

And  if  my  love  ia  »in, 
Death  follows  on  the  heels  of  wrong. 

And  kills  the  crime  within. 

Her  dress  seemed  wore  of  lily  leavea, 

It  was  80  pure  and  fine — 
Oh  lofty  wears,  and  lowly  weaves, 

Bnt  hodden  gray  is  mine ; 
And  homely  hose  must  step  apart. 

Where  gartered  princes  stand ; 
But  liiay  ho  wear  my  love  at  heart 

That  wins  her  lily  hand! 

Alas!  thoro  's  tar  from  russet  friaie 

To  silks  and  satin  gowns; 
Bnt  I  donbt  if  Ood  made  like  degrees 

In  courtly  hearts  and  olomn*. 
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POEMS    OP    LOVE. 


My  father  wroui^od  a  maiden's  mirth, 
And  brooglit  Iier  cheeks  to  blame ; 

And  all  tliat  'a  lordly  of  my  birth 
Is  my  reproach  and  shame ! 

*T  is  vain  to  weep,  't  is  vain  to  sigh, 

*T  is  vain  this  idle  speech — 
For  wlioro  her  happy  pearls  do  lie 

My  tears  may  never  reach ; 
Yet  when  I  'm  gone,  e'en  lofty  pride 

May  say,  of  what  has  been, 
His  love  was  nobly  bom  and  died, 

Tho'  all  the  rest  was  mean  ! 

My  speocli  is  rude, — ^but  speech  is  weak 

Such  love  as  mine  to  tell ; 
Yet  had  I  words,  I  dare  not  speak : 

So,  lady,  fare  thee  well  I 
I  will  not  wish  thy  better  state 

Was  one  of  low  degree, 
But  I  must  weep  that  partial  fate 

Made  such  a  churl  of  me. 

TnoMAB  Hood. 


THE  DREAM. 


I. 


Ouslifois  twofold :  sleep  hath  its  own  world — 
A  boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence :  sleep  hath  its  own  woild. 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality ; 
And  dreams  in  their  development  have  breath, 
And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of 

joy; 

They    leave    a    weight    upon    our    waking 

thoughts ; 
They  fcike  a  weight  from  off  our  waking  toils ; 
They  do  divide  our  being;  tliey  become 
A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time, 
And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 
They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past, — ^they  speak 
Like  sibyh  of  the  future ;  they  have  power — 
The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 
Tlicy  make  us  what  we  were  not — what  they 

will ; 
They  shake  us  with  the  \Tsion  that 's  gone  by. 
The  dread  of  vanished  shadows — ^are  they  so? 
Is  not  the  past  all  shadow  ?    What  are  they? 
Creations  of  the  mind? — the  mind  can  make 
Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 


With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  in 

^ve 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  allM 
I  would  recall  a  vision,  which  I  dreamed 
Perchance  in  sleep — ^for  in  itself  a  thoo^ti 
A  slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  yearn, 
And  curdles  a  long  life  into  one  hour. 

n. 
I  saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill, 
Green  and  of  mild  declinty ;  tlio  last, 
As  't  were  the  cape,  of  a  long  ridge  of  sooh, 
Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  ba86^ 
But  a  most  living  landscape,  and  the  wan 
Of  woods  and  cornfields,  and  the  abodes  o 

men 
Scattered  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Arising  from  such  rustic  roofs ; — the  hiD 
Was  crowned  with  a  peculiar  diadem 
Of  trees,  in  circular  array — so  fixed, 
Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man. 
These  two,  a  maiden  and  a  youth,  were  tba 
Gazing— the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath; 
Fair  as  herself— but  the  boy  gazed  on  her; 
And  both  were  young,  and  one  was  benii 

ful; 
And    both  were  young— yet  not   alike  i 

youth. 
As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon^s  verge, 
The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood; 
The  boy  had  fewer  summers ;  but  his  hearl 
Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 
There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth, 
And  that  was  shining  on  him ;  he  had  lo<^ 
Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away ; 
He  had  no  breath,  no  being,  but  in  hers; 
She  was  his  voice ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her 
But  trembled  on  her  words;   she  was  ] 

sight, 
For  his  eye  followed  hers,  and  saw  w 

hers, 
Which  colored  all  his  objects ; — ^he  had  oeat 
To  hve  within  himself;  she  was  his  life, 
The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts, 
Which  terminated  all ;  upon  a  tone, 
A  touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  i 

fiow, 
And  his  cheek  change  tompestuooaly— 

heart 
UnkDowing  of  its  cause  of  agony* 


THE    DREAM. 


IN 


in  thsM  find  feelinga  had  no  share: 
hs  vera  not  for  him ;  to  her  fae  iros 
I  ft  brother— bnt  no  more;    'twas 

tberku  she  iras,  save  in  the  name 

lot  fiiffiidghip  had  bestowed  on  him — 

the  aolitarj  «doii  left 

le-houored  race. — It  was  a  name 

ileased  him,  and  yet  pleased  him  not 

-«nd  whj? 

agbt  him  a  deep  answer — when  she 

r.    Eren  now  aha  loved  another ; 
the  snmmit  of  that  hill  die  stood 
[  afar,  if  yat  her  loser's  ateed 
ice  with  her  expectancy,  nod  flew. 

j^  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream : 

ras  an  ancient  manrion ;  and  before 

s  there  was  a  steed  caparisoned. 

■n  antique  oratory  stood 

r  of  whom  I  spa^e ; — he  was  alone, 

Ic,  and  pacing  to  and  fro.    Anon 

1  him   down,   and  seized  a  pen  and 

irhicii  I  could  not  ^eas  of;  then  ho 

'ed  head  on  his  hands,  and  shook,  as 

COOTnlfflon — then  arose  agwn : 

Lh  his  teeth  and  qaivering  hands  did 

e  had  written ;  hnt  he  shed  no  tears. 

did  calm  himself  and  fix  his  brow 

ind  of  quiet.    As  he  panaed, 

r  of  his  lore  reentered  there ; 

I  eerene  and  smiling  then ;  and  yet 

ew  she  was  by  him  beloved;  she 

lickly  comes  sach  knowledge !   that 

lis  heart 

'kened  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 

waa  wretched ;  hot  she  saw  not  all. 
,  and  with  a  cold  and  gende  grasp 

her  hand ;  a  moment  o'er  his  face 
:  of  nuatterahle  thoughts 
eed ;  and  then  it  faded  as  it  oame. 
■ped  tlie  hand  ha  held,  and  with  slow 


For  they  did  part  with  motoal  smiled.    He 

passed 
From  out  the  massy  gat«  of  that  old  hall ; 
And,  mounting  on  hia  steed,  be  went  his  w^; 
And  ne'er   repassed    that  hoary  threshold 

A  change  oome  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream : 
The  boj  was  sprang  to  manhood.    In  the 

Of  Sery  cUmes  be  made  himself  a  home. 
And  his  aonl  drank  thdr  snnheams ;  he  was 

girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspects ;  he  waa  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been ;  on  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a  wanderer; 
There  was  a  mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  bnt  be  was 
A  part  of  ell ;  and  in  the  last  he  lay, 
RepoeiDg  from  the  noontide  sultrinessi 
Oonched  among  fallen  colnmns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruined  walls  that  bad  aarvived  the  names 
Of  those  who  reared  them;  by  his  sleeping 

Stood  camels  grazing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
Were  fastened  near  a  fountain ;  and  n  man 
Clad  uk  a  flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while, 
While  many  of  his  tribe  alambered  around ; 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  bine  sty — 
So  clondless,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful, 
That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  heaven. 


A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream : 
The  lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  one 
Who  did  not  love  her  better.    In  ber  home, 
A  ttionsnnd  leagues  from  his, — her  native 

home- 
She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  infancy, 
Danghtera  and  sons  of  bcanty.    lint  behold ! 
Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grief, 
The  settled  shadow  of  nn  inward  strife. 
And  an  nnqniet  drooping  of  the  eye. 
As  if  its  lids  were  charged  with  nnshed  tears. 
What  could  her  grief  be!— She  hod  all  she 

And  ho  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  with  bad  hopes  or  evil  wish, 
Or  ill-repressed  aiTeotion,  her  pure  thongbts. 
What  could  her  grief  be  I— she  had  loved  him 


OEMS    OK    LOVE 


Nor  given  him  cauw  lo  deem  binuolf  be- 

Nor  conlil  he  bo  a  pnrt  of  tbat  whicli  preytd 
Cpoo  ber  oiind — a  epoclre  of  the  past. 

Tl. 

A  olmnge  oanie  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream : 
flie  wanderer  wag  retorced— I  saw  bim  utand 
Defore  ao  altar,  mth  a  geatle  bride; 
Her  face  was  fair;  bat  was  not  that  which 

The  Btiirlifiht  of  Jiis  bojhood.  At 
Eveu  at  tlie  jiitnr,  o'er  his  brow  tl 
The  self-same  aspect,  and  the  quit 
That  in  the  antique  oratory  shoot 
Ilis  lioauni  in  ita  solitude ;  and  th 
Aa  in  that  hour — a  moment  o'er 
The  tablet  of  noutterable  tliougt 
Was  traced — imA  then  it  &dod  at 
And  he  stocKl  ealtn  and  qniet ;  tu 
The  fitting  vows,  but  heard  a 

And  »11  tilings  reeled  aroond  tim ;  he  could 

Not  that  which  woa,  nor  tbat  which  should 

have  been — 
but  the  old  mansioD,  and  the  accustomed 

hall. 
And    the  remembered  chamhcrg,  and    the 

The  dA7,  the  hoar,  the  eonsliine,  and  the 

All  tblogs  pertaining  to  thnt  place  and  Iioiir, 
And  her  who  woa  tus  destiny — came  back 
And  Ihnist  themaelvea  between  bim  and  the 

What  business  had  they  there  at  snch  a  time) 


A  ohango  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream : 
The  lady  of  his  love — oh  I  she  was  changed, 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul ;  her  mind 
Bad  wandered  IVora  its  dwelling;   and   her 

eyes, 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  ia  not  of  the  earth ;  she  was  hecomo 
The  qneen  of  a  fantaatio  realm ;  her  Uioughts 
Were  combinations  of  di^ointod  things. 
And  forms  impalpable,  and  nnpercelved 
Of  others'  siftht,  familiar  were  to  her& 


And   this  the  world  i-alli  btaij ;    bat  tt 

Hare  a  for  deeiper  iuadno<w,  and  tli«  (^mim 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearfnl  gift ; 
"Wliat  is  it  but  the  telenoopn  of  tmttil 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its 
And  brings  life  near  to  atl«r  tii 
Making  the  cold  rc^t;  ton  rwt  t 


nge  come  o'er  the  s|Hrtt  of  mjr  AlM 

'andcrer  was  alone,  as  hcrctoTon; 
aings  which  surrotmded  him  wet«  gii 
re  at  war  witli  him :  ke  was  a  maok 
Ight  and  desolation — oomptuned  noM 
istre^l  and  oontention;  paiu  waa  njn 
which  was  served  op  to  him;  tuitS, 

0  the  Pontic  monarob  of  old  daja, 

1  on  poisona ;  and  they  had  ao  pow, 
ere  a  kind  of  nntriment.    Ue  lirad 
^  that  which  bad  been  death  to  nv 
mm; 

ji.^,,  ^ade  him  friends  of  mountains.     Wit 

And  the  quick  spirit  of  the  universe. 
He  held  bis  dialognes,  and  they  did  t«adi 
To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries; 
To  him  the  book  of  night  was  opened  wida, 
And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  revealed 
A  marvel  and  a  secret — Bo  it  »o. 


My  dream  was    paat;    it   had    do    fmthi 

change. 
It  was  of  B  strange  order,  that  the  doom 
Oftb,'se  tivn  iTcaturos  should  bo  thus  trace 

Almost  like  a  reality — the  one 

To  end  in  madness — both  in  miserr. 


ASK  ME  NO  MORE. 
Ask  me  no  more :  the  moon  may  draw  tlm 

The  clond  may  stoop  from  beaTw  and  ttkr 

the  shape. 
With  fold  to  fold,  of  moontain  or  of  mpt. 
Bnt,  ob  too  fond,  when  have  I  anjwered  tbaaF 
Aafc  me  no  mar& 


IT  MIGHT  BATE  BEEN. 


me  no  more ;  what  answer  ahonld  I  pvo  t 
love  not  hollow  cheek  or  &ded  eje ; 
et,  0  my  biend,  I  will  not  have  thee  die  I 

me  no  more^  leat  1  abonld  bid  thee  live ; 


:  me  no  more:  thy  fate  and  mine  ai 

■troTe  against  the  stream  and  all  in  tui 
jA  the  greu  riTer  take  me  to  the  mun. 
tnnre,  dear  loTe,  for  at  a  tonch  I  yield ; 


•al 


Askn 


WHEN  WE  TWO  PARTED. 

WjoM  we  two  parted 

In  btlence  and  tears, 
Half  broten-beorted, 

To  sever  for  years, 
?tle  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold, 

Colder  thy  kiss; 
Truly  that  hour  foretold 

Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 

Sank  chill  on  my  brow — 
It  felt  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
Thy  rows  are  all  broken, 

And  light  is  thy  fame; 
I  hear  thy  name  spokes. 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

Tbey  name  thee  before  me, 

A  knell  to  mine  ear ; 
A  shndder  comes  o'er  me — 

Wliy  wert  thon  so  dear ! 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee, 

Who  knew  thee  too  well. 
Long,  long,  shall  I  roe  thee 

Too  deeply  to  tell. 

In  secret  we  met— 

In  (ilence  I  grieve. 
That  thy  heart  conld  forgel^ 

T:  y  tpirit  deoeive. 


If  I  shoald  meet  thee 

After  long  years. 
How  should  I  greet  thee?-- 

In  silence  and  tears. 


rr  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN. 

Ah  Aagnst  evening,  on  a  balcony 
That  overlooked  a  woodland  and  a  laka, 
I  sat  in  the  still  &ir,  and  talked  with  one 
Whose  face  shone  fairer  than  the  orescent 

Jnst  over-head,  a  violin  and  Ante 
Played  prelnde    to  a  dance.     Their  long- 
drawn  chords 
Puared  throngh  the  windows,  gaping  sum- 

A  flood  of  notes  that,  flowing  outward,  swept 
To  the  last  ripple  of  the  orchard  trees. 

I  bad  not  known  her  long,  but  loved  her 

Than  I  could  dreara  of  then — oh,  even  now 
1  dare  not  dwell  upon  my  passion, — more 
Than  life  ifaelf  1  loved  her,  and  still  love 

The  white  enchantmeut  of  her  dimpled  hand 
Lay  soft  in  mine !  I  looked  into  her  eyes ; 
I  knew  I  nos  imn-orthy,  but  t  felt 
That  I  was  noble  if  she  did  but  smile. 

A  light  of  sU'iTB  Hhouo  round  her  head ;  I  saw 
The  sombre  shores  that  gloomed  the  lake 

below ; 
Tlie  shadows  settling  on  tlio  dislant  hills ; 
I  beard  the  pleasant  music  of  tlje  night, 
Brought  by  the  wind,  a  vagrant  messenger, 
From  the  deep  forest  nnd  tho  broad,  sweet 

But  when  she  spoke,  and  her  pervasive  voice 
Stole  on  mo  till  I  trembled  to  my  knees. 
1  pressed  my  lips  to  hers— then    round  iin 

glowed 
A  sudden  light,  that  seemed  to  flash  me  on, 
Beyond  myself,  beyond  the  tainting  s\ai»- 
Then  all  the  bleak  diahobTleivm^  ot  ft.'\i^c 
That  had  not  been  oE  ploaaure  iaieA  cS. 


And  left  me  with  a  purpose^  and  a  Lope         I  Bat  those  lipa  that  «ehoed  Uie  at 
TLat  1  wasliorn  for  somotUiag braver  than  Are  as  coM  a«  that  lonely  river;      1 

To  hm\i:  mj  head  and  wear  a  namelesg  Dame.    And  that  eye,  that  beaatifdl  »pirit'a  ^ 
Has  HhroTid«d  it«  fires  for  ever.        I 


That  hoar  has  passed,  Dor  ever  came  again. 
We  all  do  live  sucli — so  I  would  believe. 
Life's  mere  arithmetic  and  prose  are  mioe. 
And  I  have  missed  the  beantj  of  Uie  world. 

Let  this    rememhroDFO    comfort  me. — that 

Ify   heart   eeemed  hon 

That,  swollen  with  fea 

Throws  its  strong  life  O' 
Of  finding  peace  and  ni 
Jt  fell  on  rock  and  brok> 


Else  coold  I  bear,  on  all 
Not  now  alone — this  g«] 

Wlien  spjtliea  are  bu*y  in „.-.  , 

And  the  fall  moon  wanna  me  to  thooght' 

fulness, — 
rhie  voice,  that  haunts  the  desert  of  my  sonl ; 
"It  might  have  been,"  alas  I  "It  might  have 

WiLLLut  Cum  WiLLUiaaa. 


WE  PARTED  IN  SILENCE. 

W«  parted  in  silence,  we  parted  by  night, 

On  the  banks  of  that  lonely  river; 
Where  the  fragrant  limes  their  bonghs  noite. 

We  met — and  we  parted  for  ever  I 
The  night-bird  aong,  and  the  stars  above 

Told  many  a  touching  story. 
Of  friends  long  passed  to  the  kingdom  of 
love, 

Where  the  sonl  wears  its  mantle  of  glory. 

We  parted  in  silence — our  cheeks  were  wet 
With  the  tears  that  were  past  controlling; 
iTe  vowed  we  wonld  never— no,  never  for- 
get, 
And  those  towb  at  the  tim«  were  con- 
•oling; 


And  now  on  the  midnight  sky  I  look^^ 
And  my  heart  grows  fbll  of  wee[Hq| 

Each  elar  is  to  me  a  sealed  book, 
Some  tale  of  that  loved  ono  keepiag 

Wo  parted  in  silence — we  parted  io  It 
On  the  banks  of  that  loodj  river:  { 
ut  the  odor  and  bloom  of  thoM  I 

Shall  iiaog  o'er  its  wnlcrs  for  cv«r,  I 


IN  A  YEAR.  j 

Nevxb  any  moM 

While  I  live,  ' 

Need  I  hope  to  see  his  face 

As  before. 
Once  his  love  grown  chill, 

Mine  may  strive — 
Bitterly  we  refimbraoe, 

Single  still. 

Was  it  something  said. 

Something  done. 
Vexed  him?  was  it  touch  of  hand. 

Turn  of  head  ? 
Strange  1  that  very  way 

Love  begun, 
I  as  little  understand 

Love's  decay. 

When  I  sewed  or  drew, 

I  recall 
Bow  he  looked  as  if  1  sang 

— Sweetly  too. 
If  I  spoke  a  word. 

First  of  aU 
Up  his  cheek  the  color  spranif, 

Then  he  heard. 

Sitting  by  my  aide, 
At  my  feet, 
So  he  breathed  the  ur  I  breaUwd, 

Satisfied  1 
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Dear,  the  pang  b  briet 

Tonohed  the  sweet 

Do  thy  part, 

Have  thy  pleasure.    How  perplext 

Sweet  to  him. 

Qrowa  belief! 

Well,  this  cold  clay  olod 

e«k-Iloyeth«>Wt!" 

Was  man's  bearL 
Onunble  it— and  what  oomee  nest  1 

Heexditowd— 
t  tfaf  loTe  mj  own  foretell." 

Is  it  God? 

loonfeesed: 

tap  mj  heart  on  thine 

lenponthrBonlasweD 

MARIANA  m  THE  SODTH. 

Hugethminel" 

1  it  wrong  to  own, 

Wrra  one  black  shadow  at  its  feet, 

Being  tratht 

The  house  Uirough  all  the  level  shines, 

\j  ihonld  all  the  givlDg  prove 

Qia  alone) 

And  silent  in  ltd  dusty  vines ; 

■d  wealth  and  eaM, 

Beoaty,  jonth— 

An  empty  liver-bed  before, 

M  m7  lover  gave  me  love, 

And  shallows  on  a  distant  shore, 

1  gave  these. 

In  glaring  sand  and  inlets  bright 

Bnt  "  Ave  Mary,"  made  she  moan. 

U  was  all  I  meant, 

And  "Ave  Mary,"nightand  morn; 

— Tobeju8t, 
d  the  pa><Bion  I  had  raised 

And  "Ah,"  she  sang,  "to  be  all  alone, 

To  bve  forgotten,  and  love  forlorn." 

To  content. 

•x  be  chose  to  change 

Gold  for  duBt, 
gave  him  what  he  praised 

She,  as  her  carol  sadder  grew, 

I>om  brow  and  bosom  slowly  down 

Was  it  strange  t 

Throngh  rosy  taper  fingers  drew 

Her  Btreaming  curls  of  deepest  brown 

To  left  and  right  and  made  appear, 

Hid  be  loved  me  yet, 

StUl-lighted  in  a  secret  shrine. 

On  and  on, 

Her  melancholy  eyes  divine. 

ile  I  fonnd  some  way  undreamed 

The  home  of  woe  without  a  tear. 

—Paid  mj  debt! 

And  "  Ave  Mary,"  was  her  moan, 

e  more  life  and  more, 

"  Madonna,  sad  ia  night  and  morn ; " 

Till,  all  gone. 

And  "Ah,"  she  sang,  "to  be  all  alone, 

should  smile  "  She  never  seemed 

To  live  forgotten,  and  love  foriom." 

Mine  before. 

Till  all  the  crimson  changed,  and  passed 

Hut  I  think? 

Into  deep  orange  o'er  the  sea, 

i  's  so  different  with  na  men," 

Low  on  her  knees  herself  she  cast 

He  shmild  smUe. 

Before  Our  Lady  munnnred  she; 

ing  fat  mj  sake— 

Complaining,  "  Mother,  give  me  grace 

White  and  pink  I 

To  help  me  of  my  weary  load  1 " 

't  we  touch  these  bobbles  then 

And  on  the  liquid  mitior  ^oitei 

Battb^hraak;'' 

The  clear  perfection  ol  tet  &«». 
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**  Is  this  the  form,*^  she  made  her  moan, 
^'  That  won  Mb  praises  night  and  mom  ?^' 

And  **  Ah/*  she  said,  "but  I  wake  alone, 
I  sleep  forgotten,  I  wake  forlorn.'' 

IV. 

N^or  bird  would  sing,  nor  lamb  would  bleat, 

Nor  any  cloud  would  cross  the  vault ; 
But  day  increased  from  heat  to  heat, 

On  stony  drought  and  steaming  salt ; 
Till  now  at  noon  she  slept  again, 
And  seemed  knee-deep  in  mountain  grass, 
And  heard  her  native  breezes  pass. 
And  runlets  babbling  down  the  glen. 
She  breathed  in  sleep  a  lower  moan; 

And  murmuring,  as  at  night  and  mom, 
She  thought,  "  My  spirit  is  here  alone. 
Walks  forgotten,  and  is  forlorn." 

V. 

Dreaming,  she  knew  it  was  a  dream ; 
She  felt  he  was  and  was  not  there. 
She  woke :  the  babble  of  the  stream 
Fell,  and  without  the  steady  glare 
Slirank  the  sick  olive  sere  and  smalL 
The  river-bed  was  dusty  white ; 
And  all  the  furnace  of  the  light 
Stmck  up  against  the  blinding  walL 
She  whispered,  with  a  stifled  moan 

More  inward  than  at  night  or  mom, 
'*  Sweet  mother,  let  me  not  here  alone 
Live  forgotten,  and  die  forlorn." 

VI. 

And,  rising,  from  her  bosom  drew 

Old  letters,  breathing  of  her  worth ; 
For  "  Love,"  they  said,  "  must  needs  be  troe, 

To  what  is  loveliest  upon  earth." 
An  image  seemed  to  pass  the  door. 
To  look  at  her  with  slight,  and  say, 
"  But  now  thy  beauty  flows  away, 
So  be  alone  for  evermore." 

"  0  cruel  heart,"  she  changed  her  tone, 
^^  And  cruel  love,  whose  end  is  soom, 
Is  this  the  end — to  be  left  alone. 
To  live  forgotten,  and  die  forlorn  I " 

vn. 
But  sometimes  in  the  falling  day 

An  image  seemed  to  pass  the  door, 
To  look  into  her  eyes  and  say, 

**Bnt  thou  ahalt  be  alone  no  more.^ 


And  flaming  downward  over  all, 

From  heat  to  heat  the  day  dec 

And  slowly  rounded  to  the  eat 

The  one  black  shadow  from  the 

"  The  day  to  night,"  she  mac 

"  The  day  to  night,  the  ni 

And  day  and  night  I  am  lefl 

To  live  forgotten,  and  lov* 

vin. 

At  eve  a  dry  cicala  sung; 

There  came  a  sound  as  of  the  i 

Backward  the  lattice-blind  she  f1 

And  leaned  upon  the  balcony. 

There,  all  in  spaces  rosy-bright, 

Jjarge  Hesper  glittered  on  her 

And  deepening  through  the  si 

Heaven  over  heaven, rose  the  ni« 

And  weeping  then  she  ma<3 

"  The  night  comes  on  tha 

mom; 

When  I  shall  cease  to  be  all 

To  live  forgotten,  and  lov 

Altu 


-•—- 


SONG. 

"  A  WKABT  lot  is  thine,  fair 

A  weary  lot  is  thine  I 
To  pull  the  thorn  thy  brow 

And  press  the  me  for  wii 
A  lightsome  eye,  a  soldier's 

A  feather  of  the  blue, 
A  doublet  of  the  Lincoln  gr 

No  more  of  me  you  knev 

Mylc 
No  more  of  me  you  knew. 

"  This  mora  is  merry  June, 

The  rose  is  budding  fain ; 
But  she  shall  bloom  in  wini 

Ere  we  two  meet  again." 
He  turned  his  charger  as  he 

Upon  the  river  shore ; 
He  gave  his  bridle  reins  a  s 

Said,  "  Adieu  for  evermc 

Myl< 
And  adieu  for  evermore." 
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LOOKBLEY  HALL 

umsa^  IflftfB  me  han  a  little^  while  le 

jet  'lis  eerij  mom — 
e  me  here,  and  when  7<m  want  me,  aoond 

upon  the  hqg^  hom. 

the  place,  and  all  aroond  ii^  aa  of  old,  the 

oorlewsoaD, 
7  gleams  about  the  mo<»iand,fl7icg  over 

LodUflffHall; 

iej  Han,  that  in  the  diitanoe  OTeilooka 

tiie  aandj  tnoti^ 
the  hollow  ocean-ridges  roaring  into 

cataraota. 

a  nic^  from  jonder  ivied  casement^ 

ere  I  went  to  rest^ 
look  on  great  Orion  sloping  slowly  to 

the  west 

tnight  I  saw  the  Fbiads,  riiring  through 

the  mellow  shade, 
r  like  a  swarm  of  fire-flies  tangled  in  a 

silver  braid. 

about  the  beach  I  wandered,  nonriahing 

a  joQth  sablime 
the  fairj  tales  of  science,  and  the  long 

result  of  time ; 

the  centuries  behind  me  like  a  fruitful 
land  reposed; 

I  clung  to  aU  the  present  for  the  prom- 
ise that  it  closed ; 

I  dipt  into  the  fhtnre  far  as  human  eye 
could  see — 

he  vision  of  the  world,  and  all  the  won- 
der that  wonld  be. 

3  spring  a  fuller  crimson  comes  upon  the 

robin's  breast ; 
i  spring  the  wanton  lapwing  gets  him- 

sell  another  crest ; 

3  spring  a  livelier  iris  changes  on  the 

bnmished  dove ; 
e  spring  a  yonng  man's  fancy  lightly 

toma  to  ihaaigbig  oilcve. 


Then  her  dheek  waa  pak  and  thinner  than 
should  be  fhr  one  so  youngs 

And  her  eyes  on  all  my  motions  with  a  mnte 
observance  hnng. 

And  I  said,  ''My  ooosin  Amy,  speak,  and 

speak  the  tmth  to  me ; 
Tmst  me,  oonsin,  aU  the  current  of  my  being 

sets  to  thee." 

On  her  pallid  dheek  and  fbrehead  came  a 

color  and  a  light. 
As  I  have  seen  the  tosj  red  flnaiiing  in  the 

northern  night. 

And  abe  tamed— her  bosom  shaken  with  a 

sadden  storm  of  sighs — 
All  the  spirit  deeply  dawnhug  in  the  dark  of 

haael 


Saying,  ''I  have  hid  my  feelings,  fbaring  they 
should  do  me  wrong ; " 

Saying,  *'  Dost  then  love  me,  cousin  f "  weep- 
ing, "I  have  loved  thee  long." 

Love  took  np  the  glass  of  time,  and  turned 

it  in  his  glowing  hands ; 
Every  moment,  lightly  shaken,  ran  itself  in 

golden  sands. 

Love  took  np  the  harp  of  life,  and  smote  on 

all  the  chords  with  might ; 
Smote  the  chord  of  self,  that,  trembling, 

passed  in  mnsic  out  of  sight. 

Many  a  morning  on  the  moorland  did  we  hear 

the  copses  ring. 
And  her  whisper  thronged  my  pulses  witb 

the  fulness  of  the  spring. 

Many  an  evening  by  the  waters  did  we  watcl 

the  stately  ships. 
And  our  spirits  rushed  together  at  the  touch 

ing  of  the  lips. 

Oh  my  cousin,  shallow-hearted  I     Oh  my 

Amy,  mine  no  more  I 
Oh  the  dreary,  dreary  moQit\asA\    ^V  ^^ 

barren,  \>arreiL  a\ior^\ 
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Falser  than  all  fancy  fathoms,  falser  than  all 

songs  have  snng — 
E^ippet  to  a  father's  threat,  and  servile  to  a 

shrewish  tongae  I 

Is  it  well  to  wish  thee  happy  t — Shaving  known 

me;  to  decline 
On  a  range  of  lower  feelings  and  a  narrower 

heart  than  mine  I 

Tet  it  shall  bo :  thou  shalt  lower  to  his  level 

day  by  day, 
What  is  fine  within  thee  growing  coarse  to 

sympathize  with  clay. 

As  the  hasband  is,  the  wife  is;   thou  art 

mated  with  a  clown, 
And  the  grossness  of  his  nature  will  have 

weight  to  drag  thee  down. 

He  will  hold  thee,  when  his  passion  shall 

have  spent  its  novel  force. 
Something  better  than  his  dog,  a  little  dearer 

than  his  horse. 

What  is  this  ?  his  eyes  are  heavy — think  not 

they  are  glazed  with  wine. 
Gk>  to  him ;  it  is  thy  duty — ^kiss  him ;  take 

his  hand  in  thine. 

It  may  be  my  lord  is  weary,  that  his  brain  is 

overwrought — 
Soothe  him  with  thy  finer  fancies,  touch  him 

with  thy  lighter  thought. 

He  will  answer  to  the  purpose,  easy  things  to 

understand — 
Better  thou  wert  dead  before  me,  though  I 

slew  thee  with  my  hands. 

Better  thou  and  I  were  lying,  hidden  from 

the  heart's  disgrace. 
Rolled  in  one  another's  arms,  and  silent  in  a 

last  embrace. 

Cursed  be  the  social  wants  that  sin  against 

tlie  strength  of  youth  I 
Cursed  be  the  social  lies  that  warp  na  from 

the  living  truth  1 


Cursed  be  the  sickly  forma  that  err  tm 

honest  nature's  rule  I 
Cursed  be  the  gold  that  gilds  the  straiteoei 

forehead  of  the  fool  I 

Well— 't  is  well  that  I  should  bluster  !•— Hidil 
thou  less  unworthy  proved, 

Would  to  Gk)d — ^for  I  had  loved  thee  moic 
than  ever  wife  was  loved. 

Am  I  mad,  that  I  should  chenah  that  whiA 

bears  but  bitter  fruit  ? 
I  will  pluck  it  from  my  boaom,  though  my 

heart  be  at  the  root. 

Never!  though  my  mortal  summers  to  woA 
length  of  years  should  oome 

As  the  many-wintered  crow  that  leads  tin 
clanging  rookery  home. 

Where  is  comfort  ?  in  division  of  the  reooidi 

of  the  mind? 
Can  I  part  her  from  herself^  and  love  her,  ai 

I  knew  her,  kind  ? 

I  remember  one  that  perished ;  sweetly  did 

she  speak  and  move ; 
Such  a  one  do  I  remember,  whom  to  look  It 

was  to  love. 

Can  I  think  of  her  as  dead,  and  love  her  for 

the  love  she  bore  ? 
No — she  never  loved  me  truly ;  love  is  hft 

for  evermore. 

Comfort?  comfort  scorned  of  devils  1  thisii 

truth  the  poet  sings, 
That  a  sorrow's  crown  of  sorrow  b  remeiD' 

bering  happier  things. 

Drug  thy  memories,  lest  thou  learn  it,ki 

thy  heart  be  put  to  proof^ 
In  the  dead,  unhappy  night,  and  when  tb 

rain  is  on  the  roo£ 

Like  a  dog,  he  hunts  in  dreams;  and  tiMNi  tf 

staring  at  the  wall, 
Where  the  dying  night-lamp  flicker^  and  tli 

diadowB  rise  and  fiilL 
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1  *  hand  ahall  ptBB  before  thee,  pointing 

to  his  dmnken  sleep, 
thj  widowed  marriage-pillowB,  to  the 

tears  that  thou  wilt  we^. 

«  shalt  hear  the  "Never,  never,"  whis- 
pered bj  the  phantom  years, 

d  a  song  from  ont  the  distanooin  the  ring- 
ing of  thine  ears; 

d  in  eye  shall  vex  thee,  looking  ancient 

kindness  on  thy  pain. 
m  thee,  tun  thee  on  thy  pillow ;  get  thee 

to  thy  rest  again. 

vj,  bat  nature  brings  thee  solace;  for  a 

tender  voice  will  cry; 
it  sparer  lifo  than  thine ;  a  lip  to  drain 

thy  tronble  dry. 

iby  lips  will  laugh  me  down ;  my  latest 

rival  brings  thee  rest — 
ilj  fingers,  waxen  touches,  press  me  from 

the  mother^s  breast. 

h,  the  child,  too,  clothes  the  father  with  a 

deamess  not  his  due ; 
ilf  is  thine,  and  half  is  his — ^it  will  be 

worthy  of  the  two. 

^  I  see  thee,  old  and  formal,  fitted  to  thy 

petty  part, 
ith  i  little  hoard  of  maxims  preaching  down 

a  daughter's  heart : 

"hey  were  dangerous  guides  the  feelings — 
she  herself  was  not  exempt — 

ilj,  she  herself  had  suffered." — Perish  in 
thy  self-contempt ! 

jrlive  it — lower  yet — be  happy  I  wherefore 

should  I  care? 
yself  most  mix  with  action,  lest  I  wither 

by  despair. 

It  is  that  which  I  should  turn  to,  lighting 

upon  days  like  these  ? 
rj  door  is  barred  with  gold,  and  opens 

bat  to  golden  keys. 


Every  gate  is  thronged  with  suitors;  all  the 

markets  overflow. 
I  have  but  an  angry  fancy:  what  is  that 

which  I  should  do  ? 

I  had  been  content  to  perish,  fJEdling  on  the 

foeman's  ground, 
When  the  ranks  are  rolled  in  vapor,  and  the 

winds  are  laid  with  sound. 

But  the  jingling  of  the  guinea  helps  the  hart 

that  honor  feels. 
And  the  nations  do  but  murmur,  snarling  at 

each  other^s  heels. 

Oan  I  but  relive  in  sadness?  I  will  turn  that 
earlier  page. 

Hide  me  from  my  deep  emotion,  0  thou  won- 
drous mother-age! 

Hake  me  feel  the  wild  pulsation  that  I  felt 

before  the  strife. 
When  I  heard  my  days  before  me,  and  the 

tumult  of  my  life ; 

Teaming  for  the  largo  excitement  that  the 
coming  years  Avould  yield — 

Eager-hearted  as  a  boy  when  first  he  leaves 
his  father's  field, 

And  at  night  along  the  dusky  highway  near 

and  nearer  drawn, 
Sees  in  heaven  the  light  of  London  flaring 

like  a  dreary  dawn ; 

And  his  spirit  leaps  within  him  to  be  gone 

before  him  then, 
Underneath  the  light  ho  looks  at,  in  among 

the  throngs  of  men — 

Men,  my  brothers,  men  the  workers,  evei 

reaping  something  new : 
That  which  they  have  done  but  earnest  of  the 

things  that  they  shall  do; 

For  I  dipt  into  the  future,  far  as  human  eye 
could  see — 

Saw  the  vision  of  the  world,  and  all  the  won- 
der that  would  be— 
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Saw  the  heavens  fill  with  commerce,  argosies 

of  magic  sails, 
PUots  of  the  purple  twilight,  dropping  down 

with  costly  hales — 

Heard  the  heaveus  fill  with  shouting,  and 

there  rained  a  ghastly  dew 
From  the  nations^  airy  navies  grappling  in 

the  central  hlne ; 

Far  along  the  world-wide  whisper  of  the 

soutli-wind  rushing  warm, 
With  the  standards  of  the  peoples  plunging 

through  the  thunder-storm ; 

Till  the  war-drum  throbbed  no  longer,  and 

the  battle-flags  were  furled 
In  the  iiarliamcnt  of  man,  the  federation  of 

the  world. 

There  the  common  sense  of  most  shall  hold  a 

fretful  realm  in  awe, 
And  the  kindly  earth  shall  slumber,  lapt  in 

universal  law. 

So  I  triumphed,  ere  my  passion  sweeping 

through  me, left  me  dry. 
Left  me  with  the  palsied  heart,  and  left  me 

with  the  jaundiced  eye — 

Eye,  to  which  all  order  festers,  all  tilings  here 

are  out  of  joint 
Science  moves,  but  slowly,  slowly,  creeping 

on  from  point  to  point ; 

Slowly  comes  a  hungry  people,  as  a  lion, 

creeping  nigher, 
Glares  at  one  that  nods  and  winks  behind  a 

slowly-dying  fire. 

Yet  I  doubt  not  through  the  ages  one  increas- 
ing purpose  runs. 

And  the  thoughts  of  men  are  widened  with 
the  process  of  the  suns. 

What  is  that  to  him  that  reaps  not  harvest  of 

his  youthful  joys, 
Though  the  deep  heart  of  ezistenoe  beat  for 

ever  like  a  boy's? 


Ejiowledge  comee,  but  wisdom  lingers;  snd 

linger  on  the  shore, 
And  the  individual  withers,  and  the  w<^  i 
more  and  more. 

Knowledge  comes,  but  wisdom  llngerS|Si 

he  bears  a  laden  breast, 
Full  of  sad  experience  moving  toward  tl 

stillness  of  his  rest 

Hark!  my  merry  comrades  call  me,  soundii 

on  the  bugle  horn — 
They  to  whom  my  foolish  passion  were  a  U 

get  for  their  scorn  ,* 

Shall  it  not  be  scorn  to  me  to  harp  on  sodi 

mouldered  string  ? 
I  am  shamed  through  all  my  nature  to  ha 

loved  so  slight  a  thing. 

Weakness  to  be  wroth  with  weaknei 
woman^s  pleasure,  woman's  pain — 

Nature  made  them  blinder  motions  bound 
in  a  shallower  brain ; 

Woman  is  the  lesser  man,  and  all  thy  pi 
sions,  matched  with  mine, 

Are  as  moonlight  unto  sunlight,  and  as  wal 
unto  wine — 

Here  at  least  where  nature  sickens,  nothn 

Ah,  for  some  retreat 
Deep  in  yonder  shining  orient,  where  my  1 

began  to  beat  I 

Where  in  wild  Mahratta-battle  fell  my  h,tk 

evil-starred ; 
I  was  left  a  trampled  orphan,  and  a  selfi 
nucleus  ward. 

Or  to  burst  all  links  of  habit — there  to  wi 

der  far  away. 
On  from  island  unto  island  at  the  gstews 

of  the  day — 

Larger  constellations  burning,  meUow  moc 

and  happy  skies, 
Breadths  of  tropic  shade  and  palms  in  doil 

knots  of  Paradisfi. 


OBPHEUS   TO   BEASTS. 


Never  oomes  the  trader,  never  floats  an  Eu- 
ropean flag — 

Slides  the  bird  o'er  lustrous  woodland,  droops 
the  trailer  from  the 


Oroope  the  heavy-blossomed  bower,  hangs 

the  heavy-froited  tree — 
8a  miner  isles  of  Eden  lying  in  dark-purple 

spheres  of  sea. 

There,  methinks,  would  be  eigoyment  more 
than  in  this  march  of  mind — 

In  the  steamship,  in  the  railway,  in  the 
thoughts  that  shake  mankind. 

There  the  passions,  cramped  no  longer,  shall 
have  scope  and  breathing-space ; 

I  will  take  some  savage  woman,  she  shall  rear 
my  dusky  race. 

Iron-jointod,  supple-sinewed,  th^  shall  dive, 

and  they  shall  run, 
Catch  the  wild  goat  by  the  hair,  and  hurl 

their  lances  in  the  sun 

WLisUe  back  the  parrot's  call,  and  leap  the 
rainbows  of  the  brooks. 

Nut  with  blinded  eyesiglit  poring  over  mis- 
erable books — 

Fool,  again  the  dream,  the  fancy  I  but  I  know 

my  words  are  wild. 
But  I  count  the  gray  barbarian  lower  than 

the  Christian  child. 

f « to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads,  vacant  of 

our  glorious  gains, 
Like  a  beast  with  lower  pleasures,  like  a  beast 

with  lower  pains  1 

Mated  with  a  squalid  savage— what  to  me 

were  sun  or  clime? 
I,  the  heir  of  all  the  ages,  in  the  foremost  flies 

of  time— 

I,  that  rather  held  it  better  men  should  perish 

one  by  one, 
'iTian  that  earth  should  stand  at  gaze  like 

Joshua's  moon  in  Ajalon  I 

Kot  in  vain  the  distance  beacons.    Forward, 

forward  let  us  range; 
^M  the  great  world  spin  forever  down  the 

ringiDg  grooves  of  change. 


Through  the  shadow  of  the  globe  we  sw( 

into  the  younger  day : 
Better  fifty  years  of  Europe  than  a  cycle 

Cathay. 

Mother-age,  (for  mine  I  knew  not,)  help  ] 

as  when  life  begun — 
Kift  the  hills,  and  roll  the  waters,  flash  1 

lightnings,  weigh  the  sun — 

Oh,  I  see  the  crescent  promise  of  my  spi 

hath  not  set; 
Ancient  founts  of  inspiration  well  through 

my  fancy  yet. 

Howsoever  these  things  be,  a  long  farewell 

Locksley  Hall  1 
Now  for  me  the  woods  may  wither,  now  1 

me  the  roof-tree  fall. 

Comes  a  vapor  from  the  margin,  blackeni 

over  heath  and  holt, 
Cramming  all  the  blast  before  it,  in  its  brei 

a  thunderbolt. 

Let  it  fall  on  Locksley  Hall,  with  rain  ov  hi 

or  fire  or  snow ; 

For  the  mighty  wind  arises,  roaring  seawa: 

and  I  go. 

Altbkd  Txkvybob 


ORPHEUS  TO  BEASTS. 

Hebe,  here,  oh  here,  Eurydice — 

Here  was  she  slain — 
Her  soul  'stilled  through  a  vein ; 

The  gods  know  less 
That  time  divinity, 

Than  ev'n,  ev'n  these 

Of  bmtishness. 

On  could  you  view  the  melody 

Of  every  grace, 
And  music  of  her  face, 

You  'd  drop  a  tear ; 
Seeing  more  harmony 

In  her  bright  eye. 

Than  now  you  hear. 

BnSABD  LoVBLAfllD 


iOO 


POEMS   OF   LOYE. 


OH  THAT  TWERE  POSSIBLE. 


I. 

Oh  that  *t  were  possible, 
After  loDg  grief  and  pdn, 
To  find  the  arms  of  mj  trae  love 
Ronnd  me  once  again ! 

II. 

When  I  was  wont  to  meet  her 
In  the  silent  woody  places 
Of  the  land  that  gave  me  birth, 
Wo  stood  tranced  in  long  embraces 
Mixt  with  kisses  sweeter,  sweeter 
Than  anything  on  earth. 

in. 

A  shadow  flits  before  me, 

Not  thon,  but  like  to  thee ; 

Ah  Christ,  that  it  were  possible 

For  one  short  hour  to  see 

The  souls  we  loved,  that  they  might  tell  ns 

What  and  where  they  be ! 

IV. 

It  leads  me  forth  at  evening, 

It  lightly  winds  and  steals 

In  a  cold  white  robe  before  me, 

When  all  my  spirit  reels 

At  the  shouts,  the  leagues  of  lights. 

And  the  roaring  of  the  wheels. 

V. 

Half  the  night  I  waste  in  sighs. 
Half  in  dreams  I  sorrow  after 
The  delight  of  early  skies ; 
In  a  wakeful  doze  I  sorrow 
For  the  hand,  the  lips,  the  eyes — 
For  the  meeting  of  the  morrow. 
The  delight  of  happy  laughter. 
The  delight  of  low  replies. 

VI. 

Tis  a  morning  pure  and  sweet, 
And  a  dewy  splendor  falls 
On  the  little  flower  that  clings 
To  the  turrets  and  the  walla ; 
Tis  a  morning  pore  and  sweety 
And  the  light  and  shadow  fleet; 
She  is  walking  in  the  meadow, 


And  the  woodland'echo  ringi 
In  a  moment  we  shall  meet; 
She  is  dnging  in  the  meadow. 
And  the  rivulet  at  her  feet 
Ripples  on  in  light  and  shadow 
To  the  ballad  that  she  singa. 

vn. 

Do  I  hear  her  sing  as  of  old. 
My  bird  with  the  shining  head, 
My  own  dove  with  the  tender  eye  I 
But  there  rings  on  a  sudden  a  pwnon 

cry — 
There  is  some  one  dying  or  dead ; 
And  a  sullen  thunder  is  rolled ; 
For  a  tumult  shakes  the  oity, 
And  I  wake— my  dream  is  fled ; 
In  the  shuddering  dawn,  behold, 
Without  knowledge,  without  pity, 
By  the  curtains  of  my  bed 
That  abiding  phantom  cold  I 

vm. 

Gret  thee  hence,  nor  come  again  I 
Mix  not  memory  with  doubt, 
Pass,  thou  deathlike  type  of  pain, 
Pass  and  cease  to  move  about  I 
Tis  the  blot  upon  the  brain 
That  will  show  itself  without. 

IX. 

Then  I  rise;  the  eave-drops  fall, 
And  the  yellow  vapors  choke 
The  great  city  sounding  wide  ] 
The  day  comes— a  dull  red  ball 
Wrapt  in  drifts  of  lurid  smoke 
On  the  misty  river-tide. 

X. 

Through  the  hubbub  of  the  market 

I  steal,  a  wasted  frame ; 

It  crosses  here,  it  crosses  there. 

Through  all  that  crowd  confused  and  I 

The  shadow  still  the  same ; 

And  on  my  heavy  eyelids 

My  anguish  hangs  like  shame. 


Alas  for  her  that  met  me, 
That  heard  me  sofUy  oall. 
Game  g^immeriiig  throo^  UM  kwd 


TEE  BLOOV  HATH  FLED  THT  CHEEK,   UABT. 


I  quiet  erenfUl, 
garden  bj  the  torreta 
I  old  manorial  belli 


1  the  bappr  apirit  deaoend 
the  reelou  of  light  and  song, 
chamber  or  the  street, 

I  looks  among  the  bleat, 

I I  fear  to  greet  mj  friend 
«y  "ForgiTO  the  wrong," 
ask  her,  "Take me, sweet, 

I  regions  of  thf  rest  t " 


le  broad  light  glares  and  heata, 

be  shadow  flits  and  fleets 

ill  not  let  me  be ; 

loathe  the  sqnares  and  streets, 

^e  faces  that  one  meeta, 

>  with  no  love  fur  me ; 

a  I  long  to  creep 

irae  still  cavern  deep, 

to  weep,  and  weep,  and  weep 

lole  eoal  oat  to  tbee. 


SONNET. 

lou  silent  I    Is  tfaj  love  a  plant 
;ak  fibre  that  the  treacherona  air 

withers  what  was  once  so  fair  ? 

debt  to  par,  no  boon  to  grant  t 

□;  thoQghts  for  thee  been  vigilant 
mj  deeds  have  been)  with  honrly 

I  least  gonerooawlsh  a  mendicant 
it  bnt  what  th;  happiness  conld 


ugli  this  soft  warm  heart,  oace  free 

lold 

d  tender  pleasures,  thine  and  mine, 

re  'iesolate,  more  dreary  cold 

s:Lkcn  bird's-nest,  filled  with  snow 

.'D  bush  of  leafless  eglantine ; 

t  my  torturing  doubts  their  end 

Wmiu  VomwiT*. 


THE  BLOOM  HATH  FLED  THY  CHEEK 
MARY. 

Tbz  bloom  bath  fled  thy  cheek,  Uaiy, 
As  spring's  rath  bloeeoma  die ; 

And  aadneaa  hath  o'ershadowed  now 
Thy  ODce  bright  eye ; 

Bot  look  I  on  me  the  prints  of  grief 
Still  deeper  lie. 
Farewell  I 

Tby  lips  are  pale  and  mute,  Uary ; 

Thy  step  is  sad  and  slow ; 
The  mom  of  ^adneea  bath  gone  by 

Then  erst  did  know ; 
I,  too,  am  changed  like  thee,  and  weep 

Farewell  I 

It  seems  as  'twere  bat  yesterday 

We  were  the  happiest  twun, 
Whec  icnrmnred  sighs  and  jojoas  teara, 

Dropping  like  rain. 
Discoursed  my  love,  and  told  how  loved 

I  was  again. 

Farewell ! 

'Twas  not  in  cold  and  mcasnred  phraac 

We  gave  onr  passion  name ; 
Scorning  socb  tedious  eloquence, 

Our  boarta'  fond  flame 
And  long-imprisoned  feelings  fast 

In  deep  sobs  came. 
Farewell  I 

Would  that  our  love  had  been  the  love 
That  merest  worldlings  know, 

Wheapasuon's  draught  to  our  doomed  lips 
Tnma  otter  woe. 

And  our  poor  dream  of  tiappioess 
Vanishes  aot 

Farewell  t 

But  in  the  wreck  of  all  oar  hope* 
There's  yet  some  tonch  of  bliaa. 

Since  fate  robs  not  oar  wretcbcdneas 
Of  this  last  kiss: 

Despair,  and  lovo,  and  madness  meet 
In  this,  in  this. 
Farewell  t 


^2 


POEMS   OF   LOYE. 


VALY,  WALY,  BUT  LOVE  BE  BONNY. 

()u  walj,  waly  np  the  bank, 
And  waly,  walj  down  the  brae. 

And  waly,  waly  yon  bum  side, 
Where  I  and  my  love  wont  to  gae. 

I  leaned  my  back  nnto  an  aik, 
I  thought  it  was  a  trusty  tree ; 

But  first  it  bowed,  and  syne  it  brak — 
Sae  my  true  love  did  lightly  me  I 

Oh  waly,  waly,  but  love  be  bonny, 

A  little  time  while  it  is  new ; 
But  when  'tis  auld  it  waxeth  cauld, 

And  fades  away  like  the  morning  dew. 

Oh  wherefore  should  I  busk  my  head  ? 

Or  wherefore  should  I  kame  my  hair  ? 
For  my  true  love  has  me  forsook. 

And  says  he  '11  never  love  me  mair. 

Now  Arthur-Seat  shall  be  my  bed ; 

The  sheets  shall  ne'er  be  fyled  by  me ; 
Saint  Anton's  well  shall  be  my  drink, 

Since  my  true  love  has  forsaken  me. 

Martinmas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw, 
And  shake  the  green  leaves  off  the  tree  ? 

O  gentle  death,  when  wilt  thou  come  ? 
For  of  my  life  I  'm  weary. 

'T  is  not  the  frost  that  freezes  fell. 
Nor  blawing  snaw's  inclemency ; 

'T  is  not  sic  cauld  that  makes  me  cry, 
But  my  love's  heart  grown  cauld  to  me. 

When  we  came  in  by  Glasgow  town, 
We  were  a  comely  sight  to  see ; 

My  love  was  clad  in  the  black  velvet, 
And  I  my  sell  in  cramasie. 

But  had  I  wist,  before  I  kissed. 
That  love  had  been  sae  ill  to  win, 

[  'd  locked  my  heart  in  a  case  of  gold, 
And  pinned  it  with  a  silver  pin. 

Oh,  oh,  if  my  young  babe  were  bom. 
And  set  upon  the  nurse's  knee, 

And  I  my  sell  were  dead  and  gane, 
And  the  green  grass  growin'  over  me  I 


JEANIE  MORRISON. 

1  'TB  wandered  east,  I've  wandered  we 

Through  mony  a  weary  way ; 
But  never,  never  can  forget 

The  luve  o'  life's  young  day! 
The  fire  that 's  blawn  on  Beltane  e'en 

May  weel  be  black  gin  Yale ; 
But  blacker  fa'  awaits  the  heart 

Where  first  fond  luve  grows  oule. 

0  dear,  dear  Jeanie  Morrison, 
The  thochts  o'  bygane  years 

Still  fling  their  shadows  ower  my  path. 
And  blind  my  een  wi'  teiEu*s : 

They  blind  my  een  wi'  saut,  saut  tears. 
And  sair  and  sick  I  pine, 

As  memory  idly  summons  up 
The  blithe  blinks  o'  langsyne. 

'Twas  then  we  luvit  ilk  ither  weel, 

'Twas  then  we  twa  did  part; 
Sweet  time — sad  time  I  twa  baims  at  so 

Twa  bairns,  and  but  ae  heart  I 
'Twas  then  we  sat  on  ae  laigh  bink, 

To  leir  ilk  ither  lear ; 
And  tones  and  looks  and  smiles  were  A 

Remembered  evermair. 

1  wonder,  Jeanie,  aften  yet, 
When  sitting  on  that  bink. 

Cheek  touchin'  cheek,  loof  locked  in  lo( 
What  our  wee  heads  could  think. 

When  baith  bent  doun  ower  ae  braid  p< 
Wi*  ae  buik  on  our  knee. 

Thy  lips  were  on  thy  lesson,  but 
My  lesson  was  in  thee. 

Oh,  mind  ye  how  we  hiinj?  our  heads, 

How  cheeks  brent  red  wi'  shame. 
Whene'er  the  sculo-weans,  laughin',  sa» 

We  cleeked  thegither  hame  ? 
And  mind  ye  o'  the  Saturdays, 

(The  scule  then  skiul't  at  noon,) 
When  we  ran  off  to  speel  the  braea»^ 

The  broomy  braes  o'  June  f 

My  head  rins  round  and  round  aboii&- 

My  heart  flows  like  a  sea^ 
As  ane  by  ane  the  thochts  rash  btflk 

0'  Bcole-time  and  o*  thee. 


HT    BEID    IS    LIKE    TO    BEND,    WILLIE. 


life!  oh  mornln'  Inve  I 
om«  days  and  lang^ 
ied  hopes  around  onr  hearts 
ner  blosaomB  apntag] 

e,  luTe,  how  aft  wo  left 

id'  dinsomi]  toon, 

bj  the  green  bomside, 

•  its  waters  croon  ? 

*  leaves  hung  ower  our  beads, 
era  borst  round  onr  feet, 
gloamin  o'  the  wood 

3sil  whnsslit  sweet ; 

1  whDBsIit  in  the  wood, 

I  rang  to  the  trees— 

ith  nature's  heart  in  tnne, 

dhonnonies; 

I  knowe  abone  the  burn 

3  thegither  sat 

tnesa  o'  joy,  till  baith 

gladness  graL 

ir  Jcaiiie  Morrison, 
nkled  doiiQ  joat  chcelc 

power  to  speak ! 

lime,  fl  blessed  time, 
■arta  were  fresh  aud  joiing, 

V  gnsbcd  all  feelings  fortli, 
led^noanng ! 

eanio  Morrison, 
c  been  to  thee 
tnined  wi'  earliest  thochte 

1  gin  their  mnsio  fllla 

I  e'er  jour  heart  grows  grit 
mings  o'  longpjnet 

jred  east,  I  've  wandered  west, 
D6  a  weary  Uit ; 
wanderings,  far  or  near, 
r  H-ere  forgot. 

that  first  borst  frae  this  heart 
;els  on  its  way ; 
lels  deeper,  as  it  rins, 
!  o'  Mti's  yonng  day. 


0  dear,  dear  Jeanie  Morrison, 
Since  we  were  sindered  young 

1  've  neTcr  seen  yonr  face  nor  heard 

The  mnrio  o'  yonr  tongue ; 
But  I  coold  hog  all  wretohedneas, 

And  happy  conld  1  die. 
Did  I  bat  ken  yonr  heart  still  dreamed 

O'  bygone  days  and  me  I 

Wauui  MonmiraLL, 


MY  HEiD  IS  LIKE  TO  REND,  WILLIE 

Mt  held  is  like  to  rend,  Willie — 

My  heart  is  like  to  break ; 
I  'm  wearin'  aff  my  feet,  Willie— 

I  'm  dyin'  for  yonr  sake  I 
Oh,  lay  yonr  cheek  to  mine,  Willie, 

Yonr  hand  on  my  briest-bane, — 
Ob,  say  ye  11  think  on  me,  Willie, 

When  I  am  deid  and  gaoe ! 

It 's  vain  to  comfort  me,  Willie^ 
Sair  grief  mann  ha'e  its  will ; 

Bnt  let  me  rest  upon  your  briest 
To  sab  and  greet  my  fill. 

Let  mo  sit  on  yoor  knee,  Willie — 
Let  me  shed  by  jour  hair. 

And  look  into  the  face,  Willie, 


I  n 


r  sails. 


I  'm  siitin'  on  yonr  knee,  Willie, 

For  the  last  time  in  my  life, — 
Apnir  heart-broken  thing,  Willie, 

A  mither,  yet  nae  wife. 
Ay,  press  yonr  hand  upon  my  heart 

And  press  it  mair  and  mair, — 
Or  it  will  burst  the  silken  twine. 

Sae  strong  is  its  despair. 

Oh,  wae's  me  for  the  honr,  Willie, 

When  we  thegither  met— 
Oh,  wae  's  me  for  the  time,  Willie, 

That  our  first  tryst  was  set ! 
Oh,  wae's  me  for  the  loanin'  greeL 

Where  we  were  wont  to  gae, — 
And  wae 's  me  for  the  destinie 

That  gart  me  lave  thee  sae  I 


POKMe    OP    LOVE. 


Ob,  dinoo  miod  my  words,  Willie — 

I  downa  seek  to  blanie ; 
But  oh,  it 's  har<]  to  lire,  WilUe, 

And  dtve  a  wwld'a  shame ! 
Het  teura  are  hailin'  ower  joar  cheek, 

And  hoilia'  ower  jour  ohia ; 
■Why  weep  ye  sae  fur  worthlesKQcss, 

For  sorrow,  and  for  eid  ) 

I'm  wearj  o"  this  warld,  Wtllle, 

And  sick  wi'  a"  I  see, 
I  canna  live  as  I  ha'e  lived, 

Or  l)«  as  1  should  b«. 
Bat  faald  Duto  ;oDr  heart, 

The  heart  that  still  is  tbt 
And  kisa  anee  mair  the 

Ye  eaid  vaa  red  langsjue 

A  Blonn'  paes  through  mj  ] 
A  Hair  stoan'  throngh  mj 

Oh,  liand  me  np  and  let  me 
Thy  brow  ere  we  twa  palrt. 

Anither,  and  anitlieryet! — 
How  fast  my  life-strings  break  I — 

Farewecl  I  faroweell  throngh  yon  kirk- 
Step  liohtly  for  my  sake  I 

The  la»'n>ck  in  the  lift,  Willie, 

That  liiU  far  ower  onr  heid, 
Will  sing  the  morn  as  merrilie 

Abone  the  clay-eaiild  d^; 
And  this  green  turf  we  'ro  sittin'  on, 

Wi'  dew-draps  shimmeria'  sheen, 
Will  hop  the  heart  that  loTit  thee 

As  vrarld  has  seldom  seen. 

But  oh,  rcrneniher  me,  Willie, 

On  land  where'er  ye  be — 
And  oh,  tliink  on  the  leal,  leal  heart, 

That  ne'er  luvit  ane  but  thee  1 
And  oil,  tbiuk  on  the  cnnld,  cauld  moots 

That  file  my  yellow  hair,— 
That  kiss  the  cheek,  and  kiss  the  chin 

Ye  never  «all  kiss  mair  I 


THE  ROSE  AND  THE  OAUKTUCt 


Low  spake  the  knight  to 
'  I  t«l]  thoe  iiootb,  I  am  belt«i]  i-vl : 
Fly  with  me  troTH  thin  gnrdon  nnall, 
And  thou  shalt  oit  in  my  oaitlc'a  hall ; 

"Thou  aludt  have  pomp,  and  wealtk  nl 

pleasure, 
'-"■•  *^©yond  thy  fancy's  meaanre; 

vith  my  sword  and  horse  I  Aland. 

ir  thee  away  to  my  tlistont  land. 

I,  thon  fiurest !  this  fall-Mown  row. 
m  of  lore  that  as  ripely  blowe." 
litH  glove  of  steel  be  plooked  the  'Aa. 
I  fell  from  his  gauntlet  enuht^  ac 
broken. 

■^il«n   eielniiued,— "  Tlion    iraC  4t 

knight, 

ogen  of  iron  can  only  smltA ; 
Ana,  like  the  rose  thou  hast  torn  and  'ml' 

thy  grasp  should  be  wrecked  anJ  '' 

She  trembled  and  blnahed,  and  her  ;ru'i ' 

fell; 
But  she  turned  from  the  knight,  and  «ii 

"  Farewell  1  " 

9o,"  he  cried,  "  will  I  lose  my  pri»; 
I  heed  not  thy  words,  bnt  I  read  thine  eyot" 

He  lifted  her  up  in  Lit  graitp  of  steel. 

And  he  monnted  and  apmred  with  fiiriiw 

But  her  cry  drew  forth  her  hoary  sire, 
Who  snatched  his  bow  frtm  above  the  fire. 

Swifl  from  the  valley  the  warrior  fled. 
Swifter  the  bolt  of  the  eross-bow  sped ; 
And  the  weight  that  pressed  on  the  fleet 

foot  horse 
Was  the  living  man,  and  the  woman's  oona. 

That  morning  the  rose  was  bri^t  of  hue; 
That  morning  the  maiden  WM  Ciir  to  view; 
But  the  evening  sun  its  bexi^  ihed 
On  the  withered  leaves,  and  the  nuUUa  ted 
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MAUD  MULLER. 

f TJLLiB,  on  a  sammer^s  daj, 
lie  meadow  sweet  with  haj. 

I  her  torn  hat  glowed  the  wealth 
le  beauty  aud  rastio  health. 


,  she  wrought,  and  her  merry  glee 
ck-bird  echoed  from  his  tree. 


len  she  glanced  to  the  far-off  town, 
rom  its  hill-slope  looking  down, 

^et  song  died,  and  a  vagne  unrest 
lameless  longing  filled  her  breast — 

that  she  hardly  dared  to  own, 
letbing  better  than  she  had  known. 

Ige  rode  slowly  down  the  lane, 
in^  his  horse's  chestnut  mane. 

r  his  bridle  in  the  shade 
ipple-trees,  to  greet  the  maid, 

k  a  draught  from  the  spring  that 

lowed 

1  the  meadow,  across  the  road. 

oped  where  the  cool  spring  bubbled 
ed  for  him  her  small  tin  cup, 

shed  as  she  gave  it,  looking  down 
feet  so  bare,  and  her  tattered  gown. 

s  I "   said    the    judge,    "  a    sweeter 

raupjht 

fairer  hand  was  never  quaffed." 

e  of  the  grass  and  flowers  and  trees, 
in;j:ing  birds  and  the  humming  bees; 

lke<l  of  the  haying,  and  wondered 
hether 

»ad  in  the  west  would  bring  foul 
either.  | 
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And  Maud  forgot  her  brier-torn  gown, 
And  her  graceful  ancles,  bare  and  brown, 

And  listened,  while  a  pleased  surprise 
Looked  from  her  long-lashed  hazel-eyes. 

At  last,  like  one  who  for  delay 
Seeks  a  vain  excuse,  he  rode  away. 

Maud  MuUer  looked  and  sighed :  ^^  Ah  me  I 
That  I  the  judge's  bride  might  be  I 

"  He  would  dress  me  up  in  silks  so  fine. 
And  praise  and  toast  me  at  his  wine. 

"  My  father  should  wear  a  broadcloth  coiit. 
My  brother  should  sail  a  painted  boat. 

"I  'd  dress  my  mother  so  grand  and  gay, 
And  tlie  baby  should  have  a  new  toy  eacl 
day. 

'*And  I'd  feed  the  hungry  and  clothe  tht 

poor. 
And  all  should  bless  me  who  left  our  door." 

The  judge  looked  back  as  he  climbed  the  hill, 
And  saw  Maud  Muller  standing  still : 

"  A  form  more  fair,  a  face  more  sweet, 
Ne'er  hath  it  been  my  lot  to  meet. 

"  And  her  modest  answer  and  graceful  air 
Show  her  wise  and  good  as  she  is  fair. 

"  Would  she  were  mine,  and  I  to-day, 
Like  her,  a  harvester  of  hay. 

"  No  doubtful  balance  of  rights  and  wrongs, 
Nor  weary  lawyers  with  endless  tongues, 

"  But  low  of  cattle,  and  song  of  birds. 
And  health,  and  quiet,  and  loving  words." 

But  he  thought  of  his  sister,  proud  and  cold 
And  his  mother,  vain  of  her  rank  and  gold. 

So,  closing  his  heart,  the  judge  rode  on, 
And  Maud  was  Icfl  in  the  field  alone. 

But  the  lawyers  smiled  that  afternoon. 
When  he  hummed  in  court  an  old  love  txwtM 
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Ajid  the  jouDg  girl  uonscd  beside  tlie  well, 
nil  the  rain  on  the  onraked  cloYcr  fclL 

He  wedded  a  wife  of  richest  dower, 
Who  lived  for  fashion,  as  he  for  power. 

Yet  oft,  in  his  marble  hearth's  bright  glow. 
He  watched  a  picture  come  and  go; 

And  sweet  Maud  MuUcr^s  hazel  eyes 
Looked  oat  in  their  innocent  surprise. 

Oft,  when  the  wine  in  his  glass  was  red, 
He  longed  for  the  wayside  well  instead, 

And  closed  his  eyes  on  his  garnished  rooms. 
To  dream  of  meadows  and  clover  blooms; 

And  the  proud  man  sighed  with  a  secret  pain, 
**  Ah,  that  I  were  free  again ! 

''Free  as  when  I  rode  that  day 

Where  the  barefoot  maiden  raked  the  hay." 

She  wedded  a  man  unlearned  and  poor, 
And  many  children  played  round  her  door. 

But  care  and  sorrow,  and  child-birth  pain. 
Left  their  traces  on  heart  and  brain. 

A.nd  oft,  when  the  summer  sun  shone  hot 
On  the  new-mown  hay  in  the  meadow  lot. 

And  she  heard  the  little  spring  brook  fall 
Over  the  roadside,  through  the  wall, 

In  the  shade  of  the  apple-tree  again 
She  saw  a  rider  draw  his  rein. 

And,  gazing  down  with  a  timid  grace. 
She  felt  his  pleased  eyes  read  her  face. 

Sometimes  her  narrow  kitchen  walls 
Stretched  away  into  stately  halls; 

The  weary  wheel  to  a  spinnet  turned. 
The  tallow  candle  an  astral  burned ; 

And  for  him  who  sat  by  the  chimney  lug^ 
Dozing  and  grumbling  o^er  pipe  and  mug^ 


A  manly  form  at  her  «do  she  saw, 
And  joy  was  duty  and  love  was  law. 

Then  she  took  up  her  burden  of  life  agidii 
Saying  only,  **  It  might  havp  been.** 

Alas  for  maiden,  alas  for  Judge, 

For  rich  repiner  and  household  dmdgal 

God  pity  them  both  I  and  pity  us  all, 
Who  vainly  the  dreams  of  youth  recall; 

For  of  all  sad  words  of  tongue  or  pen, 
The  saddest  are  these:  *'  It  might  have  bMft!* 

Ah,  well  I  for  us  all  some  sweet  hope  fiei 
Deeply  biuned  from  human  eyes ; 


And,  in  the  hereaftier,  angels  may 
Koll  the  stone  from  its  grave  away  I 

JOHX    OSBOrLIAF  Wl 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 

When  the  sheep  are  in  thefauld,  and  theky 

athame, 
^Vnd  a*  the  warld  to  sleep  are  gane; 
The  waes  o^  my  heart  fa^  in  showers  frae  n 

ee. 
When  my  gudeman  lies  sound  by  me. 

Young  Jamie  looM  me  weel,  and  socbt  mefi 

his  bride ; 
But,  sanng  a  croun,  he  had  naething  ebe  b 

side. 
To  mak  that  croun  a  pund,  young  Jamie  gK 

to  sea; 
And  the  croun  and  the  pund  were  baitb  f 

me! 

lie  hadna  been  awa  a  week  but  only  twa, 
When  my  mother  she  fell  sick,  and  the  co 

wasfitown  awa; 
My  father  brak  his  arm,  and  joang  Jamie 

the  sea— 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  cam' 
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ler  coa'dDA  work,  and  my  mother 
oa'dna  apia ; 

day  and  niclit,  bnt  their  brood  I 
OD'daa  win ; 

ah  tnaiiitained  them  butb,  and,  wi' 
lan  in  hia  e«, 
enny,  for  thar  aakea,  oh  marry  me  1 " 

t  it  add  nay,  for  I  looked  for  Jamie 

n-md  it  blew  high,  and  the  ship  it 
^33  a  wrnck ; 
I  it  was  a  wrack  1    Why  didna  Jamie 


ler  BTgDed  aair— my  mother  didna 
peak, 

looUt  in  my  face  till  inj  heart  was 
ke  to  break ; 

'  gied  him  my  hand,  though  my  heart 
'as  in  the  sea; 
d  Gobin  Gray  wna  gudeman  to  me. 


been  a  wife,  a  week  Imt  only  fuar, 

ittiog  Mie  mournliilly  at  Ihe  door, 

y  Jamie's  wraith,  for  I  cou'dna  think 

:he, 

said,  "I'm  come  hock  for  to  marry 


,  !>air  did  wc  prcct,  and  muckle  did 
rcaaj; 

:  hut  ae  kirn,  and  wo  lore  ourselves 
way: 

were  di>ail,  hut  I  'm  no  like  to  dee ; 
V  do  I  live  to  say,  Wao  's  me  ? 


ike  a  ghiust,  and  I  c.ircna  to  siiin ; 
k  think  on  Jamie,  I'or  that  wad  be  i 

do  ray  best  a  gade  wife  to  be, 
I  Robin  Gray  is  kind  nnto  ine. 

Ladt  An  I  BiiHAiB, 


BERTHA  IN  THE  lASE. 

Pit  the  broidery-frame  away. 

For  my  sewing  is  all  done  I 
The  lost  thread  is  nsed  to-day, 

And  I  need  not  join  it  on. 

Though  the  clock  stands  at  tlie  noon. 

I  am  weary!     I  have  sewn, 

Sweet,  for  thee,  a  wedding-gown. 

Sister,  help  ino  («  the  bed. 

And  stand  near  me,  dearest-sweet! 

Do  not  shrink  nor  be  airaid, 
Slashing  with  a  sudden  heat! 
No  one  standcth  in  the  street  I — 
By  God's  love  I  go  to  meet. 
Love  I  thee  with  love  complete. 

Lean  thy  face  down !  drop  it  in 
These  two  hands,  that  I  may  hold 

Twixt  their  palms  thy  cheek  and  chin. 
Stroking  back  the  carls  of  gold. 
Tis  a  fair,  fair  face,  in  sooth — 
Larger  eyes  and  redder  mouth 
Tlian  mine  were  in  my  first  youth ! 

Thou  art  yonnger  hy  seven  years — 
Ah! — 90  bashful  at  my  gazo 

That  the  loshes,  hung  with  tears, 
Grow  too  heavy  to  njiraise ! 
I  woulil  wound  thee  by  no  toueli 
Wliich  thy  sliyncsa  fuels  as  sncli — 
Dust  tlioii  miud  me,  dear,  so  much  i 

Have  I  not  been  nigh  a  mother 
To  thy  sweetness — tell  me,  deart 

Have  we  nut  loved  one  another 
Tenderly,  from  year  to  year! 
Sineo  our  dying  mother  mild 
Saiil,  with  accents  nn<lefiled, 
"  Child,  bo  mother  to  this  child  1 " 

Mother,  mother,  up  in  heaven. 
Stand  up  on  the  jasper  sea, 

And  bo  witiicja  I  have  given 
AU  the  gifts  required  of  me  ;— 
Hope  tbnt  blessed  me,  bliss  tliat  crowned. 
Love  that  left  me  with  a  wound, 
Ltfe  itself;  that  turned  wroM&>V\ 
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Mother,  mother,  thou  art  kmd, 
Thou  art  standing  in  the  room, — 

In  a  molten  glorj  shrined, 
That  rays  off  into  the  gloom  I 
But  thy  smile  is  bright  and  bleak, 
Like  cold  waves — I  cannot  speak ; 
I  sob  in  it,  and  grow  weak. 

Ghostly  mother,  keep  aloof 
One  hour  longer  from  my  soul — 

For  I  still  am  thinking  of 
Earth's  warm-beating  joy  and  dole ! 
On  my  finger  is  a  ring 
Which  I  still  see  glittering, 
When  the  night  hides  every  thing. 

Little  sister,  thou  art  pale  I 

Ah,  I  have  a  wandering  brain — 

But  I  lose  that  fever-bale, 

And  my  thoughts  grow  calm  again. 
Lean  down  closer — closer  still  I 
I  have  words  thine  ear  to  fill, — 
And  would  kiss  thee  at  my  will. 

Dear,  I  heard  thee  in  the  spring, 
Thee  and  Robert — through  the  trees, — 

When  we  all  went  gathering 
Boughs  of  May-bloom  for  the  bees. 
Do  not  start  sol  think  instead 
How  the  sunshine  overhead 
Seemed  to  trickle  through  the  shade. 

What  a  day  it  was,  that  day ! 

Hills  and  vales  did  openly 
Seem  to  heavo  and  throb  away. 

At  the  sight  of  tbe  great  sky ; 

And  the  silence,  as  it  stood 

In  the  glory's  golden  flood, 

Audibly  did  bud — and  bud ! 

Through  the  winding  hedgerows  green, 
How  we  wandered,  I  and  you, — 

With  the  bowery  tops  shut  in, 
And  the  gates  that  showed  the  view — 
How  we  talked  there !  thrushes  soft 
Sang  our  pauses  out, — or  oft 
Bleatings  took  them,  from  the  croft. 

Till  the  pleasure,  grown  too  strong. 

Left  me  muter  evermore ; 
A  nd,  the  winding  road  being  long, 
/  walked  oat  of  eight,  before; 
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And  so,  wrapt  in  musings  fond, 
Issued  (past  the  wayside  pimd) 
On  the  meadow-lands  beyond. 

I  sat  down  beneath  the  beech 
Which  leans  over  to  the  lane, 

And  the  far  sound  of  your  speech 
Did  not  promise  any  pain ; 
And  I  blessed  you,  full  and  free, 
With  a  smile  stooped  tenderly 
O'er  the  May-flowers  on  my  knee. 

But  the  sound  grew  into  word 
As  the  speakers  drew  more  neai^ 

Sweet,  forgive  me  that  I  heard 
What  you  wished  me  not  to  hear. 
Do  not  weep  so — do  not  shake— 
Oh, — I  heard  thee.  Bertha,  make 
Good  true  answers  for  my  sake. 

Yes,  and  he  too  I  let  him  stand 
In  thy  thoughts,  untouched  by  bit 

Could  he  help  it,  if  my  hand 
He  had  claimed  with  hasty  claim  1 
That  was  wrong  perhaps — but  the 
Such  things  be — and  will,  again! 
Women  cannot  judge  for  men. 

Had  he  seen  thee,  when  he  swore 
He  would  love  but  me  alone? 

Thou  wort  absent — sent  before 
To  our  kin  in  Sidmouth  town. 
When  he  saw  thee,  who  art  best 
Past  compare,  and  loveliest, 
Ho  but  judged  thee  as  the  rest 

Could  we  blame  him  with  grave  wo 
Thou  and  I,  dear,  if  we  might! 

Thy  brown  eyes  have  looks  like  bir 
Flying  straightway  to  the  light; 
Mine  are  older. — Hush  1 — ^look  ou 
Up  the  street !    Is  none  without  8 
How  the  poplar  swings  aboat! 

And  that  hour — beneath  the  beech- 
When  I  listened  in  a  dream, 

And  ho  said,  in  his  deep  speech, 
That  he  owed  me  all  esteem — 
Each  word  swam  in  on  mj  brain 
With  a  dim,  dilating  pain, 
Ti!(V  \\.\vTSLT^  V\V\il\^al  last  itniii- 
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l«d  with  a  dark, 
dience  of  a  iwoon — 
lee,  itill,  cold  and  stnrk, 
ras  niglit — I  saw  the  mooa : 
e  star9,eBch  in  its  place, 
u  Uaj-blooma  on  the  gr&es, 
.  Ki  wonder  what  1  wa& 

IkeA  as  iT  apart 

ijself  when  I  could  stand — 

ied  my  own  heart, 

held  it  in  mj  hand — 
hat  coldly— with  a  sense 
iled  boiievolence, 
*Pi>or  thing"  ne^igence. 

nveriid  coldly  too, 

run  met  me  at  the  door; 

J  heard  the  dew 

ig  from  me  to  the  floor; 

12  rioncrs  I  bade  yon  see, 

m  wiihered for  the  hee — 

life,  hvDt^efurth,  for  me. 

t-i'P  sii — dear — heart-wann ! 
I.f>tns  it  befell! 
e  did  me  harm, 
wild — I  am  not  well. 
ivonl^  were  kind  and  gcK>d — 
tmeii  me:     Only  blood 
1  fuiiit  in  womanhood. 

ways  was  too  grave — 
he  saddest  ballads  sung — 
I  look,  bi-*ide<i,  we  have 
face^,  who  die  yonng. 
ied,  dear,  all  the  same — 
rap,  joyoii,-',  jostling  game 
imd  fi.r  my  meek  shame. 

I  unlike  each  other, 
nd  I ;  that  none  coald  gness 
eliildrcn  of  one  mother, 
innlnni  tenderness, 
rt  rose-liiu-d  from  the  cold, 
[■nnt,  vtrily,  to  hold 
lire  [ilea'^ure^  manifold. 

eside  a  rose-treo's  rootl 
r  wonld  reach  the  row, 


I,  like  Uay-bloom  on  thorn  tree- 
Thon,  like  merry  amumer-beel 
Fit,  that  I  be  plackod  for  thee. 

Tct  who  plncka  me ! — no  one  mourns  - 
I  have  lived  my  season  out — 

And  now  die  of  my  own  tboms. 
Which  I  could  not  live  without. 
Sweet,  be  merry  I    How  the  light 
Comes  and  goes  I    If  it  be  night, 
Keep  the  candles  in  my  sighL 

Are  there  footsteps  at  the  door ) 
Look  out  quickly.    Yea,  or  aayt 

Some  one  might  be  waiting  for 
Some  last  word  that  I  might  say. 
Nay  t    So  bcstl — So  angels  would 
Slaad  off  clear  from  deathly  road— 
Not  to  cross  the  sight  of  God. 

Colder  grow  my  hands  and  feet — 
When  I  wear  the  shroud  I  made. 

Let  the  folds  lie  straight  and  neat. 
And  tJie  rosemary  be  spread — 
Tliat  if  any  friend  should  come, 
(To  seo  thee,  sweet!)  nil  tlie  r-x.v. 
May  be  lifted  out  of  glo<im. 

And,  dear  ISeriha,  let  mo  keep 
Ou  my  hand  this  little  ring. 

Which  at  nighla,  when  others  sleep, 
I  can  Etill  see  glittering. 
Let  me  wear  it  out  of  sight, 
In  the  grave — where  it  will  light 
All  the  dark  up,  day  and  night 

On  that  grave,  droii  not  a  tearl 

Else,  though  fathom-dee[)  the  plai«, 
Throngh  the  woollen  shroud  I  weav 

I  shall  feel  it  on  my  fiice. 

Bather  smile  there,  blessed  one. 

Thinking  of  mo  in  the  eim — 

Or  forget  mi^-smiling  on! 

Art  thou  near  me?  nearer?  ao! 
Kiss  me  close  upon  the  eyes. 

That  the  earthly  light  may  go 
Sweetly  as  it  used  to  rise — 
When  I  watched  the  morning  graj 
Strike,  betwixt  1^6  \»i\\t,  t\\6  ^k^ 
lie  wu  sore  to  come  \.\)B.\.  ^^v;  . 


no 
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So— no  more  vain  words  be  said ! 
The  hosannas  nearer  roll — 

Mother  sinilo  now  on  thy  dead — 
I  am  death-strong  in  my  sonl ! 
Mystic  Dove  alit  on  cross, 
Guide  the  jKwr  bird  of  the  snows 
Through  the  snow-wind  above  loss  I 


Jesuts  victim,  comprehending 
Love's  divine  self-abnegation — 

Cleanse  my  love  in  its  self-spending, 
And  absorb  the  poor  libation ! 
"Wind  my  thread  of  life  up  higher, 
Up  through  angels'  hands  of  fire ! — 
I  aspire  while  I  expire  I — 

fiuzABrm  Babsrt  BsowinNO. 
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orvE  thee  treasures  hour  by  hour, 
Tbat  old-time  princes  asked  in  vain, 
And  pined  for  in  their  useless  power. 
Or  died  of  passion's  eager  pain. 

I  give  thee  love  as  Go<l  gives  light. 
Aside  Irom  merit,  or  from  priiyei, 
R^oicing  in  its  own  delight, 
And  freer  than  the  lavish  air. 

I  give  thc-o  i>rayors,  like  jewels  strung 
On  golden  tlirea<ls  of  h<»pe  and  fear; 
And  tenderer  thoughts  than  ever  hung 
In  a  sad  angel's  pitying  tear. 

As  earth  pours  freely  to  the  ^ea 
Her  thousand  streams  of  wealth  untold, 
So  flows  my  silent  life  to  thee. 
Glad  that  its  very  sands  are  gold. 

What  care  I  for  thy  carelessness? 
I  give  from  depths  that  overflow, 
Regardless  that  their  power  to  bless 
Thy  spirit  cannot  sound  or  know. 

Far  lingering  on  a  di>tant  dawn 
My  triumph  shines,  more  sweet  than  late; 
When  from  these  mortal  mists  withdrawn, 
FLt  heart  shall  know  me — ^I  can  wiut 


THE  FORSAKEN  MEBMAK. 


Come,  dear  children,  let  us  away  * 

Down  and  away  below. 
Now  my  brothers  call  from  the  bay: 
Now  the  great  winds  shore  wards  blow; 
Now  the  salt  tides  seaward  flow ; 
Now  the  wild  white  horses  play. 
Champ  and  chaff  and  toss  in  the  sprey. 

Children  dear,  let  as  away ; 
This  way,  thb  way. 

Call  her  once  before  yon  glo. 

Call  once  yet, 
In  a  voice  tliat  she  will  know : 

"Margaret!  Margaret!" 
Children's  voices  should  be  dear 
(CaU  once  more)  to  a  mother's  ear; 
Children's  voices  wild  with  pain. 

Surely,  she  will  come  again. 
Call  her  once,  and  come  away ; 

This  way,  this  way. 
"  Mother  dear,  we  cannot  stay," 
The  wild  white  horses  foam  and  fret, 

Margaret!  Margaret! 

Come,  dear  children,  come  away  dowik 

Call  no  more. 
One  last  look  at  the  white-waUed  town, 
And  the  little  gray  church  on  the  windy  Aat 

Then  come  down. 
She  will  not  come,  though  yon  call  all  di?* 

Come  away,  come  away. 

Children  dear,  was  it  yesterday 
We  heard  the  sweet  bells  over  the  bajt 
In  the  caverns  where  we  lay, 
Through  the  surf  and  through  the  nn 
The  fiir-ofl'  sound  of  a  silver  bcllf 
Sand-strewn  caverns  cool  and  deep, 
Where  the  winds  are  all  asleep ; 
Where  the  spent  lights  quiver  and  gleam; 
Where  the  salt  weed  sways  in  the  stretQi; 
Where  the  sea-beasts  ranged  all  around 
Feed  in  the  ooze  of  tlieir  pasture  groaixl; 
Where  the  sea-snakes  coil  and  twine, 
Dry  then:  mail,  and  bask  in  the  brine; 
Where  great  whales  come  sdling  by. 
Sail  and  sail,  with  nnshnt  eye. 
Round  the  world  forever  and  ajeff 

When  did  mnsio  ooma  this  wwj  I 
Children  dear,  wm  h  TeHndijI 


THE    rOBS^KEN    VBKXAN. 


lar,  waa  it  jeaterdaj 

loe)  that  she  went  awayt 

tt  with  joa  and  me, 

ed  gold  throae  in  the  heart  of  the 

a, 

10  youngest  sat  on  her  knee. 

1  it?  bright  iiair  and  she  tended  it 

OIL 

n  awDiig  the  Bonnd  of  the  far-off 

she  looked  up  through  the  olenr 
■cen  sea; 

I  muBt  go,  for  my  kinsfolk  pray 
I  gray  chnrob  on  the  shore  to-doy. 
loster-time  in  the  world — oh  me ! 
my  poor  boo],  morman,  here  with 

ap,  dear  heart,  thron(;h  the  waves; 
lyer,  and  aome  haak  to  the  kind 
tt-caves." 

she  went  up  thcoagh  the  snrf  in 
,e  buy ; 
en  doftT,  WAS  it  yesttfrdoy  ? 

on  dear,  were  we  long  olono! 
roiv^  fltflrmy,  the  little  ones  moon; 
rs,"  I  said,  "  in  the  world  they  any. 
lid,  and  wo  rorte  through  the  surf 

the  bay. 
p  [lie  l>c.ich  in  the  snndy  down 

soa-stock*  bloom,  tc  the  white- 
ailed  town, 

le  narrow-paved  streets,  where  all 
as  still, 

1  gray  church  on  the  windy  hill, 
-hurch  came  a  mnrmnr  of  folk  at 
eir  prayers, 

id  withont  in  the  cold  blowing  lurs. 
I  on  tbc  graves,  on  the  stones  worn 
ilh  rains, 

zeil  up  the  aisle  througii  the  small 
aded  panes. 

t  by  the  pillar ;  wc  saw  tier  clear ; 
;.ircl,bist!comcqiiick,  wc  arc  hero, 
leiirt,"  I  said,  "  we  are  hero  nione. 
>a  grows  stormy,  the  little  ones 

I  i:ave  me  never  s  look, 

i3  were  sealed  to  the  holy  hook. 

I  pr^B  the  priest ;  shut  stand*  the 


Oome  away,  children,  oall  no  more, 
Come  away,  come  down,  call  no  more. 

Down,  down,  down, 

Down  to  the  depths  of  the  sea; 

She  idta  at  her  wheel  in  the  humming  town 
Singing  most  joy  thlly. 

Hark  what  she  dngs :  "  Oh  joy,  oh  joy. 

For  the  bominlug  street,  and  the  ohUd  with 
its  toy, 

For  the  priest  and  the  bell,  and  the  holy 
well, 
For  the  wheel  where  I  span. 
And  the  blessed  light  of  the  snn." 
And  BO  she  amga  her  fill. 
Singing  most  joyfuUy, 
Till  the  shuttle  foils  from  her  hand, 
And  the  whizzing  wheel  stands  slJlL 

She  Bieals  to  the  window  and  looks  at  the 

And  over  the  sand  at  the  sea; 

And  her  eyes  are  set  in  a  stare ; 

And  anon  there  breaks  a  sigh, 

And  anon  there  drops  a  tear. 

From  a  sorrow-cloiiJcd  eye, 

And  a  heart  sorrow -laden, 
A  long,  long  sigh, 
Forthocoldstrangeeyesofalittlomemwideu. 
And  the  gleam  of  her  golden  hair. 

Come  away,  away,  children. 
Come,  children,  come  down. 
The  hoarse  wind  blows  colder ; 
lights  sbine  in  the  town. 
She  will  start  from  her  slumber 
■When  gusts  shako  the  door; 
She  will  hear  the  winds  howling, 
■Will  hear  the  waves  roar; 
Wo  shall  SCO,  while  above  us 
The  waves  roar  and  whirl, 
A  ceiling  of  amber, 
A  pavement  of  pearl. 
Singing,  "  Hero  came  a  raort^ 
Bnt  faithless  was  she. 
And  alone  dwell  forever 
The  kings  of  the  sea." 

Bat  children,  at  midnight. 
When  soft  the  winds  blow, 
■When  dear  falls  the  moonUgfat* 
When  spring-tides  are  low, 
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When  sweet  airs  oome  seaward 
From  heatlis  starred  with  brooni, 
And  high  rocks  throw  mildly 
On  the  blanched  sands  a  gloom ; 
Up  the  still,  glistening  beaches, 
Up  the  creeks  we  will  hie ; 
Over  banks  of  bright  seaweed 
The  ebb-tide  leaves  dry. 
We  will  gaze  from  the  sand-hills, 
At  the  white  sleeping  town ; 
At  the  charch  on  the  hill-side — 
And  then  come  back,  down. 
Singing,  "  There  dwells  a  loved  one, 
Bot  cruel  is  she; 
She  left  lonely  forever 
The  kings  of  the  sea." 

MATTHVir  ASKOLD. 


EXCUSE. 

I  TOO  have  suffered.    Yet  I  know 
She  is  not  cold,  though  she  seems  so; 
She  is  not  cold,  she  is  not  light; 
But  our  ignoble  souls  lack  might. 

She  smiles  and  smiles,  and  will  not  sigh, 
Wliile  we  for  hopeless  passion  die ; 
Yet  she  could  love,  those  eyes  declare. 
Were  but  men  nobler  than  they  are. 

Eagerly  once  her  gracious  ken 
Was  turned  upon  the  sons  of  men ; 
But  light  the  serious  visage  grew — 
She  looked,  and  smiled,  and  saw  them  through. 

Our  petty  souLs,  our  strutting  wits, 
Our  labored  puny  passion-fits — 
Ah,  may  she  scorn  them  still,  till  we 
Scorn  them  as  bitterly  as  she  I 

Yet  oh,  that  Fate  would  let  her  see 
One  of  some  worthier  race  than  we — 
One  for  whose  sake  she  once  might  prove 
How  deeply  she  who  scorns  can  love. 

His  eyes  be  like  the  starry  lights — 
Hi?  voice  hko  sounds  of  summer  nights — 
In  all  his  lovely  mien  let  pierce 
rhe  magic  of  the  universe ! 

And  she  to  him  will  reach  her  hand, 
And  gazing  in  his  eyes  will  stand. 
And  know  her  Mend,  and  weep  for  glee, 
And  cry — Long,  long  I 've  looked  for  thee! 


Then  will  she  weep — ^wlth  smiles,  tfl 
Coldly  she  mocks  the  sons  of  men. 
Till  then  her  lovely  eyes  maintain 
Their  gay,  unwavering,  deep  disdiun. 

Matthvw  As: 


INDEFFEREXCE. 

I  MUST  not  say  that  thoa  wert  tme. 
Yet  let  me  say  that  thou  wert  £ur ; 
And  they  that  lovely  face  who  view. 
They  will  not  ask  if  truth  be  there. 

Truth—what  is  truth?  Two  bleeding] 
Wounded  by  men,  by  fortune  tried, 
Outwearied  with  their  lonely  parts, 
Vow  to  beat  henceforth  side  by  ude. 

The  world  to  them  was  stem  and  dr< 
Tlieir  lot  was  bat  to  weep  and  moan. 
Ah,  let  them  keep  their  faith  sincere, 
For  neither  could  subsist  alone  I 

But  souls  whom  some  benignant  brei 
Has  charmed  at  birth  from  gloom  and  c 
These  ask  no  luve — these  plight  no  faitl 
For  they  are  happy  as  they  are. 

Tlie  world  to  them  may  homage  mak 
And  garlands  for  their  forehead  weave; 
And  what  the  world  can  give,  they  tak( 
But  they  bring  more  than  they  receive. 

Tliey  smile  upon  the  world ;  their  ear 
To  one  demand  alone  are  coy. 
They  will  not  give  us  love  and  tears — 
They  bring  us  light,  and  warmth,  and  j< 

It  was  not  love  that  heaved  thy  breaa 

Fair  child  1  it  was  the  bliss  within. 

Adieu !  and  say  that  one,  at  least, 

Was  just  to  what  he  did  not  win. 

MATTinnr  Aun 


SONG. 


My  silks  and  fine  array, 
My  smiles  and  languished  air, 

By  love  are  driven  away, 
And  moumfbl  lean  despair 

Brings  me  yew  to  deck  my  grvvs; 

Such  end  trae  lovers  htsv9k 


? 


ALLAN    PEROT. 


8  IS 


flis  face  is  Mr  as  heaven 
When  BpringiDg  buds  nnfold ; 

Oh,  why  to  him  was  *t  given. 
Whose  heart  is  wintry  cold  ? 

TTia  breast  is  love's  all-worshipped  tomb 

Where  all  love's  pilgrims  come. 

Bring  me  an  axe  and  spado, 

Bring  me  a  winding-sheet; 
When  I  mj  grave  have  made, 

Let  winds  and  tempests  beati 
Then  down  I  '11  lie,  as  cold  as  day, 
True  love  doth  pass  awaj  I 

WlLUAM  Bl^KS. 


ALLAN  PERCY. 

It  was  a  beauteous  lad j  richly  dressed ; 

Aromid  her  neck  are  chains  of  jewels  rare ; 
A  Telvet  mantle  shronds  her  snowy  breast, 
And  a  yoang  child  is  softly  slumbering 
there, 
'n  her  own  arms,  beneath  that  glowing  sun, 
t^be  bears  him  onward  to  the  greenwood 
tree; 
':su:e  don  heath,  thou  fair  and  thoughtless 
one, 
The  place  where  an  earl's  son  should  cra- 
dled be?  » 
Lullaby  I 

Though  a  proud  earl  be  father  to  my  child, 

Yet  on  the  sward  my  blessed  babe  shall  lie ; 
Let  the  winds  lull  him  with  their  murmurs 
wild) 
And  toss  the  green  boughs  upward  to  the 
sky, 
Wc-U  knows  that  earl  how  long  my  spirit 
pined. 
I  loved  a  forester,  glad,  bold,  and  free ; 
Aiid  hud  I  wedded  as  my  heart  inclined, 
My  child  were  cradled  'neath  the  green- 
wood tree. 

Lullaby 

^^lumbel  thou  still,  my  innocent — mine  own, 
While  I  call  back  the  dreams  of  other  days. 

In  the  deep  forest  I  feel  less  alone 
Thftn  when  those  palace  splendors  mock 
my  gaze. 


Fear  not  I  my  arm  shall  bear  thee  safely  back ; 

I  need  no  squire,  no  page  with  bended  knee, 
To  bear  my  baby  through  the  wildwood  track, 

Where  Allan  Percy  used  to  roam  with  me. 

Lullaby ! 

Here  I  can  sit ;  and  while  the  fresh  win<l  blows. 

Waving  the  ringlets  of  thy  shining  hair. 
Giving  thy  cheek  a  deeper  tingo  of  rose, 
I  can  dream  dreams  that  comfort  my  de- 
spair; 
I  can  moke  visions  of  a  different  home. 

Such  as  wo  hoped  in  other  days  might  be; 
There  no  proud  earl's  unwelcome  footsteps 
come- 
There,  Allan  Percy,  I  am  safe  with  thee  I 

Lullaby  I 

Thou  art  mine  own — 1 11  bear  thee  where  I 
Ust, 
Far  from  the  dull,  proud  tower  and  doijon 
keep; 
From  my  long  hiur  the  pearl  chains  I  '11  un- 
twist, 
And  with  a  peasant's  heart  sit  down  and 
weep. 
Thy  glittering  broidered  robe,  my  precious 
one. 
Changed  for  a  simpler  covering  shall  be ; 
And  I  will  dream  thee  Allan  Percy's  son, 
And  think  poor  Allan  guards  thy  sleep 

with  me. 

Lullaby  I 

Carolixb  Koktov. 


CHANGES. 

Whom  first  we  love,  you  know,  we  seldom 

wed. 
Time  rules  us  all.     And  life,  indeed,  is  not 
The  thing  we  planned  it  out  ere  hope  waf 

dead. 
And  then,  we  women  cannot  choose  our  lot 

Much  must  bo  borne  which  it  is  hard  to  bear; 
Much   given  away  which  it  wore  sweet  tc 

keep. 
God  help  us  all  I  who  need,  indeed,  His  care. 
And  yet,  I  know  the  Shepherd  loves  ffis 

sheep. 


Hi 


P0SK8    OF    LOTB. 


iij  little  Ixi;  be^na  to  babble  tunr 
Upon  my  kiii>Q  hb  earlioat  in&at  payer. 
He  has  tiu  I'ntbor's  eager  ey«a,  I  kuvw ; 
And,  thcj  say,  t<)0,  iib  motber'B  mieii}  h^r. 

liut  when  ho  b\eepi  nnil  stuilef  npon  m;  knc«, 
And  I  COD  I'lH^l  his  liglit  brveth  uomu  mid  go, 
1  think  or  one  (Heavea  help  nod  pit)' iiu>!> 
^iRjo  loriMl  me,  and  whom  I  lend,  luag  ngo ; 

Vbo  might  have  bc«ii  ...  oh-  what  I  iIkta 

not  think  I 
We  are  nil  changed.    God  judgi 
Gud  help  uj  do  oar  datf,  unda 
And  trust  in  Iltavtn  hnmblj  fi> 


But  biamo  as  women  not,  if  gg 
Too  cold  at  times ;  und  soma  toOD 
Souc  gneli  gnan'  deep.    Somi 

Who  knnive  the  pastt  and 
rishl ; 


1        ^ 


Ah,  were  we  Judged  by  what  we  might  have 

A-iid  [lot  by  what  we  are — too  apt  to  fall '. 
Uv  little  child"— he  deeps  and  Bmiles  between 
fhesc  thoughts  and  me.    lo  heaven  we  shall 
know  alll 

BoaMiT  Bdiwh  LmaH. 


FLORENCE  VAXE. 

I  LI 

My  life's  bright  dream  and  early 

Elath  come  agnin  \ 
I  renew,  In  my  fond  vinon, 

My  heart's  dear  pain — 
My  hopes,  and  thy  derision, 

Plorenco  Vane. 

The  min,  lone  and  hoary, 

The  ruin  old, 
Where  tlioo  didst  hark  mj  awry, 

At  even  told— 
That  spot— the  hues  Elysiau 

Ofsky  andplidn — 
1  treaanre  In  my  vidon, 
i7oraaM  Yue. 


llian  WDBt  lot  elier  tiiuii  tLs  n 

In  tbeir  prime ; 
Tby  Toioe  exuelled  the  duMf  ■ 

Of  sweetest  rbyniii: 
ITiy  heart  was  as  a  rirer 

Without  a  main, 
Mould  1  had  loved  thoe  M 

tlurenoc  Vnnol 

But,  fiiir«*l,  culdvut  wonder  t'l 

Thy  glurioiui  clay 
Ueth  the  grucu  lod  u 

Alaa,  Ihndayl 
And  it  boots  oot  to  n 

lli;  lUsdain, 
To  quicken  love's  pole  «nib4 

riorcncu  Vane 

The  lUie*  of  the  voQoy 
t         By  young  graree  wa^t  I 
He  dnJsie*  loi,-o  to  dally 

^riuTu  mouluiu  alMfi, 
May  llioir  bliiucn.  \u  bettuiy  ryta^. 

Never  wane 
Where  thine  earthly  part  ts  lyini;, 

Florence  Vane  I 


MINBTfiEL'8  80N0. 

On,  sing  unto  my  rotmdday  I 

Oh,  drop  the  Maj  tear  with  mel 
Dance  no  more  at  holidi^; 
Like  a  mnniog  river  be, 
Jfy  lattii  dtai, 
&MM  to  hi*  dtath  Jtai, 
All  vnder  At  mtlov  trtt. 

Black  his  hair  as  the  winter  night. 

White  his  nock  as  the  snmmcr  snow, 
Raddy  his  face  as  the  moroiog  light; 
Gold  bo  lies  in  the  grave  below. 
iff/  lore  it  dead, 
Ornie  to  Au  death  led. 
All  under  the  vilioie  tree. 

Sweet  bis  tongue  as  the  tfaroatle's  note : 
QyocV  ^Il  &KDC«  «a^wiQ^&  qu.  be : 
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Mj  littie  boy  begins  ' 
Upon  my  kiioe  hv 
He  has  his  tat* 
Ami,  they 

Hut  - 


i. 


ANNABEL    LEE. 


Deft  his  tabor,  cudgel  stoat; 
Oh,  he  lies  by  the  willow-tree  I 
M]/  loce  it  dead. 
Gone  to  hu  death  hed. 
All  tinder  th*  nilUna  tree. 

Hark!  the  raven  flaps  hb  wing 

In  the  briered  dell  l>elow; 
Hark!  the  du:itIi-owl  load  doth  sing 
To  the  nightinarcfl  as  they  go. 
Mn  loBt  it  dead. 
Gone  to  kit  dtalh  led. 
All  undtr  tha  aUloit  tree. 

Bee)  tlie  white  moon  shines  on  high ; 

Whiter  is  my  true-love's  Bbrond, 
Whil«r  than  tlie  morning  sky, 
Whiter  than  the  evening  dond. 
Ms  love  it  dead, 
Gtme  to  hit  death  hed, 
AU  under  the  wilioa  tret 

Here,  npon  my  true-love's  gravo 
Shnll  the  barren  flowera  be  l^d, 

All  the  ooldneas  of  a  maid, 
i/y  loee  ii  dead, 
Gone  to  hit  death  bed, 
AU  under  the  willow  tree. 

^itli  my  hands  111  bind  the  briers 

Itonnd  his  boly  corse  to  grc ; 
Oiiphant  fury,  light  your  fires ; 
Ilcro  my  body  still  shall  be. 
Jfy  lore  it  dead. 
Gone  t»  hit  death  hed. 
All  under  the  willoa  tree. 

Come,  with  acom-eup  and  thorn. 
Drain  toy  heart's  blood  away ; 
Life  and  all  its  good  I  scorn, 
Dance  by  night,  or  feast  by  day. 
Jfy  lore  it  dead, 
Gone  to  hit  death  bed, 
AH  under  the  willow  tree. 

Water- witches,  crowned  with  reytes, 
Bear  me  to  yonr  lethal  tide. 

1  die!  I  romel  my  true  love  waits. 
Thus  the  damsel  spake,  and  died. 


ASSABEL  T.T-^-. 


[t  was  many  and  many  a  year  ago, 

In  a  kbgdom  by  the  sea. 
That  a  maiden  lived,  whom  you  may  k  low 

By  the  name  of  Annabel  Lee ; 
And  this  maiden  she  lived  with  no  other 
thought 

Than  to  love,  and  be  loved  by  me. 

[  waa  a  child  and  she  was  a  child. 

In  thii  kingdom  by  the  sea; 
But  we  loved  with  a  love  thatwoa  more  than 

I  and  my  Annabel  Lee— 
With  a  love  that  the  winged  seraphs  of 
heaven 
Coveted  her  and  me. 

And  tliis  was  tike  reason  that,  long  ago, 

In  this  kingdom  by  the  sea, 
A  wind  blew  oot  of  a  cloud,  chilling 

My  beantiful  Annabel  Loc; 
So  that  her  higb-bom  kinsmen  came, 

And  bore  her  away  from  me, 
To  sbiit  lier  up  In  a  sepulchre, 

In  \\i\i  kingdom  by  the  sea. 

The  angels,  not  ao  happy  in  heaven, 

IVent  envying  her  and  me. 
f  cs  I  tliat  wa>  the  reason  (ns  oil  men  know) 

In  i\m  kingdom  by  the  sea, 
Tiiat  the  wind  came  out  of  tbo  cloud  by 
night, 

Cliilling  and  killing  my  Annabel  Lee. 

Hut  our  love  it  was  stronger  by  far  than  the 

Of  tliose  who  were  older  tlian  we, 

Of  many  far  wiser  than  we ; 
And  neither  the  angels  in  heaven  abovc^ 

Nor  the  dcmonn  down  under  the  sea, 
Can  ever  dissever  my  soul  from  the  sonl 

Of  the  beautiful  Annabol  Loe, 

For  tlic  moon  never  beams  withont  bringing 
me  dreams 
Of  the  beanliful  Annabel  Lee, 
And  the  Et«rs  never  rise,  but  I  feel  the  brigbl 

Of  Uie  beautiful  Annabel  Lee, 


POEMS    OF    LOVE 


And  BO,  all  tliB  night-tide  I  lio  Antra  b;  the 

Of  mj  ilarliiig,  nij  darlits,  mj  life,  and  my 
hrUe, 
In  her  eepnlchre  there  by  tho  sen, 
In  her  tomb  bj  the  souuditig  sea. 


EVELYN  HOPE.  ^ 

Bs-imFCL  Evelyn  Hope  is  dead! 

^it  and  wal«h  by  her  nde  an  h 
riiat  \»  her  bu»k-sbelf,  this  her  b 

She  plucked  that  pieoo  ofgerai 
Beguming  to  die,  too,  in  the  glam 

Little  has  yet  been  oh&Dgod,  I 
Tlic  shutters  aro  shut — no  light  i 

Suve  two  long  rays  thro'  the  t 

Siztt^cn  yenrs  old  when  she  died! 

iVrhnp-i  dbe  bod  soofoelj  hean 
It  wns  not  her  tiine  to  love ;  tea 

IliT  illi>  liiid  maoy  n  hope  and  ,_ 
DuUca  euougli  aiid  little  cnrm ; 

And  now  wna  quiet,  now  astir — 
Till  God's  bond  l>eckoiied  nnawares, 

And  the  sweet  white  brow  is  all  of  her. 

L)  it  too  Ute,  then,  Evelyn  Eopef 
WhatI  jonr  sou]  was  pore  and  tme; 

The  good  Btara  met  in  your  horoscope, 
Made  you  of  spirit,  lire  and  dew  * 

And  jiut  because  I  was  thrice  as  old. 
And  our  paths  in  tho  world  diverged  so 

'  Each  was  naught  to  each,  must  I  be  toldl 
We  were  fellow -mortala—nanght  be«de? 

Ko,  indeed!  for  God  above 

le  great  to  grant,  as  mighty  to  make, 
And  creates  the  love  to  reward  the  love; 

I  elaini  you  still,  for  my  own  lore's  soke  I 
Delayed,  it  may  be,  for  more  lives  yet, 

Through  worlds  I  shall  traverse,  not  afew ; 
Uucb  is  to  learn  and  much  to  forget 

Ere  tho  time  be  come  for  taking  yon. 

But  the  time  will  come — nt  last  it  will — 
When,  Evelyn  Hope,  what  meant,  I  shall 
"7. 
tn  the  lower  earth — in  the  yeora  long  sdll — 
and  lonl  m  gay  t 


Why  your  hair  was  auilivr  I  *hiitl  dlviD^ 
And  your  month  of  year  owu  {tcruaitnn'i 
red- 

And  what  yon  would  ilu  with  mc.  In  iliic, 
In  the  new  life  cuute  in  tho  old  on*'*  Ofml 

I  have  lived,  I  shall  say,  *o  mucJi  idnc«  tbm, 

Given  up  myself  M  many  times, 
Gained  mc  the  gains  of  vorioo*  men, 

Hanimcked  the  nget,  spoiled  the  eJinoM; 

Tot  one  thing — one — io  my  vial'a  fUl  «gu|i4 

ir  I  missed  or  itself  mi»sed  me^  ^H 

rant  and  find  y<Mt.  Evelyn  Hofic^H 

t  is  the  iwue )  Ui  <is  see !  ^M 

you  Evelyn,  ali  the  while; 

ean  seemed  full  na  it  could  hold — 

nas  place  and  Io  spure  for  tiu>  Irani 

ffnag  smile 

the  red  young  month  and  the  luur* 

rooiig  gold. 

hi  I  wiO  give  yoQ  thht  leaf  to  kfvp; 

I  shut  it  iiuidc  the  nreet,  oM  tuiiSJ 

Ihut  is  our  pcerct !  golosieop; 

You  will  wake,  and  remembw,  and  :;di1'  r 


HIGHLAND  MARY. 
Ye  banks,  and  braea,  and  streama  around 

The  castle  o'  Uontgomery, 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fwr  yonr  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  dromliel 
There  simmer  first  unfold  her  robca 

And  there  she  longest  tarry  I 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fireweel 

0'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

How  sweetly  bloomed  the  gay  green  Urfc  I 

How  rich  tlie  hawthorn's  bloeoom  I 
As  nndemeatli  their  fragrant  ahwla 

I  cbsjied  her  to  my  bosom  I 
The  golden  hours,  ou  angel  wings, 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me  as  light  and  Ufb 

Whs  my  sweet  Highland  Hmj. 


Wi'  monie  a  vow  and  looked 
Our  parUng  was  fu'  tender; 

And  pledging  aft  to  meet  agibi. 
We  tore  ourselves  asimder; 


ADX    ITALIBNB. 


»n 


bll  deoUt's  notdme]  J  frosty 
ipt  my  flower  loe  earl;  I 
iD  'b  the  kkI,  asd  canld  'a  the  day, 

Taps  my  Highland  Mary  1 

palo  now,  those  ro^y  lips 
w  Uswd  sae  fondly  1 
wl  for  aye  the  eparkling  glance 
welt  on  me  aae  kindly ! 
Jd'ring  DOW  in  ^lent  dnst 
eart  tliU  lo'ed  me  dearly  1 
irilhin  my  bosom's  core 
ive  my  Highland  Mary. 


TO  MABY  IS  HEAVEN. 

^ring  star,  with  less'aiog  ray, 

)T'et  to  greet  the  enrly  mom, 

on  nsberest  in  the  day 

iry  from  my  uoiJ  was  torn, 
dear,  departed  slirnle  I 
is  thy  place  of  bliMsful  rest  ? 

lU  thy  loTcr  lo«i_»  laidf 

:    thoD    tlio  groans  that  rond    his 


■til  honr  can  I  forget, 

forget  the  hallo  wed  grove, 

Y  the  winding  Ajr  ive  met, 

!  Olio  day  of  parting  loveJ 

will  not  efface, 

records  dear  of  transports  past — 

;e  at  our  last  embrace  I 

(tie  tliouglit  we  't  was  oar  last ! 


Bllni 


kissed  his  pcbhU-d  shore, 
mg  witli  wild    woods,  thickening, 

-ant  birch,  and  hawthorn  boar, 
1  niDorons  round  the  raptured  svquc. 
era  s[>rang  wanton  to  he  prc^t, 
nis  saii)i  loTo  on  every  epray, 
too  stxiu,  the  glowing  west 
imed  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

these  scenes  my  memory  wakes, 
mdly  broods  with  miser  care; 
C  th^  imprenioQ  deeper  make^ 
suns  tfadr  cbanneU  deeper  wear. 


My  Mary !  dear,  departed  sliadel 

here  is  thy  place  of  blissfdl  rest? 
Seest  tnon  thy  lover  lowly  l^d  ? 

Hear'st    thon  the    groans  thaf  rend    his 
breast? 

Bnnnr  Brut. 


AUS  ITALIENS. 

At  Paris  it  was,  at  the  opera  there ; 

And  she  looked  like  a  qaeen  in  a  hook  thai 
night, 
With  the  wreath  of  pearl  in  her  raven  hair, 

And  the  brooch  on  her  breast  so  bright. 

Of  all  the  operas  that  Yerdi  wrote. 
The  best,  to  my  taste,  is  the  Trovatorc : 

And  Mario  can  sootlie,  with  a  tenor  note, 
The  souls  in  purgatory. 

The  moon  on  tlie  tower  slept  soft  as  suon  ; 
And  who  was  not  thrilled  in  the  stran^'e:! 

heard  Lim  sing,  wliUo  the  gas  burned 


rdim 


The  emperor  there,  in  his  box  of  state, 
Looked  grave  ;  as  if  he  had  just  then  seen 

The  red  flag  wave  from  tlic  city  gate. 
Where  his  eagles  in  bronze  had  hcuu. 

The  empress,  too,  had  a  tear  iu  licr  eye : 
You  'd  have  said  that  her  faney  hud  gone 
back  again, 

For  one  moment,  under  the  old  blue  sky, 
To  tlie  old  glail  lifv  in  Spain. 

AVcU  I  there  in  our  front  row  bos  we  sat, 
Together,  my  bHdo  bctrotlicd  and  I; 

My  gaze  was  flied  on  ray  opera  hat, 
And  hers  on  the  stage  hard  by. 

And  both  were  silent,  and  both  were  sad ;  — 
Like  a  queen  slie  leaned  on  her  fall  "iiitt 

With  that  regal,  indolent  air  abe  bad; 
So  Gonfideat  fA  liet  e\ittnsi\ 


POEUS    OF    LOTS. 


I  have  not  a  doubt  alie  was  Uiiiikiug  llicn 
Of  her  foniicr  lord,  g»)d  soul  tliuL  htt  was, 

Who  died  tLe  rkliosD  sod  roundosC  of  iDon, 
The  Hiu-qiiis  of  Carabas. 

1  hope  that,  to  gi't  to  the  kingdom  of  heaven, 
Tlirough  a  [ii?edla'a  ej'e  ho  had  not  to  pass; 

1  wbh  him  widl,  for  the  jointure  given 
To  my  lady  of  Cwaboa, 


Uean while,  I  w 
As  I  liod  110 


»  thioking  of  my  lirat  love, 
been  thinking  of  uught  for 


Till  over  ray  eyct  there  began  to  move 
Something  that  felt  hke  tears. 

I  thought  i.>f  the  dreaa  ttiAt  she  wore  last  time, 
When  we  stuod,  'neaih  the  cypreia  tnea 
together. 

In  tliat  lost  kud,  in  that  Eott  clime, 
In  the  erinison  evening  weather ; 

Of  that  muslin  dress  (for  the  eve  was  hot) ; 
And  her  worm  white  neck  in  it9  golden 

And  her  full,  soft  hair,  just  tied  iu  a  knot, 
And  foiling  loose  again ; 


e  flower   iu   her  fiur  joiing 


And   the  j-iiUi 
brenst; 
(Oh  the  faint,  Bweet  smell  of  llutt  Jasmine 
flower  1) 
And  the  one  bird  singing  alone  :o  lus  neet ; 
And  the  one  star  over  the  tower. 

I  thought  of  our  little  quarrels  and  strife. 
And  the  letter  ilint  bronght  me  buck  my 
ring; 

And  it  oil  seemed  then,  in  tie  waste  of  life, 
Bnch  a  very  little  thing  1 

For  I  thought  of  her  grave  below  the  hill, 
WhioIiUic  sentinel  cyprcM  ircostimdsover; 

Ami  1  Iliought,  ''  AVere  she  only  living  still, 
How  I  oould  forj^ve  her  and  lore  her  I  *' 

And  I  iwunr,  as  I  thou^^t  of  her  thiu,  in  that 
hoar, 

And  of  how,  after  oil,  old  thingi  nr«  beat, 
Tlut  I  (melt  the  nnell  of  that  jauniDO  Uower 

Wliich  iho  u«ed  to  wear  iu  her  hri»iBt. 


It  amdt  vo  fnint,  and  It  nnelt  m  awMl;  ^^^ 

It  miulu  me  oroep,  and  it  matte  m*  wAl  t 
Like  the  acvut  that  sluak  from  the  draubliu 

Where  a  raiiutiny  Is  half  unralletL 

And  I  turned,  and  looked:  ahv  wm  iltUui 
there. 

In  a  dim  box  over  tho  titcge ;  and  drert 
III  that  mualin  dress,  with  that  fttll,  aoift  lutr. 

And  that  jasmine  In  her  hrowt! 

1  was  here,  and  she  wu  tirnn; 
And  tike  gUtteriog  hone  shoe  c«rT«d  b«- 
tween:— 
From  my  bride  betrotbod,  with  lur  n*Mt 

And  hor  sumptnous,  aoomfal  aiim, 

To  iny  earlj'  lovt^  with  lier  tje*  dowiicaat, 
And  over  her  priturmie  fiiee  the  abftde, 

(In  abort,  from  die  Aitiir«  liBok  to  the  fM^ 
Then  waa  bnt  a  at«p  to  b«  iii*2&  •^ 

To  my  early  luve  from  my  future  brida 
Une  moment  1  looked.    Then  I  stole  to  tin 

1  traversed  the  passage;   uud  dowTj  tt  her 


i  sitting,  a  moment  more. 


lit 


My  tliinking  of  her,  or  the  music's  strain, 
Or  something  which  never  will  be  txprteL, 

Had  brought  hi-r  back  from  the  grave  ngaiti. 
With  the  jasmine  in  her  breasL 

She  is  nut  dead,  and  she  ia  not  we<l  I 
But  she  loves  me  now.  and  ahe  loved  mc 
then  I 
And  the  very  first  word  that  her  8we«t  lip! 
add, 
My  heart  grew  yonthful  agsin. 

The  niarchlonesa  there,  of  Carabnn, 
She  is  wenlthy,  and  >oung,  and  lundKauc 
slUI; 

And  hut  fur  her  . . .  well,  wo  11  let  tlaU  (Mt . 
She  iiiny  innrry  wlioiiiover  *li«  wUL 

Hut  1  will  uinrrjr  mj  »■ 
Witli  her  pi 
bert; 


Bower  in  her  bosom,  I  priM  it  above 
oocb  ID  mj  ladj's  breast. 

d  is  filled  witli  foUy  and  sio, 
ve  mmrt  cling  where  it  oan,  I  uij : 
tj  is  easy  enough  to  win ; 
e  is  n't  loved  every  day. 

Ink,  in  the  lives  of  most  women  and 

en, 

I  a  moioent  when    all  woold   go 

looth  and  even, 

le  dead  ooold  find  out  when 

)e  back  and  be  forgiven. 

ie  smell  of  that  josniine  flown-! 
)  that  mode  I  and  oh  the  way 
«  rang  ont  from  the  doqjon  tower, 

leordar  di  me, 

ti  toordar  dimal 

Bomnr  Bm-wn  Vmom. 


TOO  LATE. 
DoveIu,  IKiirgilu,  undlr  uid  tmL" 

!  come  back  to  me,  Douglas,  Douglas, 
old  likeness  that  I  knew, 
)e  so  fuithfU,  BO  loving,  Douglas, 
IS,  Doaglas,  tender  and  true. 

Komful  word  should  grieve  ye, 
ile  on  ye  sweet  as  thu  ungela  do ; — 
yonr  smile  on  mo  shone  ever, 
a,  Donghu,  tender  and  true. 

11  back  the  days  that  are  not ! 
3  were  blinded,  yonr  words  wore  few: 
DOW  the  troth  now,  up  in  heaven, 
s,  Douglas,  tender  and  true  ? 

.as  worthy  of  yon,  Douglas ; 

If  worthy  the  like  of  yon: 

sen  beside  seem  to  me  like  sliadowe — 

yon,  Doaglas,  tender  and  trae. 

it  your  hand  to  me,  Douglas,  Douglas, 
orgiveness  from  heaven  like  dew ; 
my  heart  on  your  dead  heart,  DoQ- 


LAODAMIA. 

"  Wrra  sacrifioe,  before  the  rising  mora, 
Vows  have  I  mode  by  fruitless  hope  inspired 
And  from  th'  infernal  gods,  'mid  shades  for- 

Of  night,  my  slaughtered  lord  have  I  re- 
Celestial  pity  I  again  implore ; — 
Restore  him  to  my  sight— great  Joie,  restorol " 

So  speaking,  and  by  fervent  love  endowed 
With  fiuth,  the  suppliant  heavenward  lifts 

her  bonds; 
While,  like  the  son  emerging  from  a  dond, 
Her  countenance  brightens  and  her  eye  ex- 
pands; 
Her  bosom  heaves  and  spreads,  her  stature 

grows; 
And  she  expects  the  issno  in  repose. 

Oh  terror  \  what  hath  she  perceived  I — oh  jt^  I 
What  doth  she  look  on  \ — whom  doth  she  be- 
hold? 
Her  hero  slain  upon  the  beach  of  Troy  ? 
Ilia  vital  presence!  his  corporeal  mould t 
It  is — if  seuse  deceive  her  not — 't  is  he  I 
And  a  god  loods  him — winged  Mercury  1 

MiJd  Jlermes  spake — and  touched  her  with 
his  wand 

That  calms  all  fear:  "Such  grace  hath  crown- 
ed thy  pMjer, 

Laodamial  thi it  at  Jove's  command 

Thy  husband  walks  the  paths  of  apper  air; 

lie  comes  to  tiirry  with  thee  three  hours' 

Accept  the  gift,  behold  him  face  to  lace  1 " 

Forth  sprang  the  imposaiooed  queen  her  lord 

to  clasp ; 
Again  that  consummation  she  essayed ; 
But  unsubstantial  form  etudes  her  grasp 
As  ofteu  09  that  eager  grasp  was  made. 
The  phantom  parts — but  parts  to  reunite, 
And  refissume  his  place  before  her  sight. 

"  Protesilaua,  lo  I  thy  guide  ia  gone ! 
Confirm,  I  pray,  the  viwon  with  thy  voioe; 
This  is  onr  palace, — yonder  is  thy  throne; 
Speak  I  and  the  floor  thou  tread'st  on  will  ■«' 
joioe. 


ii^o 


POEMS    OF    LOVE. 


Not  to  appal  rae  have  tho  gods  bestowed 
Tbis  preciona  boon,  and  blest  a  sad  abode." 

**  Great  Jove,  Laodamia,  dotli  not  leave 
His  gifts  imperfect : — spectre  though  I  be, 
I  am  not  sent  to  scare  thee  or  deceive ; 
But  in  reward  of  thy  fidelity. 
And  something  also  did  my  worth  obtain ; 
For  fearless  virtue  bringeth  boundless  gain. 

"Thou  know'st,  the  Delphic  oracle  foretold 
That  the  first  Greek  who  touched  the  Trojan 

strand 
Should  die;  but  mo  tho  threat  could  not 

withhold — 
A  generous  cause  a  victim  did  demand ; 
And  forth  I  leapt  upon  the  sandy  plain ; 
A  self-devoted  chief,  by  Hector  slain." 

"  Supreme  of  heroes  I  bravest,  noblest,  best! 
Thy  matchless  courage  I  bewail  no  more, 
Which  then,  when  tens  of  thousands  were 

deprest 
By  doubt,  propelled  thee  to  the  fatal  shore ; 
Thou  fouud'st— and  I  forgive  thee— here  thou 

art — 
A  nobler  counsellor  than  my  poor  heart. 

"  But  thou,  though  capable  of  sternest  deed, 
Wert  kind  as  resolute,  and  good  as  brave ; 
And  he  whose  power  restores  thee  hath  de-  j 

creed 
Thou  shouldbt  <.*lu(le  the  malice  of  the  grave ; 
Redundant  are  thy  locks,  thy  lips  as  fair 
As  when  their  breath  enriched  Thessalian  air. 

"Xo  spertre  greets  nie, — no  vain  shadow 

this ; 
Come,  blooming  hero,  jdace  tlioe  l»y  my  side! 
Give,  on  tliis  well-known  couch,  one  nuptial 

kiss 
To  me,  this  day  a  second  time  thy  bride !  " 
Jove  frowned  in  heaven ;  the  conscious  Parcaj 

threw 
Upon  those  roseate  lips  a  Stygijui  hue. 

**  This  \  isage  tells  thee  that  my  doom  is  past; 
Nor  should  the  change  be  mourned,  even  if 

the  joys 
Of  sense  were  able  to  return  as  fjvst 
And  surely  as  they  vanish.    Earth  destroys 
Those  raptures  duly — Erebus  disdains ; 
Calm  pleasures  there  abide — msgestic  ptdns. 


"  Be  taught,  O  faithful  confiort,  to  control 
Rebellious  passion :  for  the  gods  approve 
The  depth,  and  not  the  tumult,  of  the  sonl; 
A  fervent,  not.  ungovernable,  love. 
Thy  transports  moderate ;  and  meekly  moan 
When  I  depart,  for  brief  is  my  sojourn—" 

"  Ah,  wherefore  ? — ^Did  not  Hercules  by  foro 
Wrest  from  the  guardian  monster  of  the  toml 
Alcestis,  a  reanimated  corse, 
Given   back  to  dwell   on  earth  in  jend 

bloom? 
Medea^s  spells  dispersed  the  weight  of  yeata^ 
And  ^son  stood  a  youth  ^mld  youthful  peen 

*^  The  gods  to  us  are  merciful,  and  they 
Yet  further  may  relent ;  for  mightier  far 
Than  strength  of  nerve  and  sinew,  or  thi 

sway 
Of  ma^c  potent  over  son  and  star. 
Is  love,  though  oft  to  agony  distrest, 
And  though  his  favorite  seat  be  feeble  wo 

man^s  breast 

"  But  if  thou  goest,  I  follow—"    "  Peace ' 

he  smd;— 
She  looked  upon  him  and  was  calmed  an 

cheered ; 
The  ghastly  color  from  his  lips  had  fled ; 
In  his  deportment,  shape,  and  mien  appeaie 
Elysian  beauty,  melancholy  grace, 
Brought  from  a  pen^dve,  though  a  happ; 

place. 

lie  spake  of  love,  such  love  as  spirits  feel 
In  worlds  whose  course  is  equable  and  pure 
No  fears  to  beat  away — no  strife  to  heal — 
The  past  unsighed  for,  and  tho  future  sure; 
Spake  of  heroic  arts  in  graver  mood 
Revived,  with  finer  harmony  pursued ; 

Of  all  that  is  most  beauteous,  imaged  there 
In  happier  beauty ;  more  pellucid  streams, 
An  ampler  ether,  a  divine  air. 
And  fields  invested  with  pui*purcal  gleams; 
CUmes  which  the  sun,  who  sheds  the  brighUi 

day 
Earth  knows,  is  all  unworthy  to  survey. 

Yet  there  the  sonl  shall  enter  which  lial 

earned 
That  privilege  by  virtue. — "  Dl,"  Mid  ho. 


LOTE'B    LAST    UESSAGES. 


•f  nun's  exiatence  I  discerned, 

igoobl*  games  aad  reveli? 

r,  when  we  had  parted,  vain  He- 

t  were  tby  bwt  pastdme,  da;  and 


le  017  joathM  peen  before  mj 

following  his  peculiar  bent) 
lemselves  for  glorions  enterprise 
sports, — w,  seated  Id  the  tent, 
and  kings  in  oonnoil  were  de- 

the  fleet  at  Anlia  lay  enchained. 

ed-for  wind  was  (^7en ; — I  then 

npon  the  dlent  sea ; 
worthier  led  the  way,  resolved 
hoosand  vessels,  mine  shonld  bo 
st  prow  in  pressing  to  the  strand — 
rst  blood  that  tinged  the  Trojan 


',  ofttimes  bitter,  was  the  pang 
V  loss  I  thonght,  beloTcd  wife ! 
I  fondly  did  my  memory  bang, 
juvs  wo  shared  in  mortal  lift — 
which  we  had  trod — those  foiin- 
I,  flowera— 
mned  dties,  and  nnfinished  towers. 

d  BDspense  permit  the  foe  to  cry, 
fj  tremble  I — haughty  their  array, 
■  number  no  one  dares  to  die  t ' 
rcpt  th'  indigoity  away. 
then  recurred ; — bnt  lofty  thought, 
jdied,  my  delirerance  wrought. 

U  thoogh  strong  in  love,  art  all 

weak 

n  sclf-goremment  too  slow ; 

ice  by  fortitude  to  sock 

"union  in  the  shades  below. 

le  world  with  thee  hath  aympa- 

>d; 

Etions  rused  and  solemnized. 


a  mortal  yearning,  to  a 
ligtier  otijeat.    Love  wa 


«end,- 
^ven. 


Encooraged,  sanctioned,  chiefly  for  that  end ; 
For  this  the  passion  to  excess  was  driven, — 
That  self  might  be  annnlled — her  bondage 

The  fetters  of  a  dream,  opposed  to  Iotb." 

Alond  she  shrieked!  for  Hermes  reappears  1 
Bonnd  the  dear  shade  she  wonld  have  clung, 

— ^'t is  vain; 
The  hours  are  past, — too  brief  had  they  been 

years; 
And  him  no  mortal  effort  can  detain. 
Swift,  toward  the  realms   that  know  not 

earthly  day. 
He  throngh  the  portal  takes  his  silent  way, 
And  on  the  palace  floor  a  lifeless  corse  ^e 

lay. 

Thus,  all  in  vain  exhorted  and  reproved, 
She  perished ;  and,  as  for  wilfbl  crime, 
By  thejnatgoda,  whom  no  weak  pity  moved, 
Was  doomed  to  wear  out  her  appointed  time, 
Apart  from  happy  ghosts,  that  gather  flowers 
Of  blissful  quiet  'mid  unfading  bowers. 

— Tot  tears  to  human  anfforing  are  due ; 
And  mortal  hopes  defeated  and  o'crthrown 
Arc  mourned  by  man,  and  not  by  mnn  alone. 
As  fondly  he  believes.— Upon  the  aide 
Of  Hollespoiit  (such  failh  wns  i^nterloinedj 
A  knot  of  apiry  trees  for  agea  grew 
From  oat  the  tomb  of  him  for  whom  slie 

And  ever,  when  sach  stature  they  had  giuned 
That  Ilium's  walls  were  subject  to  their  view. 
The  trees'  tall  summits  withered  at  the  sight; 
A  constant  interchODgo  of  growth  and  blight! 


LOVE'S  LAST  MESSAGES. 

MfiBKT,  merry  little  stream, 
Tell  me,  hast  thou  seen  my  dear ! 

I  left  him  with  an  azuro  dream. 
Calmly  sleeping  on  his  bier — 
But  he  hns  fled ! 

"  1  passed  him  in  his  church-yard  bed — 
A  yew  is  mghing  o'er  his  bead. 
And  grass-roots  mingle  with  hia  hab." 
What  doth  he  there  I 
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Ob  cmul  [  can  ha  lie  nloue ) 

Of  hor,  who  lived  so  free  from  Uint, 

Or  ID  tho  arms  of  one  more  dear  1 

Or  hides  lio  in  the  Ikjwer  of  atone, 

That  in  heraelf  was  so  coiuidtW^ 

To  cause  unJ  tisa  away  ray  four  11 

I  think  that  she  was  tu'ea 

"He  doth  not  speak,  he  doth  not  moan— 
Blind,  motionless  iie  lies  nloue; 
But,  ere  the  grave-saoko  flMhed  hia  sUng, 
This  onu  warm  tear  he  hade  me  bring 

Bj  God  to  deck  Qis  paradise. 

And  with  Uia  aamta  to  reign ; 
Whom,  while  on  earth,  each  oae  did  pit 

The  fairest  thing  in  mortal  eyes. 

And  laj  it  at  iL.y  feet 

Bnt  naught  our  tears  avail,  or  crito  ^ 

Among  the  daisies  sw»t " 

All  soon  or  late  in  dealii  shaQ  al««f ; 

Moonlight  whi^p'rer.  Bums 

Songster  of  the  groves  sj 

Tell  the  m^den  rose  I  weai 

Nor  living  wight  long  time  may  kwp 
he  &ire8t  thing  in  mortal  eyes. 

TTliether  thou  hast  seen 
"This  night  in  Leaven  I  ai 

—         J 

Discontented  with  Ids  bl 

And  on  m;  lips  be  left  I 

For  thee  to  tasM  and  then 

■THE  B0RIAL  OF  LOVIi-^ 

dark-eyed  mwds,  at  shot  of  d^, 
wLere  a  river  rolled  away, 
1  Cairo,  sad  brown  and  ravon  h^; 

one  waA  pale  and  both  were  tUf. 

TliZ    PAlRIiSI    TUISC;    IX    MORTAL 
EYES. 

To  make  my  lody^s  obsequies 

My  love  a  minster  wrought, 
And,  in  the  chantry,  service  there 

Was  sung  by  doleful  thought; 
The  tapers  were  of  bnrning  sighs, 

That  light  and  odor  gave ; 
And  sorrows,  painted  o'er  with  ttars, 

Enlumined  her  grave; 
And  round  about,  in  quaintest  guise. 
Was  carved :  "  Within  tliis  tomb  there  lies 
The  fairest  thing  in  mortal  ejea." 

Above  her  licth  spread  a  tomb 

Of  gold  and  sapphires  blue: 
The  gold  dotli  show  her  blessedness, 

The  sapphires  mark  her  true ; 
For  blessedness  and  tmth  in  her 

Were  livelily  portrayed. 
When  gracioos  God  with  both  Uis  bands 

Her  goodly  snbstance  made. 
He  framed  her  in  ench  wondrous  wise, 
She  was,  to  speak  without  di^oise. 
The  fairest  thing  in  mortal  eyes. 

Ko  more,  no  more  I  my  heart  dotfa  faint 
Wh«D  I  the  Ufa  recall 


Bring  iJowLTs,  they   san';,  briny  Sower*  i 

blown ; 
Bring  forest  blooms  of  name  unknown; 
Bring  budding  sprays  from  wood  and  wiU 
To  strew  the  bier  of  Lore,  the  child. 

Close  softly,  fondly,  while  yo  weep. 
Bis  eyes,  that  death  may  seem  like  sleep: 
And  fold  his  bands  in  dgn  of  rest. 
Ills  waxen  hands,  across  his  breast. 

And  make  his  grave  where  vidcts  tudsi 
'^^'bcre  star-flowers  strew  the  rivnlet'e  ah 
And  blue-birds,  in  the  misty  spring, 
Of  clondless  skies  and  summer  mng. 

Place  near  him,  as  ye  lay  him  low, 
Bis  idle  sbafis,  hia  loosened  bow. 
The  alkea  fillet  that  aronnd 
His  waggish  eyes  in  sport  he  wonnd. 

Bat  we  shall  mourn  him  long,  and  tni« 

His  ready  smile,  his  ready  kiss, 

The  patter  of  his  little  feet, 

Sweet  frowns  and  stammered  phraMeav< 


And  graver  looks,  serene 
A  light  of  heaven  in  thai 
All  these  shall  hannt  n'  < 
Shall  ache  and  ache— < 


dl 


WIHIFRBDA. 


,  bmd,  bIuU  fall  to  dun; 
tmws  waeto  with  rast ; 
>ve  tliat  MTtli  can  daim, 
Dory  and  a  name. 

nobler  part  shall  dwell, 
1  this  narrow  cell; 
a  now  we  hide  iVom  men 
^nnd,  ahall  live  agun— 

hem  clods,  a  form  of  light, 
mien  and  purer  sight, 
«nial  glor;  stand, 
Dearest  God's  right  hanil. 

WlUUM  COLLBK  BlIAl 


re  not  I  je  hapless  sons  of  clajl 
)t  wreaths  are  made  of  earthlj 

ire  made  to  &de  and  M  awaj- 

I  blossomed  forafew  short  huurs. 

,e  thing  ye  love  ma;  change ; 
may  cease  to  smile  on  you, 
naming  oyo  grow  cold  and  strange, 

II  warmly  beat,  yet  not  be  true. 

le  thiog  you  love  may  die — 
-om  the  gay  and  gladsome  earth ; 
LTH,  the  bine  and  smiling  »kj, 
'  grave,  as  once  npon  its  birtli. 

1  warning  vainly  said 
JUTS  as  in  years  gone  by ; 
halo  ronnd  the  dear  ones'  head, 
mortal,  till  tliey  change  or  die. 


SONNET, 
irhich  yo  misdeem,  fair  love, 

y  fear  to  lose  your  liberty; 
;  one,  two  hberties  ye  gain, 
I  him  buond  that  bondage  ei 


Sweet  ba  the  bands,  the  which  tme  tove  doth 
tye 
Withont  constraint,  or  dread  of  any  ill: 
The  gentle  bird  feels  no  captivity 
Within  her  cage ;  hot  ^g^  and  feeds  her 
fill; 
There  pride  dare  not  ^proach,  nor  discord 
spill 
Theleagae'twiittbem,  that  loyal  love  bath 
bound; 
But  simple  truth,  and  mntaal  good-will, 
Seeks,  with  sweet  peace,  to  salve  each 
other's  wound ; 
There  faith  doth  fearless  dwell  in  braaen 

tower, 
And  spotless  pleasure  boilds  her  saored  bow^'. 
EDHum  BrmsB. 

WINIFREDA, 

AwatI  let  naught  to  love  displeadug, 

My  Wini&eda,  move  your  care; 
Let  naught  delay  the  heavenly  blessing, 

Nor  squeamish  pride,  nor  gloomy  fear. 
What  though  no  grants  of  royal  donors 

With  pompous  titles  gr.ico  our  blood; 
We'll  sbiuo  in  more  substantial  honors, 

And  to  bo  noble  we'll  be  good. 

Our  name,  while  virtne  thus  we  tender. 
Will  sweetly  sonnd  where'er  't  is  spoke : 

And  all  the  great  ones,  they  shall  wonder 
now  they  respect  such  little  folk. 

What  though  from  fortune's  lavish  bounty 
No  mighty  treasures  we  possess; 

We'll  find  within  our  pittance  plenty, 
And  bo  content  withont  excess. 

Still  shall  each  kind  returning  season 

Sufficient  for  our  wiihes  give ; 
For  wo  wiU  live  a  life  of  reoson, 

And  that's  tho  only  life  to  live. 
Through  yonth  and  ago  in  love  eioelling, 

We'll  hand  in  hand  together  tread; 
Sweot-srailing peace  shall  erown  our  dwelling 

And  babes,  sweet-smiling  batws,  our  bed. 
How  sliould  I  love  tlie  pretty  creatures, 

While  'roaad  my  knees  they  fondly  clung, 
To  see  them  look  their  mother's  features, 

To  hear  them  lisp  tiheir  mot^^r^t  V»f;a&\ 
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And  wlien  with  envy,  time,  transported, 
Shall  think  to  rob  us  of  our  joys, 

Tou  Ul  in  your  girls  again  be  courted, 
And  ril  go  a-wooing  in  my  boys. 

AKONTMOnL 


SONG. 


Gatheb  ye  rose-buds  as  ye  may. 

Old  Time  is  still  a-flying ; 
And  this  same  flower  that  smiles,  to-day 

To-morrow  will  be  dying. 

Tlie  glorious  lamp  of  heaven,  the  sun, 

The  higher  he 's  a-getting, 
The  sooner  will  his  race  be  run, 

And  nearer  he 's  to  setting. 

The  age  is  best  which  is  the  first, 
When  youth  and  blood  are  warmer ; 

But  being  spent,  the  worse  and  worst 
Time  still  succeed  the  former. 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time. 
And  while  ye  may,  go  marry ; 

For  having  lost  but  once  your  prime, 
You  may  for  ever  tarry. 

BOBBRT  HXRSIOK. 


BRIDAL  SONG. 

To  the  sound  of  timbrels  sweet 
Moving  slow  our  solemn  feet, 
We  have  home  thee  on  the  road 
To  the  virgin's  blest  abode ; 
With  thy  yellow  torches  gleaming. 
And  thy  'scarlet  mantle  streaming, 
And  the  canopy  above 
Swaying  as  we  slowly  move. 

Thou  hast  left  the  joyous  feast, 

And  the  mirth  and  wine  have  ceased ; 

And  now  we  set  thee  down  before 

The  jealously-unclosing  door, 

lliat  the  favored  youth  admits 

Where  the  veiled  virgin  sits 

In  the  bliss  of  maiden  fear, 

Waiting  our  soft  tread  to  hear. 

And  the  music's  bri:«ker  din 

At  the  brido^room's  entering  in. 

Entering  in,  a  welcome  guest, 

To  the  duunber  of  his  rest. 

Hmr  Ear  Mjducah. 


EPITHALAMION. 

Ye  learned  sisters,  which  have  oftenti 
Beene  to  the  ayding  others  to  adorae, 
Whom  ye  thought  worthy  of  your  ( 

rymes. 
That  even  the  greatest  did  not  greatlj 
To  heare  theyr  names  sung  in  your 

lays. 
But  joyed  in  theyr  praise ; 
And  when  ye  list  your  own  misl 

mourne,    , 
Which  death,  or  love,  or  fortune's  wr 

rayse. 
Your  string  could  soone  to  saddei 

turne, 
And  teach  the  woods  and  waters  to  L 
Your  doleful  dreriment; 
Now  lay  those  sorrowfull  complaints ; 
And,  having  all  your  heads  with  ( 

crowned, 
Helpe  me  mine  owne  love's  prayses 

sound, 
Ne  let  the  same  of  any  be  envide. 
So  Orpheus  did  for  his  owne  bride ; 
So  I  unto  my  selfe  alone  will  sing ; 
The  woods  shall  to  me  answer,  and  n 

rmg. 

Early,  before  the  world's  light-giving 
nis  golden  beame  upon  the  hils  doth  i 
Having    disperst    the    night's    one! 

darope, 
Doe  ye  awake ;  and  with  fresh  lustyl 
Go  to  the  bowre  of  my  beloved  love, 
My  truest  turtle  dove ; 
Bid  her  awake ;  for  Hymen  is  awake, 
And  long  since  ready  forth  his  mi 

move, 
With  his  bright  torch  that  flames  wit 

a  flake, 
And  many  a  bachelor  to  waite  on  bin 
Li  theyr  fresh  garments  trim. 
Bid  her  awake  therefore,  and  soone  Le 
For  loel  the  wished  day  is  come  at  la 
That  shall,  for  all  the  paynes  and  m 

past, 
Fay  to  her  osury  of  long  deKf^l 
And,  whylest  she  doth  her  di|^t. 


EPITHALAMION'. 


e  T«  to  har  otjaj  ud  aolace  sing, 
U  all  the  woods  m&j  answer,  and  7oar 
echo  ring. 

ing  with  yon  all  the  njinpheH  that  f  i>u  can 

'Ji  of  the  riven  and  the  forests  greene, 
id  of  the  »ea  that  neighbonrs  to  her  neare ; 
I  with  gaj  girlands  goodlj  wel  beseene. 
id  let  them  also  with  them  bring  in  hand 
Mtlher  gay  girland, 

r  my  layre  love^  of  lillyee  and  of  rosea, 
nod,    true-lovo-n-ise,  with    a  bine    silk 

h1  let  them  make  greot  atora  of  briilale 

sd  let  tbem  eke  bring  etore  of  other  flow- 

D  deck  the  bridale  bowers. 
J^  let  tbe  ground  whereas  her  foot  sliull 
tread, 

'orlnre  tlie  stones  her  tender  foot  should 

Itstniftui  with  fragracit  flowers  all  along, 
JMJ  diapred  jyke  the  discolored  mend. 
iUch  done,  doe  ot  her  chamber  dore  awayt, 
or  die  will  waken  strajt ; 
ht  whiles  do  ye  this  song  unto  her  sing, 
ke  woods  shall  to  you  answer,  and  your 
echo  ring. 

'(  DTinphes  of  Utilla,  M'hich  with  carefull 
heed  I 

W  alTer-acaly  trouts  do  tend  full  well,  i 

ti  greedy  pikes  which  nsed  therein  to ' 
feed,  { 

Hio^  troDts  and  pikes  all  others  doe  ex- 
cell;)  I 

:id  Te,  likewise,  which  keepe  the  msby , 

lere  Bone  do  fishes  take —  i 

rnd  up  the  locks  the  which  bang  scattered  | 

light,  I 

od  in  bis  waters,  wliicb  yonr  mirror  make, : 
'liold  your  faces  as  the  ohristall  bright, 
lat  when  you  come  whereas  iny  lore  doth 

lie 
I  bJemiah  she  may  spie. 
hI  ekes  3^  lightfoot  mayds,  which  keepe 

tbe'dore 
at  on  tba  bowr  nionntayM  ^»ed  to  towre— 


And  the  wylde  wolves,  which  seeke  them  tc 
devoure, 

With  your  Steele  darts  doe  chace  from  com- 
ing neare— 

Be  also  present  here, 

To  helpe  to  decko  her,  and  to  help  to  King, 

That  all  the  woods  may  onswer,  and  yoni 
echo  ring. 

Wake  DOW,  my  love,  awake;  for  it  is  time: 
The  rosy  mome  long  since  left  Tithon's  bed, 
All  ready  to  her  silver  coacho  to  olyme ; 
And  Fhcobus  'gins  to  sliew  his  glorions  bed. 
Hark  I  liow  the  cbeerfuU  birds  do  channf 

tbejr  laies, 
And  carroll  of  love's  praise  t 
The  merry  larke  his  mattins  sings  aloft; 
The  thrush    replyes;    the    mavis    deecant 

playes ; 
The  ouzell  shrills;  the  ruddoek  warbles  soil: 
So  goodly  nil  agree,  with  sweet  consent. 
To  this  daye's  merrimeut. 
Ah !  my  deare  love,  why  do  ye  sleepe  thu- 

long? 
When  metter  wuri:  that  ye  shonld  nnw  awiilii', 
T'  awayt  tlie  cummingofyuur  joyous  mal>t-: 
And  hearki'ii  to  the  birds'  luvL--learned  »mii. 
The  dewy  loaves  among! 
Fur  they  of  joy  mid  pleasance  to  yon  sing, 
Thiit  all  the  woods  thcni  answer,  and  theyr 

echo  ring. 

My  love  is  now  awake  out  of  her  dreame; 
And  her  fayro  eyes,  like  stars  that  dimmed 

With  darksome  cloud,  now  shew  tbeyr  goodly 

More  bright  than  Hesperus  his  head  doth 

Come  now,  ye  dntn^ls.  dimghters  of  delight, 

Ilelpo  quickly  her  to  dlghtl 

But  Hrst  come,  ye  fayre  liourcs,  which  were 

In  Joro's  sweet  paradise  of  day  and  nigbl; 
Which  ihi  the  si'iisons  of  tlio  year  allot; 
And  all  that  ever  in  tliis  world  is  fayre. 
Do  make  and  still  rcpayrel 
And  yc,  thrvo  handmayds  of  the  Cypriau 

(ineone, 
The  wtiicli    do  still    adorn  her  beauteous 

pride, 
Helpe  to  adorn  my  beantifullest  bridft; 
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And,  as  ye  lier  arroj,  stiU  throw  between 
Some  graces  to  be  seenc ; 
Aud,  as  ye  used  to  Venus,  to  her  ting. 
The  wliiies  the  wooda  shnl  answer,  and  yoor 
echo  ring. 

Now  ia  niT  lore  nil  ready  forth  tooome— 

Let  all  the  virgins,  therefore,  well  awnyt ; 

And  yo  fresh  bojH,  that  tend  apon  her  groorne, 

Prejiare  yoarselves;  for  he  is  eommiog  strojt. 

Bel  all  your  things  in  soemely-good  arny, 

Fit  for  so  joyfull  day— 

The  joyfulcst  day  that  ever  ann  did  see. 

Fair  sun  1  shew  forth  thy  favooraUe  ray, 

And  let  thy  lifuU  heat  not  ferrent  he, 

For  fearo  of  burning  her  snnshyny  toce. 

Her  beauty  to  disgrace. 

O  favrcst  PhiEbus!  father  of  the  Muse! 

Tf  ever  I  did  liouonr  tliee  aright, 

Or  sing  the  thing  that  mote  thy  minde  de- 

lifjht. 
Do  not  thy  servant's  simple  boone  refuM ; 
But  let  this  day,  let  tliis  one  day,  he  mine ; 
Lot  all  the  rest  be  thine. 
Then  I  thy  aorerayne  prnjcses  lond  will  sinj;. 
Iliflt  all  the  wooda  shnl  answer,  and  theyr 

echo  ring. 

Harke  I  huw  the  minstrels  'gin  to  shtill  alond 
Their  merry  mneick  that  resounds  from  far — 
The  pipe,  the  tabor,  and  the  trembling  crond 
That  well  agree  withomon  breach  or  jar. 
Bat  moat  of  all  the  damsels  do  delite 
When  they  tlielr  tymbrels  amyte. 
And  thereunto  do  dannce  and  carrol  sweet. 
That  all  the  sences  they  do  ravish  qnite ; 
The  whilea  the  boye«  mu  np  and  doane  the 

Btreet, 
Crying  alond  with  strong,  eonfnsed  noyce, 
As  if  it  wore  one  voyce ; 
Hymen,  lo  llyman,  Hymen  !  they  do  shont. 
That  even    to  the   heavens  theyr  shouting 

shriU 
Doth  reach,  and  all  the  firmament  doth  fill ; 
To  which  the  peiiple  standing  all  about, 
As  in  approvnnce,  do  thereto  applaud, 
And  lond  adviiunco  her  land ; 
And  evermore  they  Hymen,  Hymen  I  wng, 
Tliat  all  thn  wood?  them  answer,  and 

echo  ring. 


Loe  I  where  she  enmea  along  with  [>onlj  j* 
Lyke  Phffibe,  from  her  cbamber  of  the  etc 
Aryaing  forth  to  mn  her  mighty  raee, 
Clad  oil  in  white,  that  seems  a  virgin  liesl. 
So  well  it  her  beseems  that  ye  woald  wnd 
Some  angell  she  hod  beone. 
Her  long,  loose,  yellow  locks,  lyke  (^lA 

Sprinkled  with  perle,  and  perllng  fiewn 

atweone, 
Do  lyke  a  golden  mantle  her  attyro; 
And,  being  crowned  with  a  prland  greeiUi 
Seem  lyke  some  mayden  qneene. 
Her  modest  eyes,  abashed  lo  behold 
So  many  gaiera  aa  on  her  do  siare, 
Upon  the  lowly  groand  affixed  ore; 
Ne  dnre  lilt  up  lier  c<mDt«naneo  too  boU. 
Bat  blush  to  heare  her  prayses  aiing  m  liw 
So  tlarre  from  being  proud. 
Nathlesse  do  ye  still  loud  her  prayses  mf. 
That  ail  the  woods  may  answer,  and  }u< 

echo  ring. 

Tell  me,  yc  merehauta'  daughters,  did  ye  n 
So  fayre  a  creature  in  yimr  towne  befurf  I 
So  sweet,  bo  lovely,  and  eo  mild  as  she, 
Adornd   with   beauty's   grace    and  vertm 

store t 
Ile^goodly  eyes  lyke  aaphyrea  ohining  brigh 
Her  forehead  ivory  white ; 
Her  eheekes  lyke  apples  wbich  the  sun  It 

mdded  ; 
Her  lips  lyke  cherries  charming  men  to  bji 
Her  brest  lyke  to  a  bowl  of  cream  tmcnidde 
Her  paps  lyke  lyllies  budded  ; 
Her  anon-ie  oecko  lyke  to  a  marble  towre: 
And  all  her  body  like  a  pallace  fayre, 
Asocnding  up  with  many  a  stately  siayrc 
To  honor's  seat  and  chastity's  sweet  hoin 
Why  stand  ye  still,  yo  virgins,  in  amaze 
Upon  lier  so  to  gaze, 

Whilea  ve  forget  your  former  lay  to  sag, 
To  which  the   wooda  did  answer,  and  ji 

echo  ring  ? 

lint  if  ye  saw  that  which  no  eyes  0:11!  - 
The  inivard  bennty  of  her  lively  sprj. 
Oornialit  with  heavenly  gifts  ol  hie);  <1 
then  wodd  } 
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and  utoniaht,  I;ke  to  those  which  red 
te'a  nuiefiil  hed. 

Swells  sweet  love,  and  constant  chas- 
tity, 
:ted  fajth,  and  comely  womanhood, 

I  of  honour,  and  mild  modesty ; 
Tsrtae  raynes  as  qoeese    in    royal 

vetb  lawes  alone, 
bich  the  base  affections  do  obey, 
»ld  theyr  services  unto  her  will ; 
<nght  of  things  uncomely  over  may 

0  approach,  to  tempt  her  miod  to  ill. 

i  oDcd  seene  these  her  celestial  treas- 

ire*ealed  pleasnres, 

wonld   ye  wonder,  and    her  prayses 

sing, 

II  the  woods  sLonld  answer,  and  yonr 
echo  ring. 

he  temple  gates  onto  my  love  t 
iiem  wide,  that  she  may  enter  in ! 

1  the  poalea  adome  aa  doth  behnvo, 

.1  the  ptllars  deck  with  girlnnds  trim, 
rweyve  this  saynt  with  honour  dew, 
niiimetii  in  to  yon  ! 
rembling  steps  and  hnmble  reverence 
mmetli  in  before  tli'  Almighty's  view. 
I  ye  virgins,  learne  obedience, — 
so  ye  come  into  those  holy  places, 
able  yonr  prond  faces, 
bcr  np  to  tb'  high  altar,  that  she  may 
i^red  ceremonies  there  pnrtahe, 
hich  do  endlesse  matrimony  make ; 
t  the  roaring  organs  loudly  play 
ai*es  of  the  Lord  in  lively  notes; 
liiles,  with  hollow  throates, 
ori^era  thejoyons  anthcroo  sing, 
Jt   the  woods  may  answer,  and  their 
echo  ring. 

.1  whiles  she  before  the  altar  standi, 
g  the  holy  priest  that  to  ber  Epeakes, 
easeth  her  with  his  two  happy  hund^, 
tie  red  roses  flash  up  in  her  cheekes, 
ii«  pnre  snow  with  goodly  vcrmill 

rimson  dyde  In  graync : 

TM  UiB  angels,  which  eontmnally 

%iW<g<^ri*W  4o  temoine. 


Forget  their  service  and  aboni  her  tlj, 
Ofte  peeping  in  her  face,  that  sennu  more 

fayre 
The  more  they  on  it  stare. 
Bat  her  sad  eyes,  stjll  fastened  on  the  ground. 
Are  governed  with  goodly  modesty, 
That  suffers  not  one  look  to  glaunce  awry 
'Which  may  let  in  a  little  thoaght  unsound. 
Why  blosh  ye,  love,  to  give  to  me  your  hand. 
The  pledge  of  all  onr  band  I 
Sing,  ye  sweet  angels,  alleluya  sing. 
That  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  yonr 


Now  all  is  dona:   bring  home  the    bride 

Bring  home  the  triumph  of  onr  victory ; 
Bring  home  with  you  the  glory  of  her  gaine — 
Withjoyance  bring  her  and  with  jollity. 
Never  had  man  morejoyfiill  day  then  this, 
Whom  heaven  would  beape  with  bliss. 
Hake  feast  therefore  now  all  thb  live-lonft 

This  day  for  ever  to  me  holy  is. 

Poure  out  the  wine  without  reslraint  or  ^isj— 

Poure  not  by  cups,  but  by  the  belly-fiill— 

Poure  out  lo  all  that  wall ! 

And  sprinkle  al!  the  postes  and  walls  with 

That  they  may  sweat  and  drunken  be  witli.Vil 
Crowne  ye  god  Bacchus  with  a  corona!!, 
And  Hymen  also  crowne  with  wreaths  o( 

And  let  the  Graces  daunco  unto  the  rest. 

For  they  can  do  it  best ; 

The  whiles  the  inaydens    do    theyr    carrol 

Biog, 
To  which  the  woods  shall  answer,  and  theyi 

echo  ring. 

King  ye  the  bells,  ye  yong  men  of  the  tow  no. 
And  leave  your  wonted  labors  for  this  day  : 
This  day  is  holy — do  ye  write  it  downe, 
That  ye  for  ever  it  remember  may, — 
This  day  the  sun  is  in  his  chiefest  hight. 
With  Bamaby  the  bright. 
From  whence  declining  daily  by  degrees, 
Ue  somewhat  loscth  of  his  heat  and  light, 
"When  once  the  Crab  behind  his  back  he  ■^■'•- 
But  for  tliia  time  it  ill -ordained  wivs 
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To  obooBe  tbe  longest  day  in  all  the  jonre, 
And    Bliortest   night,    wIibd    longest   fitter 

Yet  never  day  so  long  bnt  late  would  passe. 
Ring  ye  the  bells,  to  make  it  weare  away. 
And  bonfires  make  all  doy ; 
And  dauDGo  aboot  tbem,  and  about  tbcm  sing, 
Tbat  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  yoar 
echo  ring. 

Ah  I  when  will  this  long  weary  day  have  end. 
And  leiido  me  leave  to  come  ani 
How  slowly  do  the  huuras  thi 

spcQd I 
How  slowly  dooa  sad  Time  bis  fei 
Hast  tbce,  O  fuyrest  plnnut,  to  tL 
Within  tbe  westemo  foume; 
Tby  tyred  stecdes  long  siaeehave 
l,ong  tliuugh  It  be,  at  last  I  see  i' 
And    tbe   brigbti   eveuing-star 

Appearo  out  ol'  tbe  east. 

PayrecbJldiil'  tieaatyl  glorious  lamp  of  iuie. 

Tliat  oil  the  liost  of  heaven  in  rankea  dost 

lead, 
And  guidost  lovers  throngh  tbe  night's  sad 

How  cberefidly  tlioo  lookest  from  above, 
And  geeni'st  io  laugh  atwecne  thy  twinkling 

light, 
As  joying  in  the  sight 
Of  these  gind  many,  which  for  joy  do  sing. 
That  nil  the  woods  them  answer,  and  tbeir 

echo  ring. 

Xow  eea-io,  yo  damsels,   your  delighta  foi'e- 

Enuugh  it  is  that  all  the  day  was  yonres. 
Now  day  is  done,  and  night  is  niglung  fast ; 
Now  bring  the  brydo  into  tlio  hrydall  bowres. 
Tbe  night  is  come,  now  soon  lier  disarray, 
.\nd  in  her  bed  her  lay ; 
Lay  her  in  lyllies  and  in  violets; 
And  silken  curtains  over  her  display. 
And  odoiml  sheets,  and  arras  coverlets. 
Heboid  how  goodly  my  faire  love  does  lye, 
In  prond  buniililyl 

Ijko  unto  ilain,  when  as  Jove  her  took 
In  Tenipe,  lying  on  the  flowry  grass, 
Twiit  sleepo  and  wake,  after  she  weary  was, 
Wiih  bathing  in  the  Acidalian  brooke. 


Now  it  is  ntgbt-^e  damads  may  be  gdna, 
And  leave  my  love  alone ; 
And  leave  likewise  your  former  lay  to  sinj; 
The  woods  uo  more  aball  answer,  nor  jm 
eebo  ring. 

Now  welcome,    night  I    thou  night  so  In^ 

expected, 
Tbat  long  date's  labour  doest  at  last  defraj, 
Aud  all  my  cares  which  omell  love  co11m«4 
Tlniit  Bummd  in  one,  and  cancelled  for  tyt'. 

d  thy  broad  wing  over  my  love  mi  at, 

no  man  may  us  see; 

in  thy  sable  mantle  ob  enwrap, 

feare  of  periU  and  foule  horror  fn* 

0  false  trca»)n  seeke  ne  to  ontrAp, 
iny  dread  diaqniet  once  annoy 
afety  of  our  joy; 

st  the  night  be  calme,  and  ijuielsomi, 
mt  tempestuous  storms  or  sad  afrsj: 
Be  when  Jove  with  fayre  Aicmeimlir, 

1  he  begot  tbe  great  Tirynthian  grovne 
ke  as  when  ho  with  thy  selfa  did  Ivr 

And  begot  M^esty. 

And  let  tbe  moyda  and  yongmen  cease  to  Mg 
Ke  lot  tho  woods  them  answer,  nor  l!i*y 
echo  ring. 

Let  no  lamenting  cryea,  nor  doleitil  tearw, 
Be  heard  all  night  within,  nor  yet  withont; 
Ne  let  false  whispers,  breeding  hidden  fearH 
Brcako  gentle  sleepe  with  misconceived  doni 
l.et  no  deluding  dreames,  nor  dreadfol  slgbia 
Make  sudden,  sad  affrights ; 
Ne  let  house-fyres,  nor  lightning's  helple 

harmes, 
No  let  tbe  pouke,  nor  other  evill  sprighls. 
No    let    mischievous    witches    with    ihei 

charmes. 
No  let  hob-goblins,  names  whose  senM  v 

Fray  us  with  things  Ibat  bo  not ; 

Let  not  the  shriecb-owlc,  nor  the  storke,  I 

Nor  the  night  raven,  that  still  deadly  yells 
Nor  dnmned   ghosts,   cald    up  with   migh 

spells; 
Nor  gricsly  vultures  make  us  once  affeord. 
Ne  let  th'  unpleasant  quire  of  froga  still  on 


EPITHALAHIOIf  . 


M  of  these  thejr  drearj  accents  sing 
the  Tooda  them  answer,  nor  tbeyr 
Coring. 

stil  ailence  trQ«  night-watches  keepe, 
cred  peace  maj  in  aasorance  rayne, 
melj  sleep,  when  it  is  tfine  to  aleep«, 
are  his  limbs  forth  on  your  pleasant 

iles  an  hondred  little  winged  Loves, 

ren-felhered  doves, 

f  and  flutter  round  &boat  the  bed, 

the  secret  darke,  that  none  reproves, 

retf  stealtfaes  shall  worker  and  snares 

iball  spread 

I  awa;  sweet  snatches  of  delight, 

Id  through  oovert  ni^L 

aea  of  Venus  plaj  jonr  sports  at  will  I 

tedj  pleasare,  caretene  of  yonr  toyes, 

more  upon  her  paradise  of  Jojob 

rbat  je  do,  albeit  good  or  ill. 

bt  therefore  attend  yonr  merry  pla;, 

will  soono  be  day : 

one  doth  hinder  ;ou,  that  mj  or  sing 

J  the  wooda  now  anawer.  nor  your 

echo  ring. 

3  the  same,   which   at  my   window 

peepest 

»e  is  that  fayre  face  that  shines  so 

bright? 

it  Cinlhia,  she  that  never  sleepes. 

\ii»  aboDt  high  Heaven  nil  the  night? 

\-l  goddeiise,  do  thoo  not  onvy 

e  with  me  to  spy ; 

>n  likewise  didat  lovo,  thongh  now  un- 

thoDght, 

r  a  fleece  of  wool,  which  privily 

■atmian    shepherd    onco   nnto    thee 

brought, 

asores  with  thco  wrought. 

;ire  to  ns  be  favorable  now; 

h  of  women's  laboars  thou  hodt  charge, 

neration  goodly  dost  enlarge, 

» thy  will  t'  effect  onr  wislifull  vow, 

le  chast  womb  informc  with  timely 

isy  oar  comfort  breed : 
ich  we  oeise  onr  hopefnll  hap  to  sing; 
the  wood*  ns  answer,  nor  onr  echo 
ring. 


And  thon,  giwt  Juno  I    which  with  awfnt 

might 
The  lawes  of  wedlock  still  dost  patronize; 
And  the  religion  of  the  &ith  first  plight 
With  sacred  rites  hast  taught  to  solemnize; 
And  eke  for  comfort  often  called  art 
Of  women  in  their  smart — 
Eternally  bmd  thon  this  lovely  bond, 
And  all  thy  blesunga  nnto  us  impart 
And  thou,  glad  geniusi  in  whoso  gentle  hand 
The  brydale  bowre  and  geniall  bed  remaine. 
Without  blemish  or  staine ; 
And  the  sweet  pleasures  of  tbeyr  love's  delighl 
With  secret  ayde  dost  succour  and  supply. 
Till  they  bring  forth  the  irnitful  progeny ; 
Send  OS  the  timely  fruit  of  this  same  night ; 
And  thon,  fayre  Hebe  I  and  thon,  Hymen  free! 
Grant  that  it  may  so  be ; 
Till  which  we  cease  your  further  prrise  to  ang, 
Ne  any  wood  shall  answer,  noryonr  echo  ring. 

And  ye,  high  heavens,  the  temple  of  the  gods. 
In  which  a  thousand  torches  fiaming  bright 
Do  buroe,  that  to  us  wrutcliod  earthly  clods 
In  dreadful  dorkucsse  lend  desired  light; 
And  nil  ye  powers  which  in  tlio  same  re^ 

mayne. 
Mure  tlian  we  men  can  fayne — 
Poure  out  your  blessing  on  us  plentiously. 
And  happy  influence  upon  us  raine. 
That  we  may  raise  a  large  posterity. 
Which,  from  the  earth  which  tliey  may  long 


With  lasting  happinesse. 
Up  to  yonr  haughty  pallaces  may  mount; 
And,  for  the  guerdon  of  theyr  glorious  merit, 
Moy  heavenly  tabernacles  there  inherit, 
Of  blessed  saints  for  to  increase  the  count. 
So  lot  na  rest,  sweet  lovo,  in  hope  of  this, 
And  cease  til)  then  our  tymeljjoyes losing; 
The  woods  no  more  na  answer,  nor  onr  echc 
ring. 

Song!  made  in  lici  nfmany  omamenU, 

Wilhicliiehmi/loceilioiildduli/hactbeendcei-t 

Which  tutting  off  through  hatty  aceidtntt. 

Ye  voald  not  ttay  your  dv«  time  to  ezpeet. 

J3uC promiil both  lorteompeiu; 

Be  unto  her  a  goodly  omamtnt, 

And/or  ihort  time  an  endlette  monvment ! 


aik) 
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EPirnALAMimL 

I  SAW  two  clouds  at  morning, 

Tinged  hj  the  rising  snn, 
And  in  the  dawn  thej  floated  on, 

And  mingled  into  one ; 
I  thought  that  morning  doud  was  blest, 
It  moved  so  sweetly  to  the  west 

I  saw  two  summer  currents 
Flow  smoothly  to  their  meeting, 

And  join  their  course  with  silent  force, 
In  peace  each  other  greeting ; 

Calm  was  their  course  through  banks  of 
green. 

While  dimpling  eddies  played  between. 

Such  be  your  gentle  motion, 
Till  lifers  last  pulse  shall  beat ; 

Like  summer's  beam,  and  summer's  stream, 
Float  on,  in  joy,  to  meet 

A  calmer  sea,  where  storms  shall  cease — 

A  purer  sky,  where  all  is  peace. 

Jonr  O.  C  Bbaixau». 


NOT  OURS  THE  VOWS. 

N'oT  ours  the  tows  of  such  as  plight 
Their  troth  in  sunny  weather, 

While  leaves  are  green,  and  skies  are  bright, 
To  walk  on  flowers  together. 

tint  we  have  loved  as  those  who  tread 

The  thorny  path  of  sorrow. 
With  clouds  above,  and  cause  to  dread 

Yet  deeper  gloom  to-morrow. 

That  thorny  path,  those  stormy  skies, 
Have  drawn  our  spirits  nearer; 

And  rendered  us,  by  sorrow's  ties, 
Each  to  the  other  dearer. 

Love,  bom  in  hours  of  joy  and  mirth, 
With  mirth  and  joy  may  perish; 

That  to  which  darker  hours  gave  birth 
Still  more  and  more  we  cherish. 

[t  looks  beyond  the  clouds  of  time. 

And  through  death's  shadowy  portal ; 

Made  by  adversity  sublime, 

By  faith  and  hope  inmiortal. 

BWMMAMD  BaBNU. 


MY  LOVE  HAS  TALKED. 

Ht  love  has  talked  with  rocks  and  trees ; 
He  finds  on  misty  mountain-ground 
His  own  vast  shadow  glory-crowned 

He  sees  himself  in  all  he  sees. 

Two  partners  of  a  married  life, — 

I  looked  on  these  and  thought  of  th< 
In  vastness  and  in  mystery. 

And  of  my  spirit  as  of  a  wife. 

These  two,  they  dwelt  with  eye  on  eye  ; 
Their  hearts  of  old  have  beat  in  tur 
Their  meetings  made  December  Jnn 

Their  every  parting  was  to  die. 

Their  love  has  never  passed  away; 
The  days  she  never  can  forget 
Are  earnest  that  he  loves  her  yet, 

Whate'er  the  faithless  people  say. 

Her  life  is  lone— he  sits  apart — 

He  loves  her  yet — she  will  not  weej 
Though,  rapt  in  matters  dark  and  t 

He  seems  to  slight  her  simple  heart. 

He  thrids  the  labyrinth  of  the  mind; 
He  reads  the  secret  of  the  star — 
He  seems  so  near  and  yet  so  far ; 

He  looks  so  cold :  she  thinks  him  kind. 

She  keeps  the  gift  of  years  before — 
A  withered  violet  is  her  bliss ; 
She  knows  not  what  his  greatness  it 

For  that,  for  all,  she  loves  h\m  more. 

For  him  she  plays,  to  him  she  sings 
Of  early  faith  and  plighted  vows; 
She  knows  but  matters  of  the  houM 

And  he — he  knows  a  thousand  things. 

Her  faith  is  fixed  and  cannot  move ; 
She  darkly  feels  him  great  and  wis< 
She  dwells  on  him  with  fidthful  ey 

*'  I  cannot  understand — ^I  love." 

Altemd  Twann 
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THOU  WERT  BY  MY  SIDE,  MY  LOVE. 

Iv  thou  wert  by  my  side,  my  loye. 
How  fast  would  evening  fail 

In  green  Bengala's  palmy  grovo, 
TJsteDing  the  nightingale ! 

If  thou,  my  love,  wert  by  my  side. 

My  babies  at  my  knee, 
How  gayly  woold  our  pinnace  glide 

O'er  Gonga's  mimic  sea  ! 

I  miss  thee  at  the  dawning  gray, 
When,  on  oxa  deck  reclined, 

In  careless  ease  my  limbs  I  lay 
And  woo  the  cooler  wind. 

I  miss  thee  when  by  Gnnga's  stream 

My  twilight  steps  I  guide, 
Bat  most  beneath  the  lamp's  pale  beam 

I  miss  thee  from  my  side. 

I  spread  my  books,  my  pencil  try, 
The  lingering  noon  to  cheer, 

But  miss  tliy  kind,  approving  eye, 
Thy  meek,  attentive  ear. 

But  when  at  morn  and  eve  the  star 

Beholds  me  on  my  knee, 
I  feel,  though  thou  art  distant  far. 

Thy  prayers  ascend  for  me. 

Then  on!  then  on!  where  duty  leads. 

My  course  be  onward  stiU, 
O'er  broad  Hindostan's  sultry  inoads. 

O'er  bleak  Almorah's  hill. 

That  course  nor  Delhi's  kingly  gates. 

Nor  mild  Malwah  detain  ; 
For  sweet  the  bliss  us  both  awaits 

By  yonder  western  main. 

Tbj  toiW6f%  BiMmbay,  gleam  bright,  they 


Uneaea; 
tjoBl^aiidgaj 

•  Hi 


A  WISH. 

MmE  be  a  cot  beside  the  hill; 

A  bee-hive's  hum  shall  soothe  my  ear ; 
A  willowy  brook,  that  turns  a  mill. 

With  many  a  fall  shall  linger  near. 

The  swallow  oft  beneath  my  thatch 
Shall  twitter  ft'om  her  day-bmlt  nest ; 

Oft  shaU  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch. 
And  share  my  meal,  a  welcome  guest 

Around  my  ivied  porch  shall  spring 
Each  fragrant  flower  that  drinks  the  dew  ^ 

And  Lucy,  at  her  wheel,  shall  dug 
In  russet  gown  and  apron  blue. 

The  village  church  among  the  trees, 
Where  first  our  marriage  vows  were  given 

With  merry  peals  shall  swell  the  breeze 
And  point  with  taper  spire  to  heaven. 

SAmrsL  BoGSBA. 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING. 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing, 
This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 


I  never  saw  a  fairer, 

I  never  lo'ed  a  dearer, 

And  neist  my  heart  I  '11  wear  her. 

For  fear  my  jewel  tine. 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing. 
This  sweet  wee  wife  of  mine. 

The  warld's  wrack,  we  share  c  't, 
The  warstle  and  the  care  o  't, 
Wi'  her  I'll  blythely  bear  it, 
And  think  rav  lot  divine. 
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POEMS    OF    LOVE. 


THE  FIRESroE. 

Dear  Chloe,  while  the  busy  crowd, 
rhe  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  prond, 

In  folly^s  maze  advance ; 
riioagh  singolarity  and  pride 
Bo  called  our  choice,  we  '11  step  aside, 

Nor  join  the  giddy  dance. 


From  the  gay  world  we  '11  oft  retire 
fo  our  own  family  and  fire, 

Where  love  our  hours  employs ; 
N^o  noisy  neighbor  enters  here. 
No  intermeddling  stranger  near, 

To  spoil  our  heartfelt  joys. 

If  solid  happiness  we  prize. 
Within  our  breast  this  jewel  lies. 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam ; 
The  world  hath  nothing  to  bestow — 
From  our  own  selves  our  bliss  must  flow, 

And  that  dear  hut,  our  home. 

Though  fools  spurn  Hymen's  o^entle  powers, 
We,  who  improve  his  golden  hours, 

By  sweet  experience  know 
That  marriage,  rightly  understood, 
Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good 

A  paradise  below. 

Our  babes  shall  richest  comforts  bring; 
If  tutored  right,  they  '11  prove  a  spring 

Whence  pleasures  ever  rise ; 
We  '11  form  their  minds  with  studious  care 
To  all  that's  manly,  good,  and  fair. 

And  train  them  for  the  skies. 


While  they  our  wisest  hours  engage. 
They'll  joy  our  youth,  support  our  age. 

And  crown  our  hoary  hairs; 
They  '11  grow  in  virtue  every  day, 
And  thus  our  fondest  loves  repay. 

And  recompense  our  cares. 

No  borrowed  joys,  they  're  all  our  own, 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown, 


Or  by  the  world  forgot; 
Honarchs!  we  envy  not  your  state-  • 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great, 

And  bless  our  humble  lot. 

Our  portion  is  not  large,  indeed; 
But  then  how  little  do  we  need, 

For  nature's  calls  are  few ; 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lieSr 
To  want  no  more  than  may  suffioe. 

And  make  that  little  do. 


We  'U  therefore  relish  with  content 
Whate'er  kind  Providence  has  sent, 

Nor  aun  beyond  our  iK)wer; 
For,  if  our  stock  be  very  small, 
'T  is  prudence  to  eigoy  it  all. 

Nor  lose  the  present  hour. 

To  be  resigned  when  ills  betide, 
Patient  when  favors  are  denied. 

And  pleased  with  favors  given — 
Dear  Ohloe,  this  is  wisdom^s  part, 
Thb  is  that  incense  of  the  heart, 

Whose  fragrance  smells  to  heaveu« 

We  '11  ask  no  long-protracted  treat, 
Since  winter-life  is  seldom  sweet ; 

But,  when  our  fbast  is  o'er, 
GrateM  from  table  we  '11  arise. 
Nor  grudge  our  sons,  with  envious  eyes. 

The  relics  of  our  store. 

Thus  hand  in  hand  through  life  we'll  go; 
Its  chequered  paths  of  joy  and  woe 

With  cautious  steps  we  '11  tread ; 
Quit  its  vain  scenes  witliout  a  tear. 
Without  a  trouble,  or  a  fear, 

And  mingle  with  the  dead ; 


While  conscience,  like  a  faithful  friend, 
Shall  through  the  gloomy  vale  attend. 

And  cheer  our  dying  breath — 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  cease, 
Like  a  kind  angel  whisper  peace, 

'And  smooth  the  bed  of  death. 

Katkaxibl  Oona 


THE    POET'S    BBIDAL-DAT    SONO. 


POETS  BEIDAL-DAT  SONG. 

love's  lite  the  steadfast  gDn, 
■na  that  deepen  as  they  run ; 
ry  haira,  nor  forty  years, 
Dents  hetween  sighs  and  tears, 
its  of  thongbt,  nor  days  of  pain, 
iins  of  glory  dreamed  in  vain, 
tb,  nor  Hwaetest  song  that  flows 
*  Joys  and  soften  woes, 
ce  my  heart  or  fancy  flee, 
nent,  my  sweet  wife,  from  thee. 

lila  I  mnse,  I  see  thee  sit 

m  bloom  and  matron  wit, 

itle  as  when  first  I  sued, 

I,  hnt  of  sedater  mood ; 

heart  leaps  as  fond  for  theo 

I,  beneath  Arbigland  tree, 

ed  and  wooed,  and  thought  the  moon 

be  sea  an  bonr  too  soon ; 

red  'mid  the  falling  dew, 

■oks  were  fond  and  words  were  few. 

I  see  amilinif  at  thy  feet 
i  :md  ao  fair  daughter  sweet, 
e,  and  core,  and  birtlitimo  woea 
amed  thine  eye  and  touched  tbyrose, 
and  thoughts  of  thee,  belong 
r  cbanns  me  in  tale  or  song, 
ords  descend  like  dews,  nnsoaght, 
^aros  of  deep,  enthusiast  thought, 
ey  iu  her  hearen  flies  free, 
3ie,  my  lore,  they  come  from  thee. 

:u  more  thought  we  gave,  of  old, 
-,  than  some  give  to  gold, 
weet  to  sit  and  ponder  o'er 
I  should  deck  our  humble  bower ; 
weet  to  pull,  in  hope,  with  theo, 
icn  fruit  of  fortune's  tree; 
Jeter  stQl  to  choose  and  twine 
id  for  that  brow  of  thine^ 
wreath  which  may  grace  my  Jean, 
i-ers  flow,  and  woods  grow  green. 

B  there  come,  as  come  there  ought, 
lomenta  of  sedater  thought, 
■rtime  frowns,  nor  lends  our  night 
■m  of  her  Inconstant  light ; 


And  hope,  that  decks  the  peasant's  bower, 
Shines  like  a  rainbow  throngh  the  shower ; 
Oh  then  I  see,  while  seated  nigh, 
A  mother's  heart  shine  in  thine  eye, 
And  prond  resolve  and  purpose  meek. 
Speak  of  thee  more  than  words  can  speak. 
I  think  this  wedded  wife  of  mine, 
The  beat  of  all  that 's  not  divine. 


TO  8ABAH. 

One  happy  yew  has  fled.  Sail, 

^oe  you  were  all  my  own ; 
The  leaves  have  felt  the  antnmn  blight. 

The  wintry  storm  bos  blown. 
We  heeded  not  the  cold  blast. 

Nor  the  winter's  ioy  air ; 
Fop  we  found  our  climate  in  the  heart, 

And  it  was  summer  there. 

The  mmmer  sun  is  bright,  Sail, 

The  Bkie9  are  pnre  in  hue — 
But  donds  will  sometimes  sadden  them, 

And  dim  their  lovely  blue; 
And  clonds  mny  come  to  us.  Sail, 

But  sure  they  will  not  stay ; 
For  there's  a  spell  in  fond  hearts 

To  chose  their  gloom  away. 

In  sickness  and  in  sorrow 

Thine  eyes  were  on  me  still. 
And  there  was  comfort  in  each  glance 

To  charm  the  sense  of  ill; 
And  were  they  absent  now.  Sail, 

I  'd  seek  my  bed  of  pain. 
And  bless  each  pang  that  gave  me  book 

Those  looks  of  love  again. 

Oh,  pleasant  is  the  welcome  kiss 

When  day's  dull  round  is  o'er, 
And  sweet  tlie  music  of  the  step 

That  meets  me  at  the  door. 
Though  worldly  cares  may  visit  ua, 

I  reck  not  when  tliej  fall. 
While  I  have  thy  kind  lips,  my  Soil, 

To  smile  away  them  alL 

Jnarm  Boimxi  Ihun 


FOEUa    or    LOTE. 


TIIE  POET'S  SONG  TO  HIS  WIFK 

How  man  J  sninincrs,  love» 

Have  I  been  tbinel 
How  manj  dnya,  tbou  dam. 

Host  thou  been  mine  | 
Time,  lite  the  winged  wiai 

When  't  bends  tbe  fiawtn. 
Hath  left  no  mark  behind, 

To  cmmttlie  hoarel 

Some  woig))t  of  thought,  though  lotli. 

On  thee  he  leaves; 
Some  lines  of  core  round  both 

Perhaps  he  weaves; 
Some  feare, — a  soft  regret 

For  jojB  scarce  known ; 
Sweet  looks  we  half  forget  ;— 

All  else  is  Sown! 

All !— With  what  tbanklfai  heart 

T  moarn  and  sing  I 
Look,  where  our  children  itart, 

Like  sadden  spring! 
With  tongues  oil  sweet  and  low, 

Like  a  pleasant  rhyme. 
They  teil  how  much  I  owe 

To  thee  and  time  I 


THE  BUSSFUL  DAT. 

Tub  day  returns,  my  bosom  bnrns, 
Tlie  bliaslul  day  we  twa  did  meet ; 

rho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toiled, 
Ne'er  stiramer  snn  was  half  sue  sweot. 


Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tidn,  | 
And  crossea  o'er  the  mitij  liie — 

Than  kingly  rubes,  and  crowns  hud  ^ 
Heaven  gave  me  more;  it  made  tha 

Wliile  day  and  night  can  bring  dcli^ 

Or  natnre  anght  uf  pleasure  girc — 
While  joys  above  my  mind  can  move, 

For  thee  and  thee  alone  I  live ; 
Wlien  that  grira  foe  of  life  below 

Oomea  In  between  to  make  ns  ptrt^ 
Tbe  iron  hand  that  breaks  onr  band, 

It  breaks  my  blla — it  breaks  my  hei 


JOHN  ANDERSON. 

Jixn  Abdbrsos,  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  aeqnent, 
Yonr  locks  were  like  tbe  raveD, 

Tour  bonnla  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  bald,  John, 

Your  locks  are  llky  the  .=now ; 
But  blessings  on  yonr  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson,  nijjo! 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

We  clomb  the  hill  thegither ; 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John, 

We  'vo  bad  wi'  ane  anither; 
Now  wo  maon  totter  dona,  John. 

Bnt  baud  in  hand  we  '11  go. 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 


PART  V. 
POEMS      OF      AMBITION. 


pATBion  hare  toiled,  and  in  their  cooDti;'!  caiia.^ 
Uad  nobly ;  md  their  deeds,  u  they jleserre, 
Reeeiie  proud  recompenu.    We  giro  io  charge 
Their  Dames  to  Ibe  a»eet  Ijre.    The  historic  Unw, 
Pioad  or  the  treaaure,  marches  nith  it  doim 
To  latest  times  ;  and  Sculpture,  in  her  turn, 
QiTss  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brau 
To  gqard  them,  and  lo  immoitaliie  twr  Irust. 


Oh  courage  I  there  he  cornea ; 

What  ra;  uf  houor  round  about  him  [ooma  I 
Ob,  irbat  new  beams  Trom  bia  bright  ojes  do  j 
O  priocelj  port  I  presageful  couuteaance 
OThap  at  bund  [     lie  doth  doi  nicelj  prauk 
Id  clioquant  pomp,  .^  tome  ot  meanest  rauk. 
But  anued  in  ttcel ;  ibat  bright  habiliment 
Is  his  rich  valor's  so'e  rich  oruorce:.!. 


EliaTantJmarcbans 
CoDtre  leurs  caooDS ! 
k  trsTers  le  Ter,  le  feu  dea  baltaiUoDE, 
CouTODS  a  la  Tictoire ! 


perfect  beat  of  that  ceUatial  fire, 
at  HI  inBames  the  pure  heroic  breast, 
id  iUU  the  thought, that  it  cao  ucTer  real 
t  to  heaven  attain  ila  prime  desire. 


POEMS    OF   AMBITION. 


ena  of  Cloniim, 
nine  gods  be  cwore 
^cBt  house  of  TarqniD 
iiifier  wrong  no  more. 
ric  gods  he  swore  it, 
Tied  A  trTsting  i&j, 
his  messengers  ride  forth, 
vest  and  sontb  and  north, 


rest  and  Boath  and  north 
tsengers  ride  fast, 
r  and  town  and  cottage 
ard  the  trnmpet's  blast, 
the  false  Etruscan 
gers  in  his  home, 
sena  of  Clnrinm 
e  march  for  Rome  t 


nen  and  the  footmen 
ring  in  BmBin 
7  a  stately  market-place, 
any  a  fmitfol  plain, 
J  a  lonely  hamlet, 
hid  by  beech  and  pine, 
gle's  nest  hangs  on  the  creat 
le  Apennine; 
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From  lordly  Volaterrae, 

Where  aoowla  the  far-fiimed  hold 
Piled  by  the  hands  of  ^ants 

For  godlilce  kings  of  old ; 
From  sea-^rt  Fopnlonia, 

Whose  sentinels  descry 
Sardinia's  snowy  moantain-tops 

Fringing  the  sonthem  sky; 


From  the  prond  mart  of  Pisae, 

Qneen  of  the  western  waves, 
Where  ride  Massilia's  triremes, 

Heavy  with  fur-haired  slaves; 
From  where  sweet  Clanis  wanders 

Through  com  and  vines  and  flowers. 
From  where  Ooriooa  Hits  to  heaven 

Her  diadem  of  towers. 


Tall  are  the  oaks  whose  acorns 

Drop  in  dark  Auser's  rill; 
Fat  are  the  stags  that  champ  the  booghs 

Of  the  Ciminianhill; 
Beyond  all  streams,  CI  itumnns 

Is  to  the  herdsman  dear; 
Best  of  all  pools  the  fowler  loven 

The  great  Yolsinian  mere. 


Bnt  now  no  stroke  of  woodman 
Is  heard  by  Aoser's  rill; 

No  hnnter  tracks  the  stag's  green  patli 
Up  the  Giminian  hiU; 


U8 


P0EU8   OF    AMBITION. 


Uowatohed  along  ClitnniimB 
Grnzes  tlie  milk-wbite  ateer; 

Unharmeil  tho  wator-fowl  may  dip 
In  tlie  Volsininn  mere. 


And  witli  B  mighty  following:, 
To  Join  die  magUr,  come 

Tho  Tnacnlon  Maniiline, 
Frinco  uf  tbe  Latian  Dome. 


The  harveats  of  Airetinm, 

Tliia  year,  old  men  shall  rup; 
Tliia  jear,  jonng  boys  in  Umbro 

Sball  plango  the  Btrngg-I^ng  sheep ; 
And  in  tbe  vata  of  Luna, 

This  year,  the  must  ahiii 
Ronnd  tho  white  f<;et  of  It 

Wliose  sires  have  moroL 


Bnt  by  the  yellow  Tiber 

Was  tmnulc  &Dd  affright; 
From  all  the  epacioua  cLampsign 

To  Bome  men  took  their  eight 
A  mile  around  the  city  : 

The  throng  stopped  up  the  wsyii  , 
A  feiarful  eight  it  was  to  see  \ 

Through  two  long  nights  and  dapi, 


There  be  thirty  rhoaeii  | 

The  wiaest  of  tbe  Iwi^ 
Who  alway  by  Lars  Poi 

Both  morn  and  evenii 
Eveaing  and  mum  the  t 

Have  turned  tbe  vers 
Traced  from  the  right  oi.  ___ 

By  mighty  seera  of  yore; 


For  aged  folk  on  cmtchea, 

And  women  great  with  child, 
And  mothers,  sobbing  over  babe^ 

That  claag  to  them  and  smiled, 
And  sick  men  borne  in  litters 

High  on  the  necks  of  staves,         \ 
And  troops  of  snabnmed  hnsbandms 

With  reaping-hooks  and  staves, 


And  with  one  voice  the  thirty 

Have  their  glad  answer  given : 
■'Go  forth,  go  forth,  Lara  Poraena- 

Go  forth,  iwloved  of  heaven! 
Go,  and  return  in  glory 

To  Clnsinra's  royal  dome, 
And  hang  roand  Nnracia'a  altars 

The  golden  shields  of  Rome  I  " 


And  droves  of  mnles  and  asses 

Laden  with  akins  of  wine. 
And  endless  fiocks  of  goata  and  shwf 

And  endlesa  herda  of  kine, 
And  endless  trains  of  wagons, 

That  creaked  beneath  the  weight 
Of  corn-sacks  and  of  household  good 

Choked  every  roaring  gate. 


XL 

And  now  hath  every  city 

Sent  up  hor  tale  of  men; 
The  foot  are  fourscore  ihonsand. 

The  horse  aie  thousands  ten. 
Before  iho  gales  of  Sntrium 

111  met  tho  great  array ; 
A  proud  man  was  Lars  Porsena 

Upon  the  trysting  day. 


Now,  from  the  rock  Tarpeian, 

Could  the  wan  burghers  spy 
The  line  of  blazing  villages 

lied  in  the  midnight  sky. 
Tlio  fathcraof  the  city, 

They  sat  all  night  and  day. 
For  every  hour  some  horseman  o 

With  tidings  of  dismay. 


all  the  Etruscan  armies 
'ere  ranged  beneath  his  eye, 
banished  Roman, 
a  stout  ally ; 


And 


To  eastward  and  to  westward 
Have  spread  the  Tnscan  baoda, 

Nor  house,  nor  fence,  nor  dovecot. 
In  Cnistumeriuro  stands. 


TflrtMDiiB  down  to  Ostia 
Huh  waited  all  th«  pluo'; 

Altar  bath  (tormed  JaniODlam, 
And  the  stoat  goarda  are  alain. 


I  vis,  ia  all  the  aenkte 

There  wu  no  heart  bo  bold 
But  ure  it  ached,  and  faert  it  beat, 

ThsQ  that  ill  news  waa  told. 
Forthwith  ap  rose  the  consul, 

Cp  rose  the  &tbers  all ; 
In  bMa  the;  girded  up  their  gowns, 

And  Med  them  to  the  walL 


Thtj  bald  a  coonoil,  standing 

Before  the  river-fcate ; 
Sbort  time  was  there,  jt  well  ma;  gness. 

For  musing  or  debate. 
Ont  ipibe  the  consul  ronndl; : 

"Tie  bridge  mnat  straight  go  down ; 
For,  since  Janicnlnm  is  lost, 

!finght  else  can  aave  the  town." 


Jfiit  ;L«n  a  scoat  came  flTing, 

All  wild  with  haste  and  fear: 
"Toirmsl  toarmsl   air  ronsnl — 

Un  Poraena  is  here." 
0*  tbs  low  hills  to  westward 

TIm  Mmsnl  fixed  his  ej'e, 
'M  siw  the  swarth;  atorm  of  dust 

Bin  fiut  along  the  bVj. 


And  nearer  fast  and  nearer 

Doth  the  red  whirlwind  oorae; 
And  lender  Btill,and  still  more  lend, 
'no  Qsdemeath  that  rolling  clond, 
'■luard  the  trampets'  war-note  proad, 

The  trampling  and  the  ham. 
Aod  plainlj  and  more  plaiDl; 

Kow  throngli  the  gloom  appears, 
E'lr  to  left  and  tar  to  right, 
latrokea  i^eama  of  dark-hlae  light, 
Iht  long  mv  of  bdmeU  bright^ 

Iba  koc  unv  of  q>earB. 


And  plajnl;  and  more  plainly, 

Above  that  gllmmeritig  line. 
Now  might  je  see  the  bonoers 

Of  twelve  fair  cities  ehine ; 
But  the  banner  of  proad  CJusinm 

Was  highest  of  them  all— 
The  terror  of  the  TTmbrion, 

The  terror  of  the  GanL 


And  plainly  and  more  plainlj 

Now  might  the  borghers  know, 
By  port  and  vest,  b;  horse  and  crest, 

Each  warlike  Lncimio: 
There  Cilnins  of  Arretium 

On  his  fleet  roan  was  seen ; 
And  Astur  of  the  foarfold  shield. 
Girt  with  the  brand  none  else  may  wiekl; 
Tolnmnias  with  the  belt  of  gold. 
And  darli  Verbenna  from  the  hold 

By  reedy  Thrasjmene. 


Fast  by  the  royal  standard, 

O'erlooking  all  the  war, 
Lars  Porsenn  of  Clnsinm 

Sat  in  liis  ivory  car. 
B;  the  right  n-heel  rode  MamiUu», 

Prince  of  the  Latian  name ; 
And  by  the  left  false  Scitus, 

That  wroaght  the  deed  of  shame. 


But  when  the  face  of  Sextas 

Was  seen  among  tlio  foes, 
A  yell  that  rent  the  firmament 

From  nil  tlio  town  arose. 
On  the  housetops  was  no  womim 

lint  ppat  towards  him  and  hissed, 
No  child  hnt  scream o'l  out  curses. 

And  shook  its  little  list. 


But  the  consul's  brow  was  sod, 
And  the  consul's  speech  was  low, 

And  darkly  looked  lie  at  the  wall, 
Aud  darkly  at  the  foe ; 


POBKS  or  AMBITION. 


"  Their  van  will  be  npon  os 
Before  the  bridgo  goes  down ; 

And  if  thoj  ouco  may  win  the  bridge, 
What  hope  to  soTB  the  townl" 

Then  ont  spake  hrnve  Horatint, 

The  captain  of  the  gate: 
"  To  every  man  upon  thi«  Bwth 

I>E>ath  Cometh  soon  or  IaIcl 
And  how  can  mnn  die  hpttBr 

Tliim  facing  fMrful 
Fur  the  ashca  of  his  fa 

And  the  temples  of  i 


For  BooiDDH  in  Itome'i  ()iurrd 
Spared  neiUier  UtiJ  nor  go]il, 

Kor  eoa  nor  wife,  nor  limb  nor  Wt, 
In  the  brave  days  of  oltL 

Then  none  was  for  a  puty — 

Then  aii  were  for  the  Et«t«; 
Then  the  great  man  hulpcd  tbe  pod 

Ajid  the  poor  miui  loved  the  gtM 
Then  lands  were  fairly  [Hirtloncd! 

Then  epoUs  were  fairly  sold : 
The  RomsDS  were  lllee  brothers 

In  the  brave  days  of  old.   ^^^ 


"Aiid  for  the  tender  n 

Who  dandled  him  to 
And  for  llie  wifu  who 

Bis  baby  at  her  brei 
And  fi>r  the  holy  maid 

Who  feed  the  etenu 
To  save  them  from  false 

Tliat  wrought  the  deed  of  shame  I 


"Hew  down  the  bridge,  sir  consnl. 

With  all  tlie  speed  ye  may ; 
I,  with  two  more  to  help  me, 

wm  hold  the  foe  in  play- 
In  yon  strait  path  a  thousand 

May  well  be  stopped  by  three. 
Kow  who  will  stand  on  either  hand, 

And  keep  the  bridge  with  me?" 

XXX. 

Then  out  spake  Spurius  Lartins — 

A  Ramnian  prond  was  ho : 
"Lo,  I  will  stand  at  tby  right  hand, 

And  keep  the  bridge  with  thee," 
And  out  spake  strong  Oerminina — 

Of  Titinn  blood  was  he: 
"I  will  nbide  on  tliy  left  side, 

And  keep  the  bridge  with  thee," 


■'Iloratias,"  quoth  the  eonsnl, 

"Afl  thon  snyest,  so  let  it  be." 
Afid  straight  ogainnt  that  great  amy 
Fortli  went  Uie  datinUe(«  tbree. 


Kow  Roman  ia  to  Roman  ^^^^ 

More  hateiu]  than  ft  foe, 
And  the  tribnnea  beard  tiie  hi^ 

And  the  fathers  grind  the  low. 
Ab  we  was  hot  in  faction, 

In  battle  we  wax  cold: 
Wherefore  men  fight  not  as  they  fan 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

Kow  while  the  three  were  tigltenir 

Their  harness  on  tlieir  backs. 
The  consul  was  the  foremost  man 

To  take  in  hand  an  axe ; 
And  fathers,  mixed  with  common?, 

Seiied  hatchet,  bar,  and  crow 
And  smote  upon  the  planks  above, 

And  loosed  the  props  below. 


Meanwhile  the  Tuscan  army. 

Right  glorious  to  behold, 
Cnree  6ashing  back  the  noonday  ligl 
Rank  behind  rank,  like  surges  brigh 

Of  n  broad  sea  of  gold. 
Four  hnndred  trumpets  sounded 

A  peal  of  warlike  glee. 
As  that  great  host,  with  meaaored  I 
And  spears  advanced,  and  ensigns  b 
Rolled  slowly  towards  the  bridge's 

'Vl^k^tb^VixA^^Qe^imUeBa  lime 


i^- 
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XZXTL 

iree  stood  calm  and  aileat^ 
.  looked  upon  the  foes, 
great  shont  of  langlner 
n  all  the  Tangnard  rose ; 
>rth  three  chieb  came  iparring 
ire  that  deep  arraj ; 
rth  thej  epnng,  their  swords  Qiej 

Rod  high  their  shields,  and  flew 
rin  the  marow  way. 


,  from  green  Tifemnm, 
1  of  the  liUl  of  vines; 

«ia9,  whose  eight  hundred  slaves 
en  in  Ilvs'a  mines ; 
'icDS,  long  to  Clnsinm 
sil  in  peace  and  war, 
ed  to  fight  his  Vmbrian  powers 
that  gray  crag   where,  girt   with 

irtress  of  Neqninnm  lowers 
'  the  pale  waves  of  Nar. 

Ltrtina  harled  down  Annas 

>  the  stream  beneath ; 

IdIos  struck  at  Seios, 

1  (love  him  to  the  teeth ; 

ais  brave  Boratins 

led  one  fiery  thrOBt, 

lie  pTond  Umbrian'B  gilded  arms 

ihed  in  the  bloody  dnst. 

)cnns  of  Falerii 

bed  on  the  Roman  three; 

aosnius  of  Drgo, 

rover  of  the  sea ; 

mns  of  Yolainium, 

I  slew  the  great  wild  boar — 

eat  wild  boar  that  had  his  der. 

1st  the  reeds  of  Cosa's  fen, 

isted  fields,  and  slanghtered  ma 

g  Albinia's  shore. 

XL. 

ios  emote  dowa  Amn* ; 
OS  laid  Oenua  low ; 
o  the  hMTt  of  Lanmlos 
lioa  Mnt  a  blow : 


"lie  there,"  he  cried,  "fell  piratel 

No  more,  aghast  and  pale, 
From  Oatia's  walls  the  crowd  shall  mark 

The  track  of  thy  destroying  bark ; 
No  more  Campama's  hinds  shall  fly 
To  woods  and  caverns,  when  they  spy 

Thy  thrice-accursed  s^  1 " 


Bnt  now  no  sonnd  of  laoghter 

Was  heard  among  the  foes; 
A  wild  and  wrathful  clamor 

From  all  the  vangaard  rose. 
Six  spears'  lengths  from  the  entranoe 

Halted  that  deep  array, 
And  for  a  space  do  man  came  fortti 

To  win  the  narrow  way. 


Bat,  bark  I  the  cry  is  Aatnr : 

And  lo  I  the  ranks  divide ; 
And  the  great  lord  of  Lnna 

Comes  with  his  stately  stride 
Upon  hisjmiple  ehoolders 

Clangs  loud  the  fourfold  shield, 
And  in  his  hand  he  shakes  the  brand 

Which  none  but  he  can  wield. 


He  smiled  on  those  bold  Bomans, 

A  smile  serene  and  high ; 
Be  eyed  the  Sinching  Tuscans, 

And  scorn  waa  in  his  eye. 
Quoth  he,  "The  she-wolf's  litter 

Stand  savagely  at  bay ; 
But  will  ye  dare  to  follow. 

If  Astur  clears  the  way?" 


Then,  whirling  up  his  broadsword 

With  both  hands  to  the  height. 
Be  raehed  against  IToratiua. 

And  smote  with  all  his  might 
With  shield  and  blade  Horatios 

Right  deftly  turned  the  blow. 
The  blow,  though  turned,  canieyet  too  nigh. 
It  missed  his  helm,  but  gashed  his  thigh — 
The  Tnseans  raisedajoyful  cry 

To  see  the  red  Uoo&  ftow. 
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He  reeled,  and  on  HenniniTis 

He  leaned  one  breathing  space — 
Then,  like  a  wild-cat  mad  with  wonnds, 

Sprang  right  at  Astar's  face. 
Through  teeth,  and  skull,  and  helmet, 

So  fierce  a  thrust  he  sped, 
The  good  sword  stood  a  hand-breadth  out 

Behind  the  Tusr4in's  head. 

XLVI. 

And  the  great  lord  of  Luna 

Fell  at  that  deadly  stroke, 
As  falls  on  Mount  Avemus 

A  thunder-smitten  oak. 
Far  o^er  the  crashing  forest 

The  giant  arms  lie  spread ; 
And  the  pale  augurs,  muttering  low, 

Gaze  on  the  blasted  head. 

XLvn. 

On  Astur's  throat  Horatius 

Right  firmly  pressed  his  heel. 
And  thrice  and  four  times  tugged  amain, 

Ere  he  wrenched  out  the  steeL 
*'  And  see,"  he  cried,  "the  welcome, 

Fair  guests,  that  waits  you  here ! 
What  noble  Lucumo  comes  neirt 

To  taste  our  Roman  cheer  ? " 

XLvm. 

But  at  his  haughty  challenge 

A  sullen  murmur  ran, 
Mingled  with  wrath,  and  shame,  and  dread. 

Along  that  glittering  van. 
There  lacked  not  men  of  prowess, 

Nor  men  of  lordly  race ; 
For  all  Etruria's  noblest 

Were  round  the  fatal  place. 

XLIX. 

But  all  Etruria's  noblest 

Felt  their  hearts  sink  to  see 
On  the  earth  the  bloody  corpses, 

In  the  path  the  dauntless  three , 
And  from  the  ghastly  entrance, 

Where  those  bold  Romans  stood, 
All  shrank— like  boys  who,  unaware, 
Ranging  a  wood  to  start  a  hare, 


Gome  to  the  month  of  the  dark  liir 
Where,  growling  low,  a  fierce  old  be 
Lies  amidst  bones  and  blood. 


Was  none  who  woold  be  foremott 

To  lead  such  dire  attack ; 
But  those  behind  cried  "Forward!" 

And  those  before  cried  "  Back  I  ^ 
And  backward  now,  and  forward, 

Wavers  the  deep  array ; 
And  on  the  tossing  sea  of  steel 
To  and  fro  the  standards  reel. 
And  the  victorious  trumpet-peal 

Dies  fitfully  away. 

LI. 

Yet  one  man  for  one  moment 
Strode  out  before  the  crowd; 

Well  known  was  he  to  all  the  three, 
And  they  gave  him  greeting  loud : 

"Now  welcome,  welcome,  SextusI 
Now  welcome  to  thy  home  I 

Why  dost  thou  stay,  and  turn  away 

Here  lies  the  road  to  Rome." 

• 

ui.    • 

Thrice  looked  he  at  the  city ; 

Thrice  looked  he  at  the  dead ; 
And  thrice  came  on  in  fury, 

And  thrice  turned  back  in  dread ; 
And,  white  with  fear  and  hatred. 

Scowled  at  the  narrow  way 
Where,  wallowing  in  a  pool  of  bloo< 

The  bravest  Tuscans  lay. 

Lin. 

But  meanwhile  axe  and  lever 

Have  manfully  been  plied ; 
And  now  the  bridge  hangs  tottering 

Above  the  boiling  tide. 
"  Gome  back,  come  back,  Horatius  I 

Loud  cried  the  fathers  all — 
"  Back,  Lartius  I  back,  Herminins  t 

Back,  ere  the  ruin  fall ! " 

LIV. 

Back  darted  Spurius  Lartina— 

Herminins  darted  back ; 
And,  as  they  passed,  beneath  tlidr  ti 

They  felt  the  timbers  craok. 


lej  tamed  their  faces, 
le  farther  shore 
loratiiu  staod  alone, 
Id  have  oroesed  ODce  tnore^ 


So  be  spake,  and,  speakiog,  sheathed 
The  good  sirord  b^  bis  aide. 

And,  with  his  haniesB  od  his  back, 
Planged  headlong  ia  the  tide. 


:ra8h  like  thunder 

'  loosened  beam, 
dam,  the  mighty  wreck 
athwart  the  stream  ; 
shout  of  triumph 
I  the  walls  of  Kome, 
ghest  torret-tops 
hed  the  yellow  foam. 


lOTse  unbroken, 
t  he  feels  the  rein, 
river  stmggled  bard, 
d  bii  taway  mane, 

lie  CDrb,  and  bounded, 

g  down,  in  fierce  career, 
and  plank,  and  pier, 

.■aillong  to  tlie  sea. 


brave  Horatius, 
»nt  still  in  mind — 
f  thousand  foes  before, 
iroad  flood  behind, 
h  himl  "  cried  fiilsc  Seitns, 
lile  OD  his  pale  face; 

thee,"  cried  Lars  Poracna, 
:ld  thee  to  oar  grace  I  " 


.'d  ho,  oa  not  deigning 

to  he  to  Lars  Perse na, 
L  nonght  spake  he ; 
on  Palatinus 
i  porch  of  his  home ; 
:e  to  the  noble  river 
bv  the  towers  of  Rome : 


father  Tiber! 

the  Romans  pray, 
lifb,  a  Rotnan'a  anna, 
I  in  oharge  this  day  I " 


No  soimd  of  Joy  or  sorrow 

Was  heard  from  either  banlc, 
Bat  friends  and  foes  in  dnrob  eurprisu, 
With  parted  lips  and  strainiog  eyes. 

Stood  gaang  where  he  sank ; 
And  when  above  the  sarges 

They  saw  bia  crest  appear, 
All  Borne  Bent  ford  a  raptnrous  eij. 
And  even  the  ranks  of  Tnscany 

Oonld  scarce  forbear  to  oheer. 


Bat  fiercely  ran  the  onrrent. 

Swollen  high  by  months  of  rain , 
And  fast  his  blood  was  flowing ; 

And  he  was  sore  in  pain. 
And  heavy  with  his  armor, 

And  spent  ^ith  changing  blows ; 
And  oft  they  thought  him  sinking, 

Bnt  still  again  he  rose. 


In  sncb  an  evil  case,  , 

Strn^le  through  snch  a  raging  flood 

Safe  to  the  lauding  place ; 
Bnt  his  limbs  were  borne  np  bravely 

By  the  brave  heart  vrithiu, 
And  our  good  fattier  Tilier 

Bare  bravely  np  his  chin. 


"Curse  oil  him!"  quoth  false  Sestas,— 

"  Will  not  the  villain  drown  ? 
But  for  this  stay,  cro  close  of  day 

We  should  have  sacked  the  town!" 
"  Heaven  help  him  t"  qnoth  Lars  Porsuna, 

"  And  bring  him  safe  to  shore ; 
For  snch  a  gallant  feat  of  arras 

Was  never  seen  before." 
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And  now  he  feels  the  bottom ; 

Now  on  dry  earth  he  stands ; 
Now  round  him  throng  the  fathers 

To  press  his  gory  hands ; 
And  now,  with  shouts  and  dapping, 

And  noise  of  weeping  lond, 
He  enters  through  the  river-gate, 

Borne  by  the  joyous  crowd, 

LXV. 

They  gave  him  of  the  corn-land, 

That  was  of  public  right. 
As  much  as  two  strong  oxen 

Could  plough  from  mom  till  night; 
And  they  made  a  molten  image, 

And  set  it  up  on  high — 
And  there  it  stands  unto  this  day 

To  witness  if  I  lie. 

LXVU 

It  stands  in  the  comitium. 

Plain  for  all  folk  to  see, — 
Horatius  in  his  harness, 

Halting  upon  one  knee  ;• 
And  underneath  is  written. 

In  letters  all  of  gold. 
How  valiantly  he  kept  the  bridge 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

Lxvn. 

And  §till  his  name  sounds  stirring 

Unto  the  men  of  Rome, 
As  the  trumpet-blast  that  cries  to  them 

To  charge  the  Yolscian  home ; 
And  wives  still  pray  to  Juno 

For  boys  with  hearts  as  bold 
As  his  who  kept  the  bridge  so  well 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

Lxvin. 

And  in  the  nights  of  winter, 

When  the  cold  north  winds  blowj 
And  the  long  howling  of  the  wolves 

Is  heard  amidst  the  snow ; 
Wlien  round  the  lonely  cottage 

Roars  loud  the  tempest^s  din, 
And  the  good  logs  of  Algidus 

Roar  loader  yet  within  ; 


I 


When  the  oldest  cask  is  opentd, 

And  the  largest  lamp  is  lit; 
When  the  chestnuts  glow  in  the  em 

And  the  kid  turns  on  the  spit ; 
When  young  and  old  in  oirde 

Around  the  firebrands  dose; 
When  the  girls  are  weaving  baaketi 

And  the  lads  are  shaping  bows: 


When  the  goodman  mends  his  arm* 

And  trims  his  hehnet^s  plume  ; 
When  the  goodwife's  shuttle  merri) 

Goes  flashing  through  the  loom ; 
With  weeping  and  with  laughter 

Still  is  the  story  told, 
How  well  Horatius  kept  the  bridge 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

LoeoMac 


THE   DESTRUCTION   OF    SEN15 

RIB. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the 

the  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  pu 

gold; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  11 

on  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly 

Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when 

is  green. 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sun: 

seen; 
like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when 

hath  flown. 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  withe 

strown. 

For  the  angel  of  death  spread  his  i 

the  blast, 
And  breathed  in  the  fiioe  of  the  ft 

passed; 


IT  IS  QBBAT  FOB  ODR  JOUNTBT  TO  DIE. 


bd  the  oxea  of  th«  deepen  waxed  deadly 

and  fthill 
and  tli«r  liearta  bat  odcb  heavod,  and  for 

evtf  grevfliilll 

lai  there  lay  tbe  steed  with  hia  nostril  all 

wide, 
Bat  throng^  it  tliere  rolled  not  tlie  breath 

of  Ida  pride; 
ifid  the  foam  of  his  gasping  laj  wliite  on 

thetnri; 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rook-beatiiig 

And  there  laj  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 
Tiih  the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rost  on 

his  mail: 
Aad  tbe  tents  were  all  rilent  the  banners 

Uone, 
IlwluGCfl  nnlifted,  the  tnunpet  nnblown. 

Aad  tbe  widows  of  Ashnr  are  lond  in  their 

wul; 
And  tb«  idols  aro  broke  in  the  temple  of  BoaI; 
Aud  the  might  of  the  Gen^e,  nnsmote  by 

tbe  sword, 
SMh  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the 

lord! 

Lois  Bthoh. 


HABXODIUB  AND  AEISTOQEITON. 

I'll  wreathe  m;  award  in  myrtle  bougb, 
Tbe  nrord  that  laid  the  tyrant  low, 
VhiD  pitriots  bnming  to  be  free. 
To  Athens  gave  equality. 

HirmodiDs,  hail  I  though  'reft  of  breath, 
Thoa  ne'er  shalt  feel  the  stroke  of  death ; 
Tb«  heroes'  happy  isles  shall  be 
1h«  bight  abode  allotted  thee. 

IT  Wreathe  my  aword  in  myrtle  boogh, 
Tba  ivord  that  bud  Hipparohns  low, 
Vboi  St  Athena'a  sdrerse  fane 
"t  knelt,  ^^  never  rose  again. 

^Hiile  freedom's  name  is  anderstood, 
Ton  shall  delight  tbe  wi»e  and  good ; 
foQ  dared  U>  set  yoor  conntry  tree. 
And  gm  Imt  lawa  eqnaUty. 


IT  IS  GREAT  FOR  OUE  COUNTRY 
TO  DIE. 

Ob  I  it  is  great  for  our  country  to  die,  where 
ranks  are  contending : 
Bright  Is  tbe  wreath  of  our  fame ;  j^orj 
awute  OS  for  aye — 
Glory,  that  never  is  dim,  ahming  on  with 
light  never  ending — 
Glory  that  never  shall  fade,  never,  oh  1 
never  away. 

Ohl  it  is  sweet  for  onrconntiy  to  diel    How 
softly  reposes 
'Warrior  yoath  on  his  bier,  wet  by  the 
tears  of  bis  love, 
Wet  by  a  mother's  warm  tears;  they  crown 
him  with  garlands  of  roses. 
Weep,  and    then  jojonaly    turn,    bright 
where  he  triumphs  above. 

Not  to  the  shades  ahull  the  youth  descend, 
who  for  country  hath  pcriahe<! ; 
Hebe  awaits  him  in  Leaven,  welcomes  him 
there  with  her  smile ; 
There,   at  the   banquet  divine,   tbe   patriot 
spirit  is  cherished ; 
Gods  love  the  young  who  ascend  pure  from 
tbe  fonersl  pile. 

Not  to  Elysian  fields,  by  tbe  still,  oblivions 

Not  to  the  isles  of  the  blest,  over  the 

blue,  rolling  sea ; 
But  on  Olympian  heights  shall  dwoU  the  de 

voted  for  ever ; 
There  shall  assemble  the  good,  tliere  the 

wise,  valiant,  and  free. 

Ohl  then,  how  great  for  our  country  to  die, 
in  the  front  rank  to  perish. 
Firm  with  our  breast  to  tlie  foe,  victory's 
shoot  in  our  ear  I 
Long  they  oor  statues  shall  crown,  in  songs 
our  memory  cherish; 
We   shall    look  forih  front  our  heaven, 
pleased  the  sweet  music  to  hear. 

luaa  Qhim  'Cwm  u. 
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LEONIDAS. 

Shout  for  the  mighty  men 

Who  died  along  this  shore, 
Who  died  within  this  mountain's  glen  I 
For  never  nobler  chieftain's  head 
Was  laid  on  valor's  crimson  bed, 

Nor  ever  pronder  gore 
Sprang  forth,  than  theirs  who  won  the  day 
Upon  thy  strand,  Thermopylao  I 

Shout  for  the  mighty  men 

Who  on  the  Persian  tents, 
Like  lions  from  their  midnight  den 
Bounding  on  the  slumbering  deer. 
Rushed — a  storm  of  sword  and  spear ; 

Like  the  roused  elements, 
Let  loose  from  an  immortal  hand 
To  chasten  or  to  crush  a  land ! 


But  there  are  none  to  hear — 

Greece  is  a  hopeless  slave. 

Leonidas !  no  hand  is  near 

To  lift  thy  fiery  falchion  now ; 

No  warrior  makes  the  warrior's  vow 
Upon  thy  sea- washed  grave. 

The  voice  that  should  be  raised  by  men 

Must  now  be  given  by  wave  and  glen. 

And  it  is  given  I — ^the  surge, 

The  tree,  the  rock,  the  sand 
On  freedom's  kneeling  spirit  urge, 
In  sounds  that  speak  but  to  the  free. 
The  memory  of  thine  and  thee  I 

The  vision  of  thy  band 
Still  gleams  within  the  glorious  dell 
Where  their  gore  hallowed  as  it  fell  I 

And  is  thy  grandeur  done? 

Mother  of  men  like  these ! 
Has  not  thy  outcry  gone 
Where  justice  has  an  ear  to  hear? — 
Be  holy !  God  shall  guide  thy  spear, 

Till  in  thy  crimsoned  seas 
Are  plunged  the  chain  and  scimitar. 
Greece  shall  be  a  new-bom  star  I 

Oboboi  Cbolt. 


PERICLES  AND  ASPASIi 

This  was  the  ruler  of  the  land 
When  Athens  was  the  land  of  fa 

This  was  the  light  that  led  the  ban 
When  each  was  like  a  living  flai 

The  centre  of  earth's  noblest  ring^ 

Of  more  than  men  the  more  than  V 

Yet  not  by  fetter,  nor  by  spear, 
His  sovereignty  was  held  or  woi 

Feared — ^but  alone  as  freemen  fear, 
Loved— ;but  as  freemen  love  aloi 

He  waved  the  sceptre  o'er  his  kind 

By  nature's  first  great  title— mind  I 

Resistless  words  were  on  his  tongn 
Then  eloquence  first  flashed  belo 

Full  armed  to  life  the  portent  spru 
Minerva  from  the  thunderer's  bi 

And  his  the  sole,  the  sacred  hand 

That  shook  her  segis  o*er  the  land. 

And  throned  immortal  by  his  side, 
A  woman  sits  with  eye  sublime, 

Aspasia,  all  his  spirit's  bride ; 
But,  if  their  solemn  love  were  ci 

Pity  the  beauty  and  the  sage — 

Their  crime  was  in  their  darkened 

He  perished,  but  his  wreath  was  iv 
He  perished  in  his  height  of  fam 

Then  sunk  the  cloud  on  Athens'  eu 
Yet  still  she  conquered  in  his  na; 

Filled  with  his  soul,  she  could  not  * 

Her  conquest  was  posterity! 

Qmouan 


BOADICEA. 

When  the  British  warrior  queen, 
Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rod 

Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien, 
Counsel  of  her  country's  gods, 

Sage  beneath  the  spreading  oak 
Sat  the  druid,  hoary  chief; 

Every  burning  word  he  spoke 
Full  of  rage  and  full  of  ^ef. 
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THB  BtTLL-riOHT  OF  GAZUL. 


Prinocaal  if  onr  aged  e^M 

Weep  upon  thy  mtttchlei  wrongs, 
T  is  because  reaenbnent  tiea 

All  the  tarron  of  our  tongoea. 

Rome  shall  perish — write  that  word 
In  the  blood  that  she  has  spilt ; 

Perish,  hopeless  and  abhorred, 
Deep  in  rain  as  in  gnilt. 

Rome,  for  empire  &i  renowned, 
Traniplea  on  a  thonaaad  states; 

Soon  her  pride  shall  Has  the  gronnd — 
Hark  I  the  Gaol  is  at  her  gates  I 

Other  Romans  shall  arise, 
Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name ; 

Sonnds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  prize. 
Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 

Then  the  progeny  tliat  springs 
From  the  forests  of  our  land, 

Armed  with  thunder,  clad  with  wings, 
Shall  a  wider  world  command. 

Regions  Cssar  never  knew 

Ttiy  posteritj  shall  swaj; 
Where  his  eagles  never  flew, 

None  invincible  as  they, 

Snch  the  bard's  prophetic  words. 
Pregnant  with  celestial  fire, 

Bending  as  he  swept  the  chords 
Of  his  sweet  but  awful  lyre. 

Bhe,  with  all  a  moaarch's  pride. 
Felt  them  in  her  bosom  glow : 

Rnshed  to  battle,  fought,  and  died ; 
Dying,  harled  the  in  at  the  foe, 

fiufflans,  pitiless  as  proud. 

Heaven  awards  the  vengeance  due ; 
Empire  is  on  oa  bestowed, 

Shame  and  ruin  wnit  for  you. 

Wn4UM  Oovna. 


THE  BULL-FIGHT   OF   GAZUL 


Sxsa  Almanzor  of  Granada,  he  hath  bid  the 

trompet  sound. 
He  hatb  summoned  all  the  Moorish  lords  tVom 

the  hills  and  plains  around ; 
From  Yega  and  Sierra, &om  Betia  andSenil, 
They  have  come  with  helm  and  cuirass  of 

gold  and  twisted  steel. 


T  is  the  holy  Baptist's  feast  they  hold  in  ntf- 

alty  and  state, 
And  they  have  closed  the  spacious  lists  bedde 

the  Albambra's  gate ; 
In  gowns  of  black,  and  silver-laced,  within 

the  tented  ring. 
Eight  Uoors,  to  fight  the  bull,  are  placed  in 

presence  of  the  king. 


Eight  Uoori»h  lords  of  valor  tried,  with  stal- 
wart arm  and  true. 

The  onset  of  the  beasts  abide,  come  trooping 
furious  through ; 

The  dL-eds  they've  done,  the  spoils  they 've 
won,  fill  all  with  hope  and  trust; 

Yet,  ere  high  in  heaven  appeara  the  sun,  they 
all  have  bit  the  dust. 


Then  sounds  the  trumpet  clearly ;  then  clangs 

the  loud  tambour : 
Make  room,  moke  room  for   Ga;snl— throw 

wide,  throw  wide  the  doorl 
Blow,  blow  the  trumpet  clearer  still,  more 

loudly  strike  the  drum — 
The  Alcajdo  of  Algava  to  fight  the  bull  dotU 


And  first  before  the  king  he  passed,  with  rOT- 

ereuce  stooping  low. 
And  next  he  bowed  him  to  tlio  queen,  and 

the  infantas  all  a-rowe ; 
Then  to  hia  lady's  grace  lie  turned,  and  she  to 

him  did  throw 
A  scarf  from  out  her  balcony,  was  whilw 

than  the  snow. 
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With  the  life-blx)d  of  the  slaughtered  lords 

all  slippery  is  the  sand, 
Tet  proudly  in  the  centre  hath  Gazul  ta^en 

his  stand ; 
And  ladies  look  with  heaving  breast,  and 

lords  with  anxious  eye — 
But  the  lance  is  firmly  in  its  rest,  and  his 

look  is  calm  and  high. 

vn. 

Three  hulls  against  the  knight  are  loosed,  and 

two  come  roaring  on ; 
He  rises  high  in  stirrup,  forth  stretching  his 

rejon; 
Each  furious  beast  upon  the  breast  he  deals 

him  such  a  blow, 
He  blindly  totters  and  gives  back,  across  the 

sand  to  go. 

vin. 

"•Turn,  Gazul,  turn,*' the  people  cry — "the 
third  comes  up  behind ; 

Low  to  the  sand  his  head  holds  he,  his  nos- 
trils snuff  the  wind ; " 

The  mountaineers  that  lead  the  steers  with- 
out stand  whispering  low, 

"Now  thinks  this  proud  Alcayde  to  stun 
Harpado  so  ? " 

IX. 

From  Guadiana  comes  he  not,  he  comes  not 

from  Xenil, 
From  Guadalarif  of  the  plain,  or  Barves  of 

the  hill ; 
3ut  where  from  out  the  forest  burst  Xarama's 

waters  clear. 
Beneath  the  oak  trees  was  he  nursed,  this 

proud  and  stately  steer. 


Dark  is  liis  hide  on  either  side,  but  the  blood 

within  doth  boil ; 
And  the  dun  hide  glows,  as  if  on  fire,  as  he 

paws  to  the  turmoil. 
His  eyes  are  jet^  and  they  are  set  in  crystal 

rings  of  snow ; 
Bat  DOW  they  stare  with  one  red  glare  of 

brass  upon  the  foe. 


Upon  the  forehead  of  the  boll  the  horns  stand 

close  and  near, 
From  out  the  broad  and  wrinkled  skull  like 

daggers  they  appear; 
His  neok  is  massy,  like  the  tnmk  of  some  M 

knotted  tree, 
Whereon  the  monster^s  shagged  mane,  like 

billows  curled,  ye  see. 

xn. 

His  legs  are  short,  his  hams  are  thick,  his 

hoofs  are  black  as  nighty 
Like  a  strong  flaU  he  holds  his  tail  in  fierosr 

ness  of  his  might ; 
like  something  molten  out  of  iron,  or  hewi 

from  forth  the  rock, 
Harpado  of  Xarama  stands,  to  bide  the  A^ 

cayde's  shock. 

zni. 

Now  stops  the  drum~«lose,  dose  thej  oonh 

— thrice  meet,  and  thrice  give  back ; 
The  white  foam  of  Harpado  lies  on  the  char 

ger's  breast  of  black — 
The  white  foam  of  the  charger  on  Harpado' 

front  of  dun : 
Once  more  advance  upon  his  lanoe— K>no< 

more,  thou  fearless  one  I 

xrv. 

Once  more,  once  more— 4n  dust  and  gore  ta 

ruin  must  thou  reel ; 
In  vain,  in  vain  thou  tearest  the  sand  witb 

furious  heel- 
In  vain,  in  vain,  thou  noble  beast,  I  see,  I  see 

thee  stagger ; 
Now  keen  and  cold  thy  neck  must  hold  the 

stem  Alcayde^s  dagger ! 

XV. 

They  have  slipped  a  noose  around  his  feet 
six  horses  are  brought  in. 

And  away  they  drag  Harpado  with  a  loud 
and  Joyful  din. 

Now  stoop  thee,  lady,  from  thy  stand,  and 
the  ring  of  price  bestow 

Upon  Gazul  of  Algava,  that  hath  laid  Har- 
pado low. 


\ 


TtmAatto^QiioiVR  Qitia«s 


OHBTT-OnABE. 


0HEVY-CHA8K 

God  prosper  long  our  noble  king, 

Our  livea  and  ufedee  all; 
A  wofti]  hmitiiig  once  there  did 

In  Chevy-OhftM  IwifiOL 

To  drive  the  deer  with  bound  sod  bom 

£arl  Pero7  took  hia  yraj ; 
Ibe  child  maj  me  that  is  oiiboni 

The  banting  of  that  dsj. 

The  atoDt  earl  of  Nonhnmberland 

A  TOW  to  God  did  make, 
Hia  pleeanre  in  the  Scottish  woods 

Three  smumer  days  to  take — 

The  ohiefest  harta  in  Clievy-Chase 

To  kill  and  bear  away. 
Theee  tidings  to  Earl  Donglaa  came, 

In  Scotland  where  be  lay ; 

'Who  eent  Earl  Fere;  present  word 
He  woold  prevent  his  sport 

The  En^iah  earl,  not  fearing  that, 
IMd  to  the  woods  resort 

"With  fifteen  bnndred  bowmen  bold, 

AH  chosen  men  of  might, 
■Who  knew  fiill  well  in  time  of  need 

To  aim  their  shafts  aright. 

The  gallant  greyhonnds  swiftly  ran 

To  cbnao  the  fallow  deer ; 
On  Uondaj  they  began  to  bnnt 

When  day-light  did  appear ; 

And  long  before  high  noon  they  had 

A  bnndred  fat  bncks  slain ; 
Then  baviog  dined,  the  drovers  went 

To  ronse  the  deer  again. 

The  bowmen  mastered  on  the  hills, 

Well  able  to  endnre ; 
And  all  their  rear,  with  special  oare, 

That  dv  was  guarded  anrft 


The   hoonda   ran  swiftly  through  the 
woods, 

The  nimble  deer  to  take, 
That  with  th«r  cries  the  bills  and  dalet 

An  echo  shrill  did  make. 

Lord  Percy  to  the  qnarry  went, 
To  view  the  slaogbtered  deer; 

Qooth  he,  "Earl  Dooglos  promised 
This  day  to  meet  me  bore; 

Bnt  if  I  thought  be  would  not  come, 
■    No  longer  would  I  stay ; " 
With  that  a  brave  yonng  gentleman 
Thus  to  the  earl  did  say : 

"Lo,  yonder  doth  Earl  Donglas  oome 

His  men  in  annor  bright ; 
Fall  twenty  hundred  Scottish  speara 

All  marching  in  oar  sight; 

All  men  of  pleasant  Teviotdale, 

Fast  by  the  river  Tweed ; " 
"Then  cease  your  sports,"  Earl  Percj 

"  And  take  your  bows  with  speed ; 

And  now  vrilh  me,  my  countrymen, 
Yonr  courage  forth  advance ; 

For  never  was  there  champion  yet, 
In  Scotland  or  in  France, 

That  ever  did  on  horseback  coratj. 

But  if  my  hap  it  were, 
I  durst  eoconnter  man  for  man. 

With  him  to  break  a  spear." 

Earl  Douglas  on  his  milk-white  steed, 

Most  like  a  bnron  bold. 
Rode  foremost  of  his  company, 

Whose  armor  shone  like  gold. 

"Show  me,"  said  be,  "whose  men  yi>u 
be. 

That  hunt  so  boldy  here. 
That,  withoQl  m;  oonadttt.^  &.11  i&uiii 

And  kill  my  {tiUo'n-&e«T,'" 
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The  first  man  that  did  answer  make, 

Was  nohle  Percy  he — 
Who  said,  ^*  We  list  not  to  declare, 

Nor  show  whose  men  we  he : 

Yet  will  we  spend  onr  dearest  hlood 

Thy  chiefest  harts  to  slay.*' 
Then  Douglas  swore  a  solemn  oath. 

And  thus  in  rage  did  say : 

**  Ere  thus  I  will  ont-hraved  be. 

One  of  ns  two  shall  die ; 
I  know  thee  well,  an  earl  thon  art — 

Lord  Percy,  so  am  I. 

But  trust  me^  Percy,  pity  it  were. 

And  great  offence,  to  kill 
Any  of  these  our  guiltless  men. 

For  they  have  done  no  ill. 

Let  you  and  me  the  battle  try. 

And  set  our  men  aside." 
"  Accursed  be  he,"  Earl  Percy  said, 

"  By  whom  this  is  denied." 

Then  stepped  a  gallant  squire  forth, 
Witherington  was  his  name, 

Who  said,  "  I  would  not  have  it  told 
To  Henry,  our  king,  for  shame, 

That  e'er  my  captain  fought  on  foot. 

And  I  stood  looking  on. 
You  two  be  earls,"  said  Witherington, 

^^  And  I  a  squire  alone ; 

I  Ul  do  the  best  that  do  I  may. 
While  I  have  power  to  stand ; 

While  I  have  power  to  wield  my  sword, 
I  '11  fight  with  heart  and  hand." 

Our  English  archers  bent  their  bows — 
Their  hearts  were  good  and  true ; 

At  the  first  flight  of  arrows  sent, 
Full  fourscore  Scots  they  slew. 

Yet  stays  Earl  Douglas  on  the  bent, 
As  chieftidn  stout  and  good ; 

As  valiant  captain,  all  unmoved. 
The  shock  he  firmly  stood. 


His  host  he  parted  had  in  three, 
As  leader  ware  and  tried ; 

And  soon  his  spearmen  on  their 
Bore  down  on  every  side. 

Throughout  the  English  archery 
They  dealt  full  many  a  wound 

But  still  our  valiant  Englishmen 
AU  firmly  kept  tlieir  ground. 

And  throwing  strdght  their  boi^ 
They  grasped  their  swords  so 

And  now  sharp  blows,  a  heavy  £ 
On  shields  and  helmets  light 

They  closed  ftdl  fast  on  every  si< 
No  slackness  there  was  found 

And  many  a  gallant  gentleman 
Lay  gasping  on  the  ground. 

Li  truth,  it  was  a  grief  to  see 
How'  each  one  chose  his  spear, 

And  how  the  blood  out  of  their 
Did  gush  like  water  clear. 

At  last  these  two  stout  earls  did 
Like  captains  of  great  might, 

Like  lions  wode,  they  laid  on  lo< 
And  made  a  cruel  fight. 

They  fought  until  they  both  did 
With  swords  of  tempered  stee 

Until  the  blood,  like  drops  of  ra 
They  trickling  down  did  feel. 

"  Yield  thee,  Lord  Percy,"  Doug 
"  La  faith  I  will  thee  bring 

Where  thou  shalt  high  advanced 
By  James,  our  Scottish  king. 

Thy  ransom  I  will  freely  give, 
And  this  report  of  thee, 

Thou  art  the  most  courageous  ki 
That  ever  I  did  see." 

"No,  Douglas,"  saith  Earl  Peroy 
"  Thy  profiler  I  do  soom ; 

I  will  not  yield  to  any  Soot 
That  ever  yet  was  bom.'' 


OHETT-OHABE. 
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With  that  then  cune  an  anew  keen 

Ont  of  ma  Engluh  bow, 
Which  ttxatk  Earl  Donglaa  to  the  heart ; 

A  deep  ud  deadly  blow ; 

Who   never   spake  more    words  than 
these: 

'■  Eight  on,  m;  merrj  men  all ; 
For  why,  mj  life  is  at  an  end ; 

Ijord  Peroj  sees  mj  falL" 

Then  leaving  life.  Earl  Peroj  took 
The  dead  man  b7  the  hand ; 

And  said,  "Earl  Douglas,  for  thj  life 
Wonld  I  had  lost  107  land. 

Id  troth,  Bxj  verj  heart  doth  bleed 

With  sorrow  for  thy  sake ; 
For  sure  a  more  redoubted  knight 

Mischance  did  never  take." 

A  knight  amongst  the  Scots  there  was 

Who  saw  Earl  Dooglas  die, 
Who  straight  in  wrath  did  vow  revenge 

Upon  the  Earl  Percy. 

Sir  Hngh  Monntgomery  was  he  called, 
Who,  with  a  Bpear  full  bright, 

Veil  mounted  on  a  gallant  steed, 
Rao  fiercely  through  the  fight; 

And  past  the  English  archers  all, 

Without  a  dread  or  fear; 
And  through  Earl  Percy's  body  then 

He  thmst  his  hatefiil  spear ; 

With  each  vehement  force  and  might 

He  did  his  body  gore, 
The  staff  ran  through  the  othtr  side 

A  large  cloth-jard  and  more. 

6u  tlinsdid  both  these  nobles  die, 
Whode  courage  none  coold  stain. 

An  English  archer  then  perceived 
The  noble  earl  was  slain. 

He  had  a  bow  bent  in  hii  hand, 

Made  of  a  trusty  tree ; 
An  arrow  of  a  cloth-yard  long 

To  the  hod  he«l  haled  be. 


Agunst  Bir  Hngh  Honnt^mery 

So  right  the  shaft  he  set, 
The  gray  goose  wing  that  was  thereon 

In  his  heart's  blood  was  wot 

This  fight  did  last  from  break  of  day 

Till  setting  of  the  son : 
For  when  they  rung  the  evening-bell. 

The  battle  scarce  was  done. 

With  atont  Earl  Percy  there  were  slain 

Sir  John  of  Egerton, 
Sir  Robert  RatcliS;  and  Sir  John, 

Sir  James,  that  bold  baron. 

And    with   Sir  George  and  stout   Sit 

Both  knights  of  good  account, 
Good  Sir  Ralph  Baby  there  waa  slain. 
Whose  prowess  did  eurmoimt. 

For  Witherington  my  heart  is  wo 
That  ever  he  slain  shoQld  be, 

For  when  his  legs  were  hewn  in  two. 
He  knelt  and  fought  on  his  knee. 

And  with  Earl  Douglas  there  was  slain 

Sir  Hugh  Mounigomery, 
Sir  Charles  Murray,  that  from  the  Geld 

One  foot  would  never  flee. 

Sir  Charles  Murray  of  Ratcliff,  too— 

Uis  sister's  son  was  he ; 
Sir  David  Lamb,  so  well  esteemed. 

But  saved  bo  could  not  be. 

And  the  Lord  Maxwell  in  like  case 

Did  with  Earl  Donglas  die: 
Of  twenty  hundred  Scottish  spears. 

Scarce  fifty- five  did  fiy. 

Of  fifteen  hundred  Englishmen, 

Went  homo  but  fifty-throe; 
The  rest  in  Chevy-Cliase  were  slair. 

Under  the  greenwood  tree. 

NeiC  day  did  many  widows  come, 

Their  hosbands  to  bewail ; 
They  washed  llieir  wounds  in   brinish 
tears, 

Bat  all  wonld  not  vt«'^^> 
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Their  bodies,  bathed  in  purple  blood 
They  bore  with  them  away ; 

They   kissed    them   dead   a   thousand 
times, 
Ere  they  were  clad  in  day. 

The  news  was  brought  to  Edinburgh, 
Where  Scotland's  king  did  reign, 

That  brave  Earl  Douglas  suddenly 
Was  with  an  arrow  slain : 

'*  Oh  heavy  news,"  King  James  did  say ; 

**  Scotland  can  witness  be 
I  have  not  any  captain  more 

Of  such  account  as  he." 

Like  tidings  to  King  Henry  came 

Within  as  short  a  space, 
That  Percy  of  Northumberland 

Was  slain  in  Chevy-Chase : 

"  Now  God  be  with  him,"  said  our  king, 

"  Since  't  will  no  better  be ; 
I  trust  I  have  within  my  realm 

Five  hundred  as  good  as  he: 

Tet  shall  not  Scots  or  Scotland  say 

But  I  will  vengeance  take : 
111  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

For  brave  Earl  Percy's  sake." 

This  vow  full  well  the  king  performed 

After  at  Humbledown ; 
In  one  day  fifty  knights  were  slain 

With  lords  of  high  renown ; 

And  of  the  rest,  of  small  account, 

Did  many  hundreds  die : 
Thus    endeth    the    hunting  of   Chevy- 
Chase, 

Made  by  the  Earl  Percy. 

God  save  the  king,  and  bless  this  land, 
With  plenty,  joy,  and  peace ; 

^nd  grant,  henceforth,  that  foul  debate 
Twixt  noblemen  may  cease ! 

Amowtuov. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  AdNGOUl 

Faib  stood  the  wind  for  Frano 
When  we  our  sails  advanoe, 
Nor  now  to  prove  our  chance 

Longer  will  tarry; 
But  putting  to  the  main, 
At  Kauz,  the  mouth  of  Sdne, 
With  all  his  martial  train, 

Landed  Eang  Harry. 

And  taking  many  a  fort, 
Furnished  in  warlike  sort, 
Marched  towards  Agincourt 

In  happy  hour — 
Skirmishing  day  by  day 
With  those  that  stopped  his  wt 
Where  the  French  gen'ral  lay 

With  an  his  power, 

Which  in  his  height  of  pride, 
King  Henry  to  deride. 
His  ransom  to  provide 

To  the  king  sending; 
Which  he  neglects  the  while. 
As  from  a  nation  vile. 
Yet,  with  an  angry  smile, 

Their  fall  portending. 

And  turning  to  his  men. 
Quoth  our  brave  Henry  then ; 
Though  they  to  one  be  ten. 

Be  not  amazed; 
Yet  have  we  well  begun — 
Battles  so  bravely  won 
Have  ever  to  the  sun 

By  fame  been  raised. 

And  for  myself^  quoth  he. 
This  my  full  rest  shall  be ; 
England  ne'er  mourn  for  me, 

Nor  more  esteem  me. 
Victor  I  will  remain. 
Or  on  this  earth  lie  slain; 
Never  shall  she  sustain 

Loss  to  redeem  me 

Poitiers  and  Cressy  teU, 
When  most  their  pride  did  r 
Under  our  swords  they  (ell ; 
No  leas  our  skill  iff 
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Than  when  our  grandsire  great, 
Olaiming  the  regal  seat, 
Bj  mail  J  a  warlike  feat 

Lopped  the  Frenoh  lilies. 

The  dnke  of  York  so  dread 
The  eager  vaward  led ; 
With  the  main  Heurj  sped. 

Amongst  his  henchmen. 
Ezcester  had  the  rear — 
A  braver  man  not  there : 
O  Lord!  how  hot  they  were 

On  the  false  Frenchmen ! 

They  now  to  fight  are  gone ; 
Armour  on  armour  shone ; 
J>rum  now  to  drum  did  groan — 

To  hear  was  wonder; 
That  with  the  cries  they  make 
The  very  earth  did  shake ; 
Trumpet  to  trumpet  spake. 

Thunder  to  thunder. 

^ell  it  thine  age  became, 
O  noble  Erpingham ! 
^hich  did  the  signal  aim 

To  our  hid  forces ; 
\STien,  from  a  meadow  by, 
Xike  a  storm  suddenly. 
The  Englisli  archery 

Struck  the  French  horses, 

With  Spanish  yew  so  strong, 
Arrows  a  cloth-yard  long, 
That  like  to  serpents  stung. 

Piercing  the  weather ; 
l^one  from  his  fellow  starts, 
But  playing  manly  parts, 
And  like  true  English  hearts. 

Stuck  dose  together. 

When  down  their  bows  they  threw, 
And  forth  their  bilbows  drew, 
And  on  the  French  they  fie^^, 

Not  one  was  tardy : 
Arms  were  from  shoulders  sent ; 
Scalpe  to  the  teeth  were  rent; 
Down  the  French  peasants  went; 

Omrmea  were  hardy. 
49 


This  while  our  noble  king, 
His  broadsword  brandishing, 
Down  the  French  host  did  ding, 

As  to  o'erwhelm  it ; 
And  many  a  deep  wound  lent. 
His  arms  with  blood  besprent, 
And  many  a  cruel  dent 

Bruised  his  helmet. 

Glo^ster,  that  duke  so  good, 
Next  of  the  royal  blood, 
For  famous  England  stood. 

With  his  braye  brother — 
Clarence,  in  steel  so  bright. 
Though  but  a  maiden  knight^ 
Yet  in  that  fririouB  fight 

Scarce  such  another. 

Warwick  in  blood  did  wade ; 
Oxford  the  foe  invade, 
And  cruel  slaughter  made. 

Still  as  they  ran  up, 
Suffolk  his  axe  did  ply ; 
Beaumont  and  Willoughby 
Bare  them  right  doughtily, 

Ferrers  and  Fanhope. 

Upon  Saint  Crispin's  day 
Fought  was  this  noble  fray. 
Which  fame  did  not  delay 

To  England  to  carry ; 
Oh,  when  shall  Englishmen 
With  such  acts  fill  a  pen. 
Or  England  breed  again 

Such  a  King  Harry  ? 

MiooASL  Dkavton 


THE  CAVALIER'S  SONG. 

A  8TEED !  a  steed  of  matchlesse  speed, 

A  sword  of  metal  keene  I 
All  else  to  noble  hcartcs  is  drosse. 

All  else  on  earth  is  meane. 
The  neighyinge  of  the  war-horse  prowde. 

The  rowlinge  of  the  drum. 
The  clangor  of  the  trumpet  lowde. 

Bo  soundes  from  heaven  that  come ; 
And  oh  I  the  thundering  presse  of  knightcp. 

Whenas  their  war  cryes  swell, 
May  tole  from  heaven,  wv  wv^<iV\iTv^\\^ 

And  rouse  a  ftend  frota\\ftW. 
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rhen  monntel  then  moimte,  brave  gallants 
all, 

And  don  your  helraes  amaine : 
Deathe^s  conricrs,  fame  and  honor,  call 

Us  to  the  field  agoine. 
\o  shrewish  teares  shall  fill  our  eye 

When  the  sword-hilt 's  in  our  hand  — 
Heart  whole  we  11  part,  and  no  whit  sighe 

For  the  fayrest  of  the  land ; 
Let  piping  swaine,  and  craven  wight, 

Thus  weepe  and  puling  orye ; 
Our  business  is  like  men  to  fight. 

And  hero-like  to  die ! 

William  Mothsbwvx. 


PRINCE  EUGENE. 

Pbinoe  Eugexe,  our  noble  leader, 
\Iade  a  vow  in  death  to  bleed,  or 

Win  the  emperor  back  Belgrade : 
'^  Launch  pontoons,  let  all  be  ready 
To  bear  our  ordnance  safe  and  steady 

Over  the  Danube  " — thus  he  said. 


There  was  mustering  on  the  border 
When  our  bridge  in  marching  order 

Breasted  first  the  roaring  stream ; 
Then  at  Semlin,  vengeance  breathing, 
We  encamped  to  scourge  the  heathen 

Back  to  Mahound,  and  fame  redeem. 


T  was  on  August  one-and- twenty. 
Scouts  and  glorious  tidings  plenty 

Galloped  in,  through  storm  and  rain ; 
Turks,  they  swore,  three  hundred  thousand 
Marched  to  give  our  prince  a  rouse,  and 

Dared  us  forth  to  battle-plain. 


Then  at  Prince  Eugene's  head-quarters 
K£et  our  fine  old  fighting  Tartars 

Generals  and  field  marshals  all ; 
Every  point  of  war  debated, 
Elach  in  his  tnm  the  signal  waited, 

Forth  to  march  and  on  to  fall. 


I  For  the  onalaaght  all  were 
When  the  word  sped  round  oor  leaguer; 

'*  Soon  as  the  dock  chimes  twelve  ton 
Then,  bold  hearts,  sound  boot  and  saddle 
Stand  to  your  arms,  and  on  to  battJc, 

Every  one  that  has  hands  to  fight  I  " 


Musqueteers,  horse,  yagers,  fomung, 
Sword  in  hand  each  bosom  warming, 

Still  as  death  we  all  advance ; 
Each  prepared,  come  blows  or  booty, 
German-like  to  do  our  doty, 

Joining  hands  in  the  gallant  danoe. 


Our  cannoneers,  those  tough  old  heroee 
Struck  a  lusty  peal  to  cheer  ns, 

Firing  ordnance  great  and  small ; 
Right  and  left  our  cannon  thundered, 
Till  the  pagans  quaked,  and  wondered, 

And  by  platoons  began  to  falL 


On  the  right,  like  a  lion  angered, 

Bold  Eugene  cheered  on  the  bold  vangu 

Ludovic  spurred  np  and  down. 
Crying  "  On,  boys ;  every  hand  to 't ; 
Brother  Germans  nobly  stand  to  ^t : 

Charge  tliem  home,  for  our  old  renoib 


Gallant  prince  I  he  spoke  no  more ;  he 
Fell  in  early  youth  and  glory. 

Struck  from  his  horse  by  some  curst  I 
Great  Eugene  long  sorrowed  o*er  him. 
For  a  brother's  love  he  bore  him ; 

Every  soldier  mourned  his  ialL 


In  Waradin  we  laid  his  ashes ; 
Cannon  peals  and  musket  flashes 

O'er  his  grave  due  honors  paid : 
Then,  tlie  old  black  eagle  flying; 
All  the  pagan  powers  defying, 

On  w^  marched  and  stormed  Belgrade 

AxoHTMOct.   (ycnri 
'  T^uukt'on  of  John  Huoi 


SSfi 


BANNOOK-BURN. 

'  bbdox'b  addrbm  to  bib  abky. 

rha  hoe  wi'  Wdllaoe  bled— 
rhaat  Brace  has  aften  led— 
te  to  70ur  gory  bed, 
Dr  to  Tictotie  I 

the  day,  and  now  '9  the  hour ; 
front  o'  battle  lower ; 
•roach  proud  Edward's  power — 
Jhatna  and  slaverie  1 

dl  be  a  traitor  kaave  ? 
n  flU  a  coward's  grave  ? 
e  base  as  be  a  alare  t 
Let  hiiD  torn  and  fiee  I 

r  Scotiaod's  king  and  law . 
n's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
n  stand  or  freeman  fa' — 
Let  him  follow  me ! 

resuon's  woes  and  ptdnsl 
r  sons  in  servile  chains  1 
1  drun  otir  dearest  Teins, 
Bat  tbey  shall  be  free ! 

I  proud  usarpors  low  I 
I  fall  in  every  foel 
■  's  in  every  blow  1 
Let  OS  do,  or  die  t 


IVRY. 


r  to  the  Lord  of  hosts,  from 

gloriea  are  1 

'  to  our  sovereign  lii^je,  King  Henry 

Navarre ! 

Jiere  be  the  merry  sonnd  of  music 

I  of  danoe, 

tfay  oom-fields  green,  and  sunny 

«•,  O  plMsant  land  of  France  I 


And  then.  Boobelle,  our  own  Rochelle,  proud 

city  of  the  waters, 
Again  let  raptnre  light  the  eyes  of  aU  thy 

mourning  dangbt«rs; 
As  thou  wert  constant  in  our  ilia,  be  joyous 

in  our' joy; 
For  cold  and  stiff  and  still   are  they  whu 

wron^t  tfay  walls  annoy. 
Hurrah  I  hurrah  I  a  ^ngle  field  hath  turned 

the  chance  of  warl 
Hurralil  hurrah  1   for  Ivry,  and  Henry  ot' 

Navarre, 

Oh  I  how  our  hearts  were  beating,  when,  at 

the  dawn  of  day. 
We  saw  tlie  array  of  the  league  drawn  oat  in 

long  array ; 
With  all  its  priest-led  citizens,  and  all  its  rebel 

And  Appcnzcl's  stoat  infimtrj,  and  Egmont's 

Flemish  spears. 
There  rodo  the  brood  of  false  Lorraine,  the 

curses  of  our  land ; 
And  dark  Maycnne  was  in  the  midst,  a  trau- 

cheon  ia  his  hand ; 
And,  OS  wo  looked  on  them,  we  thought  of 

Seine's  empurpled  flood, 
And  good  Coligni's  hoary  hair  all  dabbled 

with  liis  blood ; 
And  we  cried  nnto  the  Wviag  God,  who  rules 

the  fate  of  war, 
To  fight  for  Ilis  own  holy  name,  and  Henry 

of  Navarre. 

The  king  is  como  to  marshal  as,  in  all  hit 

And  he  has  bound  a  snow-white  plume  npon 

his  gallant  crest. 
Ue  looked  upon  his  people,  and  a  tear  was  in 

his  eye ; 
Uo  looked  upon  the  traitors,  and  his  glance 

was  stern  and  high. 
Plight  graciously  ho  smiled  on  us,  as  rolled 

from  wing  to  wing, 
Down  all  oar  line,  a  deafening  shout:  God 

save  our  lord  the  klngl 
"  And  if  my  standard-bearer  fUl,  as  fall  full 

well  he  may — 
For  never  I  saw  promise  yet  of  Bueh  a  bloody 

fray— 


366 


POEMS    OF    AMBITION. 


Press  where  je  see  my  white  plume  shine 

amidst  the  ranks  of  war, 
And  be  jonr  oriflamme  to-day  the  hehnet  of 

Navarre." 

Hurrah  I  the  foes  are  moving. '  Hark  to  the 
jingled  dio, 

Of  fife,  and  steed,  and  tramp,  and  drom,  and 
roaring  colverin. 

The  fiery  duke  is  pricking  fast  across  Saint 
Andre's  plain, 

With  all  the  hireling  chivalry  of  Gueldersand 
Almayne. 

Now  by  the  lips  of  those  ye  love,  fair  gentle- 
men of  France, 

Charge  for  the  golden  lilies — upon  them  with 
the  lance  I 

A  thousand  spurs  are  striking  deep,  a  thou- 
sand spears  in  rest, 

A  thousand  knights  are  pressing  close  behind 
the  snow-white  crest ; 

And  in  they  burst,  and  on  they  rashed,  while, 
like  a  guidmg  star, 

Amidst  the  thickest  carnage  blazed  the  hel- 
met of  Navarre. 

Now,  God  be  praised,  the  day  is  ours :  Ma- 
yenne  hath  turned  his  rein ; 

D^Aumale  hath  cried  for  quarter ;  the  Flem- 
ish count  is  slaiu ; 

Their  ranks  are  breaking  like  thin  clouds  be- 
fore a  Biscay  gale ; 

The  field  is  heaped  with  bleeding  steeds,  and 
flags,  and  cloven  mail. 

And  then  we  thought. on  vengeance,  and,  all 
along  our  van, 

Remember  Saint  Bartholomew  I  was  passed 
from  man  to  man. 

But  out  spake  gentle  Henry — "No  French- 
man is  my  foe : 

Down,  down,  with  every  foreigner,  but  let 
your  brethren  go  " — 

Oh  1  was  there  ever  such  a  knight,  in  friend- 
ship or  in  war. 

As  our  sovereign  lord.  King  Henry,  the  sol- 
dier of  Navarre  ? 

Right  well  fought  all  the  Frenchmen  who 

fought  for  France  to-day ; 
And  many  a  lordly  banner  God  gave  them 

for  a  prey. 


But  we  of  the  religion  have  borne  ns  b* 

fight; 
And  the  good  lord  of  Rosoy  hiHi  ta'ei 

cornet  white— 
Our  own  true  Maximilian  the  oomet  i 

hath  ta'en, 
The  cornet  white  with  oroBses  black,  th< 

of  false  Lorraine. 
Up  with  it  high ;  unfdrl  it  wide — that  al 

host  may  know 
How  God  hath  humbled  the  proud  I 

which  wrought  His  Church  such ' 
Then  on  the  ground,  while  trompeta  » 

their  loudest  point  of  war, 
Fling  the  red  shreds,  a  footdoth  meet 

Henry  of  Navarre. 

Hoi   maidens  of  Vienna;  hoi  matrooi 

Lucerne — 
Weep,  weep,  and  rend  your  hair  for  those 

never  shall  return. 
Hoi  Philip,  send,  for  charity,  thy  Mei 

pistoles, 
That  Antwerp  monks  may  sing  a  mass  foi 

poor  spearmen^s  souls. 
Ho  1  gallant  nobles  of  the  league,  look 

your  arms  be  bright; 
Ho !  burghers  of  St  Genevieve,  keep  w 

and  ward  to-night ; 
For  our  God  hath  crushed  the  tyrant, 

God  hath  raised  the  dave, 
And  mocked  the  counsel  of  the  wise,  an^ 

valor  of  the  brave. 
Then  glory  to  His  holy  name,  from  wbos 

glories  are ; 
And  glory  to  our  sovereign  lord,  King  Hi 

of  Navarre  I 

LokdMacavl 


GIVE  A  ROUSE. 


Ejnq  CnABLES,  and  who  ^11  do  him  i 

now? 
King  Charles,  and  who 's  ripe  for  fi^  i 
Give  a  rouse :  here 's  in  hell^s  dei^ite  no 
King  Charles  1 


NASEBY. 
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IL 

16  the  goods  that  went  since  f 
me  the  house  that  sank  once  ? 
me  to  gold  I  spent  rince  ? 
me  in  wine  yon  drank  once? 
'««,  and  who  ^U  do  him  right  now  t 
0C,  and  who '«  ripe  for  fight  noto  t 
i :  here  ^$  in  helVi  despite  now^ 

m. 

led  my  boy  George  quaff  else, 
TooPs  side  that  begot  him  ? 
lid  he  cheer  and  laugh  else, 
3  damned  troopers  shot  him  ? 
'«•,  and  who  HI  do  him  right  now  f 
'€8j  and  who  *«  ripe  for  fight  now  t 
9 :  here '«  in  helVt  despite  now^ 
let! 

BoBiBT  BaowimtQ. 


NASEBY. 

>fore  come  ye  forth  in  triumph 

le  north, 

lands,  and  your  feet,  and  your  rai- 

11  red? 

fore  doth  your  rout  send  forth  a 

shout  ? 

e  be  the  grapes  of  the  wine-press 

!  tread  ? 

as  the  root,  and  bitter  was  the 

n  was  the  juice  of  the  vintage  that 

1- 

npled  on  the  throng  of  the  haughty 

0  strong, 

in  the  high  places  and  slew  the 

of  God. 

ut  the  noon  of  a  glorious  day  of 

iw  their  banners  dance  and  their 

ies  shine, 

lan  of  blood  was  there,  with  his 

ssenced  hair, 

r,  and  Sir  Mannaduke,  and  Rupert 

Rhine. 


like  a  Bervant  of  the  Lord,  with  his  bible  and 
his  sword, 

The  general  rode  along  os  to  form  is  for  the 
fight; 

When  a  murmuring  sound  broke  out,  and 
swelled  into  a  shont 

Among  the  godless  horsemen  upon  the  ty- 
rant's right. 

And  hark!  like  the  roar  of  the  billows  on  the 

shore, 
The  cry  of  battle  rises  along  their  charging 

line: 
For  God  I  for  the  cause  I  for  the  Ohnroh  I  for 

the  laws  I 
For  Oharles,  king  of  England,  and  Rupert  of 

the  Rhine! 

The  furious  German  comes,  with  his  clarions 
and  his  drums. 

His  brayoes  of  Alsatia  and  pages  of  White- 
hall; 

They  are  bursting  on  onr  flanks  I  Grasp  yoor 
pikes !     Close  your  ranks  1 

For  Rupert  never  comes,  but  to  conquer,  or 
to  fall. 

They  are  here— they  rush  on — we  are  bro- 
ken— we  are  gone — 

Our  left  is  borne  before  them  like  stubble  on 
the  blast. 

0  Lord,  put  forth  thy  might!  0  Lord,  defend 
the  right  I 

Stand  back  to  back,  jn  God's  name!  and  fight 
it  to  the  last  I 

Stout  Skippen  hath  a  wound — the  centre  hath 

given  ground. 
Hark  I  hark!  what  means  the  trampling  of 

horsemen  on  our  rear  ? 
Whose  banner  do  I  see,  boys  ?    '  Tis  he  I  thank 

God !  't  is  he,  boys  1 
Bear  up  another  minute  I     Brave  Oliver  it? 

here! 

Their  heads  all  stooping  low,  their  jioints  all 

in  a  row : 
Like  a  whirlwind  on  the  trees,  like  a  deluge 

on  the  dikes, 


Onr  ooirasrien  hvo  bnrat  on  the  ranks  o<f 

tbe  Dccnrat, 
And  at  a  ehock  Lave  scattered  tlie  fbrest  of 

Fast,  fiLst,  tlie  gulloiits  ride,  in  some  tafe  nook 

Their  coward  lieads,  predestioed  to  rot  on 

Temple  Bar ; 
And  be — be  turns  1  lie  fliea  I  Bhome  on  those 

cmel  eyes 
That  bore  to  look  ou  tori 

look  on  war  1 

Ho,  comrades!  Bi^onr  the 

strip  the  alain, 
Rret  give  another  stab  to 

Then  sbake  from  slcercs 

brood- pieces  and  tool 
The  tokens  of  tbo  wauton, 

poor. 

FooU!  your  doublets  sbone  witb  gold,  and 

jour  liearls  were  gay  and  bold, 
Wher.  you  kissed  yotir  Lly  bands  to  your  lo- 

And  to-morrow  shall  the  fox  from  her  chain- 

Iters  in  the  rocks 
I«ad  lijrtb  her  tawny  cabs  to  bowl  above  the 

prey. 

Where  be  jour  tongues,  that  late  mocked  at 
heaven,  and  bell,  m^  fatel 

And  the  fingers  that  once  were  so  busy  with 
your  MadesI 

Tour  perfumed  satin  clotlies,  your  catches 
and  yonr  oaths  ? 

Tour  stage-plays  and  your  sonnets,  your  dia- 
monds and  your  spadeet 


1)owu!  dowu!  for  ever  down,  with  the  mitre 
and  the  crown ! 

With  the  Belial  of  the  court,  and  the  Mam- 
mon of  the  Popel 

There  is  woe  in  Oxford  halls,  there  is  wail  in 
Durham's  stalls ; 

Pie  Jesuit  smites  his  bosom,  the  bishop  rends 
bU  cope. 


And  she  of  the  seven  hiUa  oball  n 

children's  ills. 
And  tremble  when  she  thinks  on  ft 

England's  sword; 
And  the  kings  of  eariJi  In  fear  shall  ia 

when  they  hear 
What  the  hand  of  God  hath  vronglit  ft 

homes  and  the  word  I 


^ 


AN  HOBATIAN  OI>E, 


TuE  forward  youth  that  would  appcl 
Host  now  forsake  his  Uoses  dear; 
Nor  in  the  shadows  sing  f 

Ilis  nnmbers  langnlahing,  ' 

'Tis  time  to  leave  the  books  in  dost. 
And  oil  the  unused  armor's  rust; 

Removing  from  the  wall 

The  corslet  of  the  ball. 


So  restless  Cromwell  could  not  ceat- 
In  the  inglorious  arts  of  peace, 
Bnt  through  adventurons  war 

Urged  bis  active  star; 

And  like  the  three-forked  lightning. 
Breaking  the  clouds  where  it  was  m 

Did  thorough  his  own  side 

His  fiery  way  divide. 

For  't  is  all  one  to  courage  high. 
The  eraiilons,  or  enemy ; 
.    And,  with  such,  to  enclose 
Is  more  than  to  oppose. 

Fhen  burning  throngh  the  air  be  «0 
And  palaces  and  temples  rent; 
And  Caisar's  head  at  lost 
^  T¥A  \}[a<i^'a  b>U  lantela  Mut 


AN    HOBATIAN    ODB. 


M  Ikw  of  aagij  heAven's  flame; 
And,  if  we  would  apeak  troe, 
Hnob  to  the  m&n  is  dne^ 

n.0,  from  his  private  gardens,  where 
It  Uved  reeerred  and  aoatere, 

(As  if  hie  highest  plot 

To  plant  tlie  bergamot,) 

Ontd  b7  iudnstrioQs  valor  olimb 
To  rnin  the  great  work  of  time, 

And  cast  tlie  kingdoma  old 

Into  another  mould! 

Tbaagh  justice  agunst  fate  complin, 

Ifid  plead  the  ancient  rights  in  v^n— 

But  those  do  hold  or  break, 

As  men  are  strong  or  weak, 

'atara,  that  hateth  emptiness, 
Jlovs  of  penetration  loss, 

And  therefore  must  make  room 
Wliere  greater  spirits  come. 


i.ii  field  of  all  the  civil  war, 
here  his  were  not  the  deepest  scar 

And  OaniptoD  shows  what  part 

lie  hadof  wiser  art: 


'bere,  twining  sobtle  fears  with  hope, 
«  wove  a  net  of  such  a  scope 

That  Charles  himself  might  chase 
To  Carisbrook's  narrow  ca«e ; 

hat  tbence  the  rojal  actor  borne, 
be  tragic  scaffold  might  adorn. 
^Hiile  round  the  armed  banda 
Did  •Hup  their  bloodj  hands, 


c  nothing  ci 

poD  that  memorable  scene ; 

But  with  bis  keener  eye 

The  oie's  edge  did  try ; 

or  called  the  gods,  with  vulgar  spltc^ 
o  vindicate  his  helpless  right ; 

Bm  bowed  bia  oomel?  bead 

I>own,  as  npon  a  bed. 


This  was  that  memorable  honr. 
Which  first  assured  the  forced  power; 

So,  when  they  did  design 

The  oapitol's  first  line, 

A  bleeding  bead,  where  they  begun. 
Did  fright  Ibe  architects  to  mn: 

And  yet  in  that  the  state 

Foresaw  its  happy  fate. 

And  now  the  Irish  are  ashamed 
To  see  themselves  in  one  year  tamed ; 
So  mnoh  one  man  can  do, 
That  does  both  act  and  know. 

They  can  affirm  his  pnusea  best, 
And  have,  though  overcome,  confest 
How  good  ho  is,  how  just. 
And  fit  for  highest  trost : 

Kor  yet  grown  atiffer  by  command, 
But  stiU  in  the  republic's  hand. 

How  fit  he  is  to  sway 

That  can  so  well  obey. 


is'  feet  presents 
A  kingdom  forhis  first  year's  rents. 
And,  what  he  may,  forbears 
His  fame  to  make  it  theirs; 

And  has  his  sword  and  spoils  ungirt, 

To  lay  them  at  the  public's  skirL 

So  when  the  falcon  high 

Falls  heavy  from  the  sky, 

She,  having  killed,  no  more  docs  searot 
Bnt  on  tho  neit  green  bougli  to  perch ; 
Where,  when  he  first  does  lure, 
Tho  falconer  has  her  sure. 

What  may  not  then  onr  isle  presume, 

While  victory  his  erest  docs  piumol 

What  may  not  others  fear 

If  thus  he  croivns  each  yeari 

As  Onsar  he,  ere  long^  to  Gaul; 
To  Italy  an  Hannibal ; 

And  to  all  states  not  free 

Shall  climacteric  bo 


POEMS    OF     AMBITIOX. 


The  Pict  no  shelter  now  sbdU  find 
Within  his  parli-oolored  mind; 
Bnt  from  this  Talor  and 
Hhiink  underneath  tJie  plud, 

Happy,  if  in  the  tufted  brake 
The  English  ]iont«r  him  miatake, 

Nor  ky  his  honnds  in  near 

The  OaledoniaD  deer. 

But  thon,  the  war's  and  fortnn'''-  — 

March  indefaljgalily  on; 
And,  for  the  last  effect, 
Still  keep  the  sword  erect  1 

BeaideB  the  foroe  it  has  to  frigh 
The  epirita  of  the  shttdj  night. 
The  same  arts  that  did  gaic 
A  power,  must  it  maintiuu. 


I  BID  bat  prompt  the  age  to  qoit  their  rhp 

By  (he  known  rnlea  of  ancient  libsrtj, 

When  straight  a  harbarons  noiae  eDvinu' 

me 

Of    owls    and    anokoos,    asses,    apa,  irJ 

dogs: 
As  when  those  hinds  that  were  tran^iw^ 
to  ftogs 
"-"'sd  at  latona's  twin-bom  progooT, 
ch   after   held   the  enn   and  nuMa  it 

Ib  ia  got  by  casting  peari  to  bofa, 
lawl  for  freedom   in   lh«ir  usamim 

still  revolt  when  tmth  would  wllbi'n 

free. 

ase  they  mean  when  tliey  ciy  Iil*rti; 

bo  loves  that  moet  first  be  wi^  ud 


TO  TUB  LI 

Obomwbll,  our  chief  of  men,  who  through 

Not  of  war  on.y,  bnt  detractions  rnde, 
Gnided  by  faith  and  matchless  foKlludu, 
To  peace  and  trnth  thy  glorioos  way  hast 

ploughed, 
Apd  on  the  necl;  of  crowned  fortune  proud 
Hast  reared  God's  trophies,  and  his  work 

pursued. 
While  Darwen  stream  witli  blood  of  Scots 

imbrued. 
And  Duuhar  field  resounds  thj  praises  loud, 
And  Worcester's  laureat  wreath.     Yet  much 

To  conquer  still;  peace  halh  her  victories 

No  leas  renowned  than  war.  New  foes  arise 

Tlireateniog  to  bbd  oar  souls  with  secular 

chains : 

Help  ns  to  save  free  conscience  from  the 


Of  bu-eling  wolves,  whose  gospel  !s  their 


from  that  mark  how  far  they  re 


For    all  tills  waste   of   woallli,  and  low  '^ 


Cybiao,  this  three  years  day  these  eye*,  ^ 

To  outward  view  of  blemish  or  of  spot. 
Bereft  of  light,  their  seeing  have  forgot ; 
Nor  to  their  idle  orbs  doth  sight  appeal 
Of  sua,  or  moon,  or  star,  thronghont  ^^ 
year. 
Or  man,  or  woman.    Yet  I  argne  not 
Against  heaven's  hand  or  will,  oor  bil< 

jot 
Of  heart  or  hope;   but  still  bear  up  aD« 

Bight  onward.    What  supports  me,  dostthoG 
ask! 
The  conscience,  friend,  t'  have  lost  Ukd 

overplied 
Id  liberty's  defence,  my  noble  task. 
Of  which  all  Europe  rings  from  ude  to  sd«. 
This  thought  might  lead  me  throogh  tk 

world's  vun  mask. 
Content  thoogh  blind,  had  I  no  better  gnida 
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WHEN  BANNERS  ABE  WAVING. 


Whbt  iMmnen  are  waving, 

And  lances  a-pnahing; 
Vben  captains  are  shontiDg, 

And  war-horses  rushing ; 
When  cannon  are  roaring, 

And  hot  bnllets  flying, 
He  that  would  honor  win, 

Host  not  fear  dying. 

II. 

Though  shafts  fly  so  thick 

That  it  seems  to  be  snowing ; 
Though  streamlets  with  blood 

More  than  water  are  flowing ; 
Though  with  sabre  and  bullet 

Our  bravest  are  dying, 
We  speak  of  revenge,  but 

We  ne'er  speak  of  flying. 

m. 

Come,  stand  to  it,  heroes ! 

Tlie  heathen  are  coming; 
Horsemen  are  round  the  walls, 

Riding  and  running ; 
Maidens  and  matrons  all 

Arm  I  arm  I  are  crying , 
from  petards  the  wildfire's 

Flashing  and  flying. 


The  trumpets  from  turrets  high 

Loudly  are  braying ; 
The  steeds  for  the  onset 

Are  snorting  and  neighing ; 
As  waves  in  the  ocean, 

Tlie  dark  plumes  are  dancing ; 
As  stars  in  the  blue  sky, 

The  helmets  are  glancing. 

Their  ladders  are  planting. 

Their  sabres  are  sweeping ; 
Now  swords  from  our  sheaths 

By  the  thousand  are  leaping ; 
Like  the  flash  of  the  levin 

Ere  men  hearken  thunder, 
Bwords  gleam,  and  the  steel  caps 

Are  cloven  asunder. 


The  shouting  has  ceased. 

And  the  flashing  of  cannon ! 
I  looked  from  the  turret 

For  crescent  and  pennon : 
As  flax  touched  by  fire. 

As  hail  in  the  river. 
They  were  smote,  they  were  fallen, 

And  had  melted  for  ever. 

AiroimcoirB. 


THE  COVENANTERS'  BATTLE-CHANT. 

To  battle  I  to  battle  I 

To  slaughter  and  strife  I 
For  a  sad,  broken  covenant 

We  barter  poor  life. 
The  great  God  of  Judah 

Shall  smite  with  our  hand, 
And  break  down  the  idols 

That  cumber  the  land. 

Uplift  every  voice 

In  prayer,  and  in  song ; 
Remember  the  battle 

Is  not  to  the  strong ; — 
Lo,  the  Ammonites  thicken ! 

And  onward  they  come. 
To  the  vain  noise  of  trumpet, 

Of  cymbal,  and  drum. 

They  haste  to  the  onslaught, 

With  hagbut  and  spear ; 
They  lust  for  a  banquet 

That 's  deathful  and  dear. 
Now  horseman  and  footman 

Sweep  down  the  hill-side ; 
They  come,  like  fierce  Pharaolia, 

To  die  in  their  pride ! 

See,  long  plume  and  pennon 

Stream  gay  in  the  air  I 
They  are  given  us  for  slaughter,  - 

Shall  God's  people  spare? 
Nay,  nay ;  lop  them  oflf— 

Friend,  father,  and  son ; 
All  earth  is  athirst  till 

The  good  work  be  done. 


fOEHS    OF    AUBlTIOlt. 


Uraoe  tight  ev«rf  buckler, 

And  lift  high  the  sword  I 
For  biting  mast  blades  be 

That  fight  for  the  Lord. 
Remember,  remember, 

How  saints'  blood  was  abed, 
Aa  frt-L'  as  the  rain,  aod 

Ilomes  desolate  madsl 

Among  them  1 — among  them ! 

Uubnriod  booos  cry : 
Aveogo  us, — or,  like  us, 

Faith's  true  martyrs  die ! 
Hew,  hew  down  the  spoilei 

Slay  on,  aad  spare  none: 
Tliea  shout  forth  iu  gludii' 

Heaven's  battle  is  won  1 


THE  CAMERONIAN'S  DREAM. 

K  ■.  liri'am  of  the  night  I  wna  waltel  away 
Tj  tile  miiirland  of  mtst,  where  the  martyrs 

lay; 
Where  Cameron's  sword  and  his  hiblo  are 

Engraved  on  the  stone  where  tiie  heather 
grows  green. 

'Twos  H  dream  of  those  ages  of  darkness  and 
When  the  minister's  home  was  the  mnnntnin 

When  in  Wellwood's  dork  valley  the  stand- 
ard of  ZioD, 

All  bloody  and  torn,  'raong  the  heather  was 
lying. 


Twss  morning;  and 
from  the  east 

Lay  in  loving  repose  on  the 
breast; 

Oa  Wardlaiv  and  Caimtable  the  clear  shin- 
ing dew 

Glistened  there  'roong  the  heath  bells  and 
mountain  flowers  btae. 


And  for  nji  in  besveii,  uvar  the  whlu  uieiit 

cloud, 
The  song  of  the  lark  was  inplodloai  mi 

And  iu  Glenmuir's  wild  solitade,  Iragthencd 

and  deep, 
Were  the  whistling  of  plorera  and  VttUif 
of  sheep. 

And  Wellwood's  sweet  TsUey  breathed  Diule 

and  gladness — 
.•eab  meadow  blooms  hong  in  Uul; 

and  redness ; 

ighters  were  happy  lo  hul  the  rttia- 

ing, 

rink  the  delight  of  July's  swetil  mom 

ing. 

il  there  were  hearta  cherished  far  ciia 

feelings, 

d  by  the  light  of  prophetic  tt'-'l 

lugs; 
]rank  bom  the  semwj  of  beautv  kui 

Fur  they  knew  that  tbeir  blood  would  l*'!-'' 


'Twos  the  fewfiuthfii]  ones  who  withCiW- 

eron  were  lying 
Cniitealed  'mong  the  mist  where  the  hMtt- 

fowl  was  crying; 
For  the  horsemen  of  Earlshal]  Rroond  ilis"" 

were  hovering, 
And  their  bridle  reins  rung  throngh  the  tbin 

misty  covering 

Their  laces  grew  pale,  and  their  swords  «rt 

unsheathed, 
But  the  vengeance  that  darkened  tbeir  bra* 

was  nnbreathed ;_ 
With  eyes  turned  to  heaven  in  calm  resip*' 

They  sang  their  last  song  to  the  God  of  s«'' 

vation. 

The  bills  with  the  deep  mom-nful  mnuo  *^ 

ringing, 
The  curlew  and  plover  in  oouoert  wen  aqf- 
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the  melody  ^6d  ^mid  derision  and  laugh- 
ter, 

tbe  host  of  ungodly  msbed  od  to  the 
danghter. 

ingih  in  mist,  and  in  darkness,  and  fire 

they  were  shrouded, 
t  tlie  souls  of  the  righteous  were  calm  and 

unclouded ; 
eir  dark  eyes  flashed  lightning,  as,  firm 

and  unbending, 
ej  stood  like  the  rock  which  the  thunder 

b  rending. 

16  muskets  were  flashing,  the  blue  swords 

were  gleaming^ 
e  hehnets  were  deft,  and  the  red  blood 

was  streaming, 
«  heavens  grew  dark,  and  the  thunder  was 

rolling, 
hen  in  Wellwood*s  dark   muirlands   the 

mighty  were  falling. 

hen  the  righteous  had  fallen,  and  the  com- 
bar  was  ended, 

chariot  of  fire  through  the  dark  cloud  de- 
scended ; 

I  drivers  were  angeb  on  horses  of  white- 
ness 

id  its  burning  wheels  turned  upon  axles  of 
brightness. 

seraph  unfolded  its  doors  bright  and  shin- 
ing, 
U  dazzling  like  gold  of  the  seventh  refin- 

,    ing, 
nd  the  souls  that  came  forth  out  of  great 

tribulation, 

^e  mounted  the  chariots  and  steeds  of 

salvation. 

Q  the  arch  of  the  rjunbow  the  chariot  is 
gliding 

irongh  the  path  of  the  thunder  the  horse- 
men are  riding — 

ide  swiftly,  bright  spirits  the  prize  is  be- 
fore ye — 

orown  never  fading,  a  kingdom  of  glory  I 

Jaiom  Utslop 


THE  BOimETS  OF  BONNIE  DUNDEE. 

To  the  lords  of  convention  't  was  Claverhouse 

who  spoke, 
''Ere  the  king^s  crown  shall  fall  there  Are 

crowns  to  be  broke ; 

So  let  each  cavalier  who  loves  honor  and  me 

Come  follow  the  bonnets  of  bonnie  Dundee  I '' 

Come  fill  up  my  eupj  eomefill  up  my  eon  ; 

Come  saddle  your  honei,  and  call  up  yout 

men; 
Come  open  tKe  Wettport  and  let  us  gang 

free. 
And  it  ^s  room  for  the  honnete  qfhonnie 
Dundee/ 

Dundee  he  is  mounted,  he  rides  up  the  street, 
The  bells  are  mug  backward,  the  drums  they 

are  beat ; 
But  the  provost,  douc^man,  said,  *' Just  e^en 

let  him  be. 
The  gude  toun  is  well  quit  of  that  deil  of 
Dundee ! " 
Come  fill  up  my  eup,  eomefill  up  my  can 
Come  saddle  your  horses^  and  call  up  your 

men; 
Come  open  the  Westport  and  let  us  gang 

free, 
And  it  '*  room  for  the  lonnets  of  bonnie 
Dundee/ 

As  he  rode  doun  the  sanctified  bends  of  the 

Bow 
nk  carline  was*fiyting  and  shaking  her  pow ; 
But  the  young  plants  of  grace  they  looked 

cowthie  and  slec, 
Thinking,  Luck  to  thy  bonnet,  tiiou  bonnie 
Dundee  I 
Come  fill  up  my  cup,  come  fill  up  my  can, 
Come  saddle  your  horses,  and  call  up  your 

men; 
Come  open  the  Westport  and  let  us  gang 

free, 
And  it  '*  room  for  the  honnets  of  "bormic 
Dundee! 

With  sour-featured  whigs  the  grass-njarkot 

was  thranged 
As  if  hi  Jf  the  west  had  set  tryst  to  be  lianged 
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There  was  spiM  in  eacL  look,  there  was  fear 

in  eacli  ee, 
As  they  walohed  for  the  bonneU  of  bonnie 
bnndec. 
Come  Jill  up  my  eup,  conn  Jill  up  my  am  ; 
Come  laddle  your  h&rta,  and  eall  up  sour 

Come  open  t'ne   Weitport  and  Ut  w»  yartff 

Andit^i  J-OOTJ   for  the  bonnet*  of  hon,nie 
Duwliel 


Tiitee  cnwlfl  of  KiJmarDook  had  si 

And  laii^-h(ift«ii  gullies  to  kill  oai 
But  they  shrunk  to  close- heads,  ani 

way  vfl3  free 
&.t  thoto3S  of  the  bonnet  of  boor 
Gnntjill  up  my  eup,  (omeJlU 
Come  saddle  your  honet,  and  i 

Come  open  the  Weetpurt,  and  i 

And  it '»  room  for  the  ionfteUi  of  bonnie 
Dundee/ 


lie  sparred  to  the  foot  of  the  prond  rnstlo 

rock, 
And  with  the  gaj  Gordon  be  gallantly  spoke : 
"  Let  Mods  Meg  and  her  marrows  speak  twa 

wards  or  three. 
For    the    love    of    tlio    hoanet    of    bonnio 
Dttudeo." 
Coiatfill  up  my  eup,  come  Jill  up  >Ry  eaa  ; 
Come  laddie  your  hortet,  and  call  up  your 

Came  open  the  Wettport  and  Ut  ut  gang 

free. 
And  it  '<  room  for  the  boanete  of  bimnie 
Dundee! 


The  Gordon  demands  of  him  wliich  way  be 

goe*— 
"  Where'er  shall  direct  ire  the  sliade  of  Mont- 
Tour  grace  in  short  Huaco  eball  hear  tidings 
Or  that  low  lies  the  bonnet  of  bonnie  ^>ande«. 


ComefiU  up  my  cup,  eimttjitl  uf  wy  «m; 

Ootne  laddle  your  licna,  and  eaUvpynf 

Come  open  tho  Wtttporl  and  Ut  m  g»f 

And  it '»  roam  for  the  bonneU  if  hmm 
Dundee/ 

"  There  are  hills  beyond  Pcntland  acd  luidi 

beyond  Forth ; 
If  there  *8  lords  in  the  Lowl&nds,  there '»  diiel> 

in  the  uoilh ; 

iie  wild  DonJowoMalj  three  tboiuuil 

times  three 

ry  'Hoigh! '  for  the  bonnet  of  Uuuiit 

Dondee. 

im,efillvpmycup,eome^lliip  myim; 

xns  toddle  your  horM,  and  eall  up  imi 

>me  opfr  Oie  Weitport  and  Ut  u  jf^ 

free, 
nd  it '«  room  for  CA«  bonnett  qf  bmi^ 

IhMdedl 

"There's  brass  on  the  target  of  barkcnfJ 

l>ul!-hide, 
There's  Eteel  in  theeeahbard  that  dangler  V- 

The  bra±«  shall  be  burnished,  the  !tcel  stuU 

Hash  free, 
At  a  tosa  of  the  bonnet  of  bonnie  Dundee. 

Come  Jill  vp  my  cup,  come  Jill  up  ray  sm; 

Come  toddle  your  honet,  and  call  up  jow 

Come  open  the  Weitport  and  let  tu  yiirf 

And  tCt  room  for  tht  iottnett  if  itiMi 
Dundee  / 

"Away  to  the  bills,  to  the  caves,  to  the  nxb, 
Ere  I  own  an  usurper  I  '11  conch  with  the  foi ; 
And  tremble,  false  whiga,  in  tiio  midst  of 

jour  glee, 
You  have  not  seen  the  last  of  my  bonnet  oi 

Comeflliipmyeup,eomeJiUupmyamt 
CojneaaddUyouThorte*,  andeallvpfM 

Come  open  the  Weitport  and  Ut  «i  goH 

free. 
And  it  'i  room  for  the  hmnett  ^f  hnM 

Dundee  I 


HBBE 'B    TO    TEE    KINO,    SIR1 


<  waved  lib  proad  hand,  and  the  tnunpets 

weraUovn, 
e  kettlfr^mnu  dashed,  and  the  horaemen 

rode  on, 
1  <ni  Raretstcm'B  oHfi  and  on  Olermiaton'e 

iM 

cd  tiw»j  the  wild  war-notea  of  bonnie  Don- 
dee. 

CSmu  taddie  the  kortet,  and  tail  up  the 

Ormtepenyourdconaadlttrntgatji-ee, 
Ibr  Wivp  witA  tht  lonntti  of  iMtnitf 
I>mdM/ 

Sn  WumSooTT: 


LOOHABEB  NO  UORE. 

'awill  tc  Lochaber!  and  farewell,  mj 

Jean, 
fiKt  beartsome  with  thee  I  hae  mony  daj 

been  I 
'or  Lochaber  no  ntore,  Lochaber  no  more, 
fe  li  maybe  retom  to  Lochaber  no  more  1 
l>Me  tears  that  I  shed  thej  are  a'  for  m;  dear, 
lid  no  for  the  dangers  attending  on  war, 
Iwngh  borne  on  roagh  seas  to  a  &r  bloody 

ajbe  to  retom  to  Lochaber  no  more. 

longh  hnrriconea  rise,  and  rise  every  wind, 
i«y'll  ne'er  make  a  tempest  like  that  in  my 

ongh  loodeet  of  thunder  on  loader  wavea 

at 's  naetblog  like  leanog  my  love  on  the 

leave  thee  behind  me  my  heart  ia  sair 

pained; 
eoite  that's  ingloriona  no  fame  can  be 

gained; 
d  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the 

d  I  most  deserve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

en  glory,  ray  Jeaoy,  maon  plead  my  ex- 

loe  honor  commands  mc,  how  can  I  reftue  t 
thont  it  I  ne'er  can  have  merit  for  thee, 
A  withont  thy  favor  I  'd  bettar  not  be. 


I  gae  then,  my  loss,  to  win  honor  and  fame, 
And  if  I  abonld  Inok  to  oome  gloriooaly  hame^ 
I  '11  bring  a  heart  to  tliee  with  love  roDning 

o'er. 
And  thea  I  '11  leave  thee  and  Lochaber  no 

more. 


HEBE'S  TO  THE  KING,  SLt' 

Hebb  'b  to  the  king,  eii  I 

Te  ken  wha  I  mean,  mr— 

And  to  every  honest  man 

Thatwilldo'tAgMnl 

an,  fill  yovT  bun^ert  high  ; 
JhniHf  drain  your  glauet  dry  ; 
Out  upon  him!— fie  I  oh,  fie  I— 
That  teinna  do '(  again. 

Here 's  to  the  chieftains 
Of  the  gallant  Sghland  olans ! 
They  bae  done  it  mair  nor  anoe, 
And  will  do 't  agun. 
Mil,  fill  your  bumpen  high; 
Drain,  drain  your  gtaeie*  dry  ; 
Out  upon  him/— fie/  oh,Jief— 
That  wirnia  do 't  again. 

When  you  bear  the  trnmpet's  sonnd 
Tuttie  taittie  to  tbe  dmma, 
Up  wL'  swords  and  down  wi'  gang, 
And  to  tbe  looas  agoinl 

Fill,  fill  your  bumperi  high; 
Drain,  drain  your  glamet  dry; 
Out  upon  him!— fie/  oh,  fie!— 
That  uinna  do '(  a^in. 

Here'  a  to  the  king  o'  Swede  1 

Fresh  laurela  crown  hia  bead ! 

Shame  fa'  every  saeaking  blade 

That  winna  do 't  again  I 

Fill,  fill  your  iumper*  high  ; 

Drain,  drain  your  glcum  dry  ; 

Out  upon  him  !—fie  !  oh,  fie  !— 

,     That  ainna  diH  again. 

Bnt  to  make  a'  things  right  now. 

He  that  drinks  ntaon  fight  too, 

To  show  his  heart  'a  upright  boo^ 

And  tliathe'^  &o\  b^uaV 
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JFlUjJill  your  bumpers  high  ; 
Draifiy  drain  your  glancB  dry  ; 
Out  upon  him  I— fie  I  oh^  fie  I — 
T%at  winna  do  ^t  again, 

ASOHTMOUB. 


OHARUE  IS  MY  DARLING. 

T  WAS  on  a  Monday  morning 

Rioht  early  in  the  year, 
That  Charlie  cam'  to  oar  toon. 
The  yoong  chevalier. 
And  Charlie  he^s  my  darUng^ 

My  darling,  my  darling; 
Charlie  he  ^s  my  darling. 
The  young  eheealier/ 

Ab  he  was  walking  np  the  street, 

The  city  for  to  view, 
Oh,  there  he  spied  a  bonnie  lass 
The  window  looking  through. 
And  Charlie  he  ^a  my  darling, 

My  darling,  my  darling; 
Charlie  he  '#  my  darling. 
The  young  chevalier  I 

Say  licht  's  he  jomped  np  the  stair. 

And  tirled  at  the  pin ; 
And  wha  sae  ready  as  herseP 
To  let  the  kddie  in? 
A'nd  Charlie  he  ^s  my  darling. 

My  darling,  my  darling  ; 
Charlie  he  ^s  my  darling, 
The  young  checalierf 

He  set  his  Jenny  on  his  knee, 
All  in  his  Highland  dress; 
For  brawly  weel  he  kenned  the  way 
To  please  a  bonm'e  lass. 
And  Charlie  he '«  my  darling. 

My  darling,  my  darling; 
Charlie  he '«  my  darling, 
The  young  chevalier  ! 

It 's  np  yon  heathery  monntain. 
And  down  yon  scroggy  glen, 
We  daurna  gang  a-milkmg, 
For  Charlie  and  his  men. 
And  Charlie  he  *«  my  darling, 

My  darling,  my  darling; 
Charlie  he  *«  my  darling. 
The  young  ehewdier  / 

Aaosmvit 


THE  GALLANT  GRAHAMS. 

To  wear  the  blue  I  think  it  best| 

Of  a'  the  colors  that  I  see ; 
And  I  *11  wear  it  for  the  gallant  Grahamk 

That  are  banished  frae  their  ain  coontr 


I  'U  crown  them  east,  1 11  orown  them  ▼< 
The  bravest  lads  that  e'er  I  saw; 

They  bore  the  gree  in  free  fighting, 
And  ne'er  were  slack  their  swords  to  di 

They  wan  the  day  wi'  Wallace  wight ; 

They  were  the  lords  o'  the  sooUi  count 
Cheer  np  yonr  hearts,  brave  cavaliers, 

Till  the  gallant  Grahams  oome  o'er 
sea. 

At  the  Gonk  head,  where  their  camp 
set, 

They  rade  the  white  horse  and  the  gra; 
A'  glancing  in  their  plated  armor. 

As  the  gowd  shines  in  a  summer's  day. 

But  woe  to  Hacket,  and  Strachan  baith, 
And  ever  an  ill  death  may  they  die. 

For  they  betrayed  the  gallant  Grahams, 
That  aye  were  true  to  migesty. 

Now  fare  ye  weel,  sweet  Ennerdale, 
Baith  kith  and  kin  that  I  could  name; 

Oh,  I  would  sell  my  silken  snood 
To  see  the  gallant  Grahams  come  hami 

AXOKTMO 


\ 


KENMURE  'S  ON  AND  AWA. 

On,  Kenmnre's  on  and  awa,  Willie! 

Oh,  Eenmure  's  on  and  awa  1 
And  Kenmnre's  lord 's  the  bravest  Ion 

That  ever  Galloway  saw. 

Success  to  Eenmure's  band,  Willie  I 

Success  to  Kenmnre's  band ; 
There's  no  a  heart  that  fean  a  Whiir 
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enmore's  health  in  vrine,  Willie  I 

Kenmore^s  health  in  wine ; 

)*er  was  a  coward  o'  Kcnmore^s 

e, 

it  o'  Gordon^s  line. 

nore's  lads  are  men,  Willie! 
inmnro^s  lads  are  men ; 
urts  and  swords  are  metal  tme — 
lat  their  faes  shall  ken. 

ive  or  die  wi'  fame,  Willie  I 
1  live  or  die  wi*  fame; 
,  wi'  sounding  yictorie, 
enmnre's  lord  come  hame. 

lim  that 's  far  awa,  Willie  I 
I  him  that 's  for  awa ; 
3  's  the  flower  that  I  love  hest — 
se  that's  like  the  snaw. 

UOBSBT  BvKxa. 


I  HEALTH  TO  THEM  THAT 'S 
AWA. 

ealth  to  them  that 's  awa, 
e  's  to  them  that 's  awa ; 
rinna  wish  guid  lack  to  oar  canse, 
er  guid  luck  be  their  fa' ! 
)  be  merry  and  wise, 
to  be  honest  and  true, 
3  support  Caledonia's  cause, 
B  by  the  buff  and  the  blue. 

lealth  to  them  that 's  awa, 

e 's  to  them  that's  awa; 

lealth  to  Charlie,  the  chief  o'  the 

lat  his  band  be  sma'. 

y  meet  wi'  success ! 

dence  protect  her  fra  evil  I 

ts  and  tyranny  tine  in  the  mist^ 

[idcr  their  way  to  the  devil ! 

ealth  to  them  that 's  awa, 

e  's  to  them  that 's  awa ; 

ealth  to  Tammie,  the  Norland  lad- 

*s  at  the  lag  6*  the  law! 


Here 's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  read, 
Here 's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  write  I 

There 's  nane  ever  feared  that  the  truth  should 
be  heard 
But  they  wham  the  truth  wad  indite. 

Here 's  a  health  to  them  that 's  awa. 

And  here 's  to  them  that 's  awa ; 
Here's  Maitland  and  Wycombe,  and  wha 
does  na  like  'em 

We  'U  build  in  a  hole  o'  the  wa'. 
Here 's  timmer  that's. red  at  the  hearty 

Here 's  fruit  that 's  sound  at  the  core  1 
May  he  that  would  turn  the  buff  and  blue  coat 

Be  turned  to  the  back  o*  the  door. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 

And  here 's  to  them  t^at  's  awa ; 
Here's  Chieftain  M'Leod,  a  chieftain  worth 
gowd, 

Though  bred  amaog  mountains  o'  snaw  I 
Here 's  friends  on  baith  sides  o'  the  Forth, 

And  friends  on  baith  sides  o'  the  Tweed ; 
And  wha  would  betray  old  Albion's  rights. 

May  they  never  eat  of  her  bread  1 

KOBXXT  Bvsxi. 


LOOHIEL'S  WARNING. 
WiZABi>— LooniEL. 

WIZABD. 

LoomEL,  Lochiel  1  beware  of  the  day 
When  the  Lowlands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle 

array  1 
For  a  field  of  the  dead  rushes  red  od  my, sight, 
And  the  clans  of  Culloden  are  scattered  in 

fight. 
They  rally,  they  bleed,  for  their  kingdom  and 

crown ; 
Woe,  woe  to  the  riders  that  trample  them 

down! 
Proud   Cumberland    prances,  insulting  the 
I  slain. 

And  their  hoof-beaten  bosoms  are  trod  to  the 

plain. 
But  hark  I  through  the  fast-flashing  lightning 

of  war 
What  steed  to  ibe  dfiMxX^fiA  traD&s^vsA^KtX 
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T  is  thine,  oh  Glenollin  I  whose  bride  ahall 

await, 
like  a  love-lighted  watch-fire,  all  night  at  the 

gate 
A  steed  comes  at  morning:  no  rider  is  there; 
Bnt  its  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair. 
Weep,  Albin  1  to  death  and  captivity  led — 
Oh  weep !  bnt  thy  tears  cannot  number  the 

dead; 
For  a  merciless  sword  on  Culloden  shall  wave, 
Culloden  that  reeks  with  the  blood  of  the 

brave. 

LOOmEL. 

Go,  preach  to  the  coward,  thou  death-telling 

seer! 
Or,  if  gory  Culloden  so  dreadful  appear, 
Draw,  dotard,  around  thy  old  wavering  sight 
This  mantle,  to  cover  the  phantoms  of  fright. 

WIZAfiD. 

Ha!   laujgh'et  thou,  Lochiel,  my  vision  to 

scorn? 
Proud  bird  of  the  mountain,  thy  plume  shall 

be  torn ! 
Say,  rushed  tlie  bold  eagle  exultingly  forth 
From  his  home  in  the  dark  rolling  clouds  of 

the  north  ? 
Lo  I  the  death-shot  of  foemen  outspeeding,  he 

rode 
Compauionlcss,  bearing  destruction  abroad ; 
But  down  let  him  stoop  from  liis  havoc  on 

high! 
Ah !  home  let  him  speed — for  the  spoiler  is 

nigh. 
Why  flames  tlie  far  summit  ?    "Why  shoot  to 

the  blast 
Those  embers,  like  stars  from  the  firmament 

cast? 
*Tis  the  firc-sliowcr  of  ruin,  all  dreadfully 

driven 
From  his  e>Tie,  tliat  beacons  the  darkness  of 

heaven. 
Oil,  crested  Lochiel  1  the  peerless  in  might, 
Whose  banners    arise  on  the    battlements^ 

heigbt, 
Heaven^s  fire  is  around  thee,  to  blast  and  to 

burn; 
Retarn  to  thy  JirelliDg!  all  lonely  retonil 


For  the  blaokneas  of  ashos  ahall  vmA.  when 

it  stood, 
And  a  wild  mother  scream  o'er  her  famirfiing 

brood. 

LOOHISU 

False  wizard,  avaunt  I  I  have  marBhalled  ng; 

clan; 
Their  swords  are  a  thousand,  thdr  bosomiire 

one! 
They  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  bkx>d  Bud 

their  breath, 
And  like  reapers  descend  to  the  harvest  of 

death. 
Then  welcome  be  Cumberland's  steed  to  tie 

shook  1 
Let  him  dash  his  proud  foam  like  a  wave  m 

therockl 
But  woe  to  his  kindred,  and  woe  to  hiscftONi 
When  Albin  her  claymore  indignantly  drswi; 
When   her  bonneted   chieftains  to  yictoi; 

crowd, 
Clanronald  the  daunUess,  and  Moray  th 

proud, 
All  plaided  and  plumed  in  thdr  tartan  amy- 

WIZABD. 

^Lochiel,  Lochiel  1  beware  of  the  day; 


For,  dark  and  despairing,  my  sight  I  may  ffA 
Bnt  man  cannot  cover  what  God  would  r» 

veal; 
Tls  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mystical  km 
And  coming  events  cast  their  shadows  bdoR 
I  tell  thee,  CuUoden's  dread  echoes  shall  rio( 
With  the  bloodhounds  that  bark  for  thy  fiigi 

tive  king. 
Lo  I  anointed  by  heaven  with  the  vialfl  o 

wrath, 
Behold,  where  he  files  on  his  desolate  path! 
Now  in  darkness  and  billows  he  sweeps  firoi 

my  sight : 
Rise,  risel  ye  wild  tempests,  and  coTer  b 

flight! 
T  is  finished.    Their  thunders  are  hushed  o 

the  moors ; 
Culloden  is  lost,  and  my  country  deplores. 
Bnt   where   is   the   iroa-bound    prisoner 

where? 


PIBBOOH    OF    DONUIL    DHU. 


i  bo  the  ooeon-iraTe,  banished, 
m, 

I  &WD  tus  oonntry  caat  bleeding 

om? 

A  darker  departure  ia  near ; 

im  19  mnffied  and  block  is  the  bier ; 

sU  ia  tolling,    Ob  I  mercy,  dispel 

bat  it  freezes  mj  apirit  to  tell  1 

convnlaed  in  bis  quiveritig  limbs, 

ood-streaming    nostril  in   agony 

B  the  fagota  tLat  blaze  at  bis  feet, 
leart  aball  be  thrown  ere  it  ceases 

moke  of  ita  ashes  to  poiiion  the 


sootless  innnlterl  I  trast  not  the 

ball  Albin  a  destiny  meet 

th  dishonor,  bo  foul  with  retreat. 

perishing  ranks  ahonld  be  strewed 

elr  gore, 

weeds  heaped  on  the  surf-beaten 

ainted  by  flight  or  by  elioins, 
kindling  of  life  in  his  boaom  re- 

eiult,  or  in  death  be  liud  low, 
ck  to  the  field,  and  his  feet  to  tlic 

g  in  battle  uo  blot  on  his  name, 
.ly  to  heaven  from  the  death-bed 


[(ORDER  ILVLLjiD. 
rcb,  Eltrick  and  Treriotdnle ! 
de'll  dinna  re  march  forward  in 
fi 

cti,  Edkdolc  niid  Lid<lesdnle  I 
e  Bonnets  are  over  the  llorderl 
any  a  banner  spread 
nttors  above  your  bead, 
st  that  is  faraons  in  ^tory  I — 
oont  and  make  ready,  then. 
ins  of  the  monntuin  glen, 
the  queen  end  our  old  Scottish 

y! 


Oom«  from  the  hills  where  year  hirsels  are 

graring; 

Come  from  the  glen  of  the  hack  and  the 

roe; 

Come  to  the  orag  where  the  beacon  ia  hiaidug ; 

Come  with  the  buckler,  the  lanoe,  and  the 

Trumpets  ore  sounding ; 

War-steeds  are  bounding; 
Stand  to  your  arms,  and  march  in  good  order, 

England  shall  many  a  day 

Tell  of  the  bloody  fray. 
When  the  Bine  Bonnets  came  over  the  Border. 

8n  Waltn  8am, 


PIBROCH  OF  DONUIL  DHU. 

PiBBOcii  of  Donuil  Dhn, 

Pibroch  of  Donnil, 
Wake  thy  wild  voice  anew 

Summon  Clau-Connill 
Come  away,  come  away — 

Hart  tothosumraonsi 
Come  in  your  war  array, 

Gentles  and  c< 


Come  from  deep  glen,  and 

From  monnlain  so  rocky ; 
The  war-pipe  and  pennon 

Are  at  Inverlochy. 
Come  every  hill-])laid,  and 

True  heart  that  u-i'ara  one ; 
Come  every  steel  blade,  and 

Strong  band  that  bears  one. 

Leave  untondcd  tbc  herd. 

The  flock  without  shelter; 
Leave  the  corpse  nniutcrred, 

Tlie  bride  at  the  altar; 
Leave  the  deer,  leave  the  steer, 

Leave  nets  and  barges.: 
Come  with  your  fighting  gear, 

Broadswords  and  targes. 

Come  as  the  winds  come  whcu 

Forests  are  rended ; 
Come  as  the  waves  oo^ae  'w\m\ 

Navies  are  ationie4\ 
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Faster  come,  faster  come, 

Faster  and  faster — 
Chief,  vassal,  page,  and  groom, 

Tenant  and  master ! 

Fast  they  come,  fast  they  come — 

See  how  tliey  gather  1 
Wide  waves  the  eagle  plume, 

Blended  with  heather. 
Cast  your  plaids,  draw  your  blades. 

Forward  each  man  set  I 
Pibroch  of  Donuil  Dhu, 

Kneel  for  the  onset ! 

8nt  Walteb  Bcott. 


Bat  now  the  bird  saw  some  red  oocta^ 

And  he  shook  his  wings  wi^  anger : 
^^  Oh !  this  is  noa  land  for  me— 

1 11  tarry  here  nae  longer." 
A  while  he  hovered  on  the  wing. 

Ere  he  departed  fairly ; 
Bat  we^  I  mind  the  farewell  strain, 

'T  was  "  Wae  's  me  for  Prince  Charliel" 

WnuAiOta 


WAE 'S  ME  FOR  PRINCE  CILVRLIE. 

A  WEE  bird  came  to  our  ha'  door ; 

lie  warbled  sweet  and  clearly ; 
And  aye  the  o'ercomo  o'  his  sang 

"Was  "  Wae 's  me  for  Prince  Charlie !  " 
Oh !  when  I  heard  the  bonny,  bonny  bird, 

The  tears  came  drapping  rarely ; 
I  took  my  bonnet  aff  my  head. 

For  weel  I  lo'ed  Prince  Charlie. 

l^uoth  I :  "My  bird,  my  bonnie,  bonnie  bird, 

Is  that  a  tale  ye  borrow  ? 
Or  is  't  some  words  ye  Ve  learned  by  rote, 

Or  a  lilt  o'  dool  and  sorrow  ? " 
•*  Oh !  no,  no,  no  I  "  the  wee  bird  sang, 

"  I  Ve  flown  sin'  morning  early ; 
But  sic  a  day  o'  wind  and  rain ! — 

Oh  I  wae 's  me  for  Prince  Charlie  I 

On  hills  that  are  by  right  his  ain 

lie  roams  a  lonely  stranger ; 
On  ilka  hand  he 's  pressed  by  want. 

On  ilka  side  by  danger. 
Yestreen  I  met  him  in  the  glen, 

Mv  heart  near  bursted  fairlv; 
For  sadly  changed  indeed  was  he — 

Oh  !  wae 's  me  for  Prince  Charlie ! 

Dark  night  came  on ;  the  tempest  howled 

Out  owre  tlie  hills  and  valleys ; 
iVnd  whare  was 't  that  your  prince  lay  down, 

Whase  hame  should  be  a  palace  ? 
[Iq  rowed  him  in  a  Highland  plaid, 

W^hich  covered  him  but  sprirely, 
And  slept  beneath  a  bush  o'  broom — 
Ob  I  wae  's  me  for  Prince  CharVie  I  ^^ 


HAME,  HAME,  HAME  I 

Hahb,  hame,  hame !  oh  hame  I  fiiin  would  bi 
Oh  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  coantrie! 
When  the  flower  is  i'  the  bad  and  the  leaf  i 

on  the  tree, 
The  lark  shall  sing  me  hame  to  my  ain  coo 

trie. 
Hame^  hamey  hame  !  oh  hame  I  fain  wmUh 
Oh  hame^  hame^  hame,  to  my  ain  countmi 

The  green  leaf  o'  loyaltie  'a  beginning  nc7 

fa'; 
The  bonnie  white  rose,  it  la  withering  an'  i 
But  we  '11  water  it  wi'  the  bloid  of  nsorpii 

tyrannic. 
And  fresh  it  shall  blaw  in  my  ain  conntrie! 
Harney  hame,  hame!  ohhame  I  fain  woMh 
I  Oh  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  eountriil 

Oh  there 's  nocht  now  fhie  rain  my  coantz 

can  save. 
But  the  keys  o'  kind  heaven  to  open  the  gm 
That  a'  the  noble  martyrs  who  died  for  \o 

altie 
May  rise  again  and  fight  for  their  ain  cooDtz 
Hame,  hame,  hame  !  oh  hame IfainitoMl 
Oh  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  eountrii 

The  great  now  are  gone  wha  attempted 

save, 
The  green  grass   is  growing  abune  tiM 

grave; 
Tet  the  sun  throagh  the  zxust  teems  to  proi 

ise  to  me, 
*^  1 11  shine  on  ye  yet  in  yoor  ain  conntrie.'^ 
Bame,  hame^  hame  /  ohhame  I  fain  W0uU^ 
Oh  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  w^  ain  eemntriei 


THE  BROADSWORDS  OF  SCOTLAND. 
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in  rises  bright  in  Franoe, 

nd  fair  sets  he ; 

3  has  tint  the  blythe  blink  he  had 

I  mj  ain  countree. 

idness  comes  to  many, 

at  sorrow  oomes  to  me, 

>ok  o^er  the  wide  ocean 

0  my  ain  coontree. 

s  nae  my  ain  ruin 
bat  saddens  aye  my  e^e, 
le  love  I  left  in  GaUpway, 
^V  bonnie  baimies  three, 
mely  hearth  burnt  bonnie, 
ji'  smiled  my  fair  Marie : 
ift  my  heart  behind  me 

1  my  ain  countree. 

id  comes  back  to  summer, 
nd  the  blossom  to  the  bee ; 
11  win  back — oh  never, 
f)  my  ain  countree. 
lal  to  the  high  heaven, 
'hich  will  be  leal  to  me, 
tere  1  '11  meet  ye  a'  sune 
rae  my  ain  countree. 

Allan  CjjvvisQaAM. 


JADSWORDS  OF  SCOTLAND. 

's  peace  on  the  shore,  now  there 's 
Q  on  the  sea, 

to  the  heroes  whose  swords  kept 
rce, 

endants  of  Wallace,  Montrose,  and 
idee. 

ie  broadsicords  of  old  Scotland! 
•/i,  tJie  old  Scottish  broadsworda  / 

Iph  Abercroniby,  the  good  and  the 

re — 

ee  from  our  board,  let  him  sleep 

ii  the  slave, 

ation  comes  slow  while  we  honor 

grave. 

ie  broadswords  of  old  Scotland  / 

►^,  the  oil  Scottish  broa/Uteorde  /     ^ 


Though  he  died  not,  like  him,  amid  victory's 

roar, 
Though  disaster  and  gloom  wove  his  shroud 

on  the  shore. 
Not  the  less  we  remember  the  spirit  of  Moore. 
0\  the  broadswords  of  old  Scotland  / 
And  ohy  the  old  Scottish  broadswords  / 

Tea,  a  place  with  the  fallen  the  living  shall 

claun; 
We  'U  entwine  in  one  wreath  every  glorious 

name, 
The  Gordon,  the  Ramsay,  the  Hope,  and  the 
Graham, 
All  the  broadswords  (if  old  Scotland/ 
And  oh^  the  old  Scottish  broadswords  1 

Count  the  rocks  of  the  Spey,  count  the  grovea 

of  the  Forth, 
Count  the  stars  in  the  dear,  cloudless  heaven 

of  the  north; 
Then  go  blazon  their  numbers,  their  names, 
and  their  worth, 
All  the  broadswords  of  old  Scotland! 
And  ohy  the  old  Scottish  broadswords  ! 

The  highest  in  splendor,  the  humblest  in 

place, 
Stand  united  in  glory,  as  kindred  in  race. 
For  the  private  is  brother  in  blood  to  his  Grace. 

Ohf  the  broadswords  qf  old  Scotland  ! 

And  oh,  tlie  old  Scottish  broadswords  ! 

Then  sacred  to  each  and  to  all  let  it  be, 
Fill  a  glass  to  the  heroes  whose  swords  kept 

us  free. 
Right  descendants  of  WaUace,  Montrose,  and 
Dundee. 
C?A,  the  broadswords  of  old  Scotland  ! 
And  oh,  tJie  old  Scottish  broadswords! 

Jom  Gibson  LoouAjni 


SONG. 


As  by  the  shore,  at  break  of  day, 
A  vanquished  chief  expiring  lay, 
Upon  the  sands,  with  broken  sword, 

lie  traced  hb  farewell  to  the  free ; 
And,  there,  the  last  \m£aMi^  ^Qt\ 

He  dying  wrote,  "waa  ^^lA\>«tVsV 
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At  night  a  sea-bird  shrieked  the  knell 
Of  him  who  thus  for  freedom  fell ; 
The  words  he  wrote,  ere  evening  came, 

Were  covered  by  the  sounding  sea ; — 
So  pass  away  the  cause  ana  name 

Of  him  who  dies  for  liberty  I 

Thomas  Moobs. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH 
TARA'S  HALLS. 

The  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed^ 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara^s  walls, 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled. 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days. 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er. 
And  hearts  that  once  beat  high  for  praise, 

Now  foel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
The  chord  alone  that  breaks  at  night 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes, 

The  only  throb  she  gives 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 

Thomas  Mooul 


ODE. 


How  sleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest 
By  all  their  country's  wishes  biessed ! 
When  spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold, 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallowed  mould, 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod 
Than  fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung ; 
By  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung ; 
There  honor  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray, 
To  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay ; 
And  freedom  shall  awhile  repair, 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there  I 


PEACE  TO  THE  SLXDCBERER 

PsAOE  to  the  slumberers  I ' 
They  lie  on  the  battle-plain, 

With  no  shroud  to  cover  them; 
The  dew  and  the  summer  rain 

And  all  that  sweep  over  them. 
Peace  to  the  slumberers ! 

Vain  was  their  bravery ! 

The  fallen  oak  lies  where  it  lay 
Across  the  wintry  river ; 

But  brave  hearts,  once  swept  awt 
Are  gone,  alas  1  forever. 

Vain  was  their  bravery  I 

Woe  to  the  conqueror  1 

Our  limbs  shall  lie  as  cold  as  theu 
Of  whom  his  sword  bereft  us. 

Ere  we  forget  the  deep  arrears 

Of  vengeance  they  have  left  us  I 

Woe  to  the  conqueror  1 

Thomas  1 


\ 


SHAN  VAN  VOCHT. 

Oh  I  the  French  are  on  the  say. 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht; 
The  French  are  on  the  say. 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht  I 
Oh  I  the  French  are  in  the  bay; 
They'll  be  here  without  delay, 
And  the  Orange  will  decay, 
Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht 
Oh  1  the  French  are  in  the  I 
TheyHl  he  here  by  hredk  oft 
And  the  Orange  will  decay ^ 
Say 8  the  Shan  Van  Vacki 

And  where  will  they  have  their 
Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht; 

Where  will  they  have  their  cam} 
Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht, 

On  the  Currach  of  Ejldare; 

The  boys  they  will  be  there 

With  their  pikes  in  good  repdr, 
^^^^  >iXi^  ^Wi  V«DL  Yoeht. 


GOD    SATE 


Oarrach  iffSitdare 
l»  they  will  repair, 
trd  EAward  will  1/e  there, 
th«  Shm  Van  Voeht. 


will  the  yeomen  do  t 
Shan  Van  Vocht; 
he  yeomen  do  i 
Shan  Van  Vocht; 
d  the  yeomen  do, 
jffthe  red  and  bine, 
that  they  '11  be  troe 
ion  Van  Vocht. 
ih<niM  t?ie  yeoman  dc, 
TOU}  off  the  Red  ani  Sloe, 
'ear  that  they  ^11  le  true 
he  Shan  Van  Vocht  t 


:olor  will  they  weorl 
Shan  Van  Vocht; 

will  they  wear  t 
Sliao  Van  Voclit ; 

should  be  seen, 

fiithcrs'  homes  have  been, 

n  immortal  greeat 
Shan  Van  Vooht. 
color  tlioald  be  seen, 

our  father*'  hornet  hate  hee 
IT  own  immortal  greeaf 
I  the  Shaa  Van  Vocht. 


reland  then  !>«  free  i 
Shan  Van  Vocht ; 
d  then  lie  free  t 
Shan  Van  Vocht ! 
nd  shall  be  free, 
;cntre  to  the  sea ; 
.  I  for  lH)Orty ! 
Shan  Van  Vocht. 
Ireland  ihall  he  fret, 
the  centre  to  the  tea  ; 
h  \irra  !  for  liberty  f 
*  the  Shan  Van  Voeht. 


GOD  SAVE  THE  KING. 

God  save  OQr  gradoas  king! 
Long  live  our  noblj  kingi 

God  save  the  king  1 
Send  him  rictorions, 
Happy  and  glorions, 
Long  to  reign  over  as — 

God  save  the  king! 

0  Lord  our  God,  ariael 
Scatter  hia  enemiea, 

And  make  them  fall , 
Confonnd  their  politics, 
Fnutrate  their  knavi^  t^iuk^; 
On  him  our  hopes  ire  fix, 

God  save  ns  all  1 

Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store 
On  him  be  pleased  to  poor ; 

Long  may  he  reign. 
May  he  defend  our  laws, 
And  ever  give  os  cause, 
To  sing  with  he^rt  and  voice- 
God  save  tlje  king ! 


now  THEY  BROUGHT  THE  GOOD 
NEWS  FROM  GHENT  TO  AIS. 

I  BPnAKO  to  the  stirrap,  and  Joria  and  he ; 

I  galloped,  IHrck  galloped,  we  galloped  aU 
three; 

■'Good  specdl"  cried  the  watch  as  the  gale- 
bolts  nndrew, 

''Speed.'"  echoed  the  wall  to  ns  gaUopiug- 
through. 

Behind  shut  the  postern,  the  lights  sank  tc 

And  into  the  midnight  we  gnllopeil  abreasL 
Not  a  word  to  each  other ;  we  kept  the  gri-iil 

Neck  by  neck,  stride  by  nride,  tievw  >.^vt»^ 
ing  our  place; 
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I  turned  In  mj  saddle  and  made  its  girths  tight 
Then  shortened   each  stirmp  and   set  the 

pique  right, 
Rebuckled  the  check-strap,  chuned  slacker 

the  bit,        • 
Nor  gaUoped  le^  steadily  Roland  a  whit. 

*1  was  a  moonset  at  starting ;  bat  while  we 

drew  near 
Lokeren,  the  cocks  crew  and  twilight  dawned 

clear; 
At  Boom  a  great  yellow  star  came  out  to  see ; 
At  DCLffeld  ^t  was  morning  as  plain  as  could  be ; 
And  from  Mecheln  church-steeple  we  heard 

the  half-chime— 
80  Joris  broke  silence  with   **  Yet  there  is 

time  1  " 

At  Aerschot  up  leaped  of  a  sudden  the  sun, 
And  against  him  the  cattie  stood  black  every 

one, 
To  stare  through  the  mist  at  us  galloping  past ; 
And  I  saw  my  stout  galloper  Koland  at  last, 
With  resolute  shoulders,  each  butting  away 
The  haze,  as  some  bluff  river  headland  its 

spray, 

Aud  his  low  head  and  crest,  just  one  sharp 

ear  bent  back 
For  my  voice,  and  the  other  pricked  out  on 

his  track ; 
And  one  eye's  black  intelligence,— ever  that 

glance 
O'er  its  white  edge  at  me,  his  own  master, 

askance ; 
And  the  thick  heavy  spume-flakes,  which  aye 

and  anon 
His  tierce  lips  shook  upward  in  galloping  on. 

By  Hasselt  Dirck  groaned ;  and  cried  Joris, 

"  Stay  ^ur  I 
Your  Roos  gaUoped  bravely,  the  faolt  'b  not 

in  her ; 
We  '11  remember  at  Aix  " — for  one  heard  the 

quick  wheeze 
Of  her  chest,  saw  the  stretched  neck,  and 

staggering  knees. 
And  sunk  tail,  and  horrible  heave  of  tiie 

flank, 
Ab  down  on  her  haunches  she  shuddered  and 
BsnL 


So  we  were  1«^ft  galloping,  Juris  and 
Past  Looz  and  past  Tongrea,  no  doi 

sky; 
The  broad  sun  above  laughed  a  pitilei 
'Neath  our  feet  broke  the  brittle,  bn; 

ble  like  chaff; 
Till  over  by  Dalhem  a  dome-spire 

white. 
And  "Gallop"  gasped  Joris,  "for. 

sight ! " 

"  How  they  '11  greet  as ! " — and  all 

ment  his  roan 
Boiled  neck  and  croup  over,  lay  d 

stone; 
And  there  was  my  Roland  to  bear  t 

weight 
Of  the  news  which  alone  could  save 

her  fate, 
With  his  nostrils  like  pits  foil  of  blo< 

brim. 
And  with  circles  of  red  for  his  eye 

rim. 

Then  I  cast  loose  my  boff-coat,  eacl 

let  fall, 
Shook  off  both  my  jack-boots,  let  go 

all. 
Stood  up  in  the  stirrup,  leaned,  p 

ear, 
Galled  my  Roland  his  pet-name,  i 

without  peer — 
Clapped  my  hands,  laughed  and  £ 

noise,  bad  or  good. 
Till  at  length  into  Aix  Roland  gall< 

stood. 

And  all  I  remember  is  fiiends  flockii 
As  I  sate  with  his  head  twixt  my 

the  ground ; 
And  no  voice  but  was  praising  tbi 

of  mine, 
As  I  poured  down  his  throat  our  L 

ure  of  wine, 
Which  (the  burgesses  voted  by  com: 

sent) 
Was  no  more  than  hia  dae  who  broii 

news  from  Ghent. 


\ 


INDIAN    DEATH-SOKO. 


INDUS  DEATH-SONG. 
:  ton  intij  m  nigbt,  and  the  atari  •hun  the 

0orr  renuiut  vben  tiicdr  ligbti  fade 

awo}-. 
in,  ;on  tonnentora !  jonr  threats  an 

vain, 
the  SODS  of  Alknomook  will  never  o 


nembcr  the  arrowa  he  abot  from  hia  bow ; 
nember  70tir  cbiefa  bj  his  hatcbot  laid 

low  I 
ij  10  ilow  ?  do  yOQ  wait  till  I  abrink  from 

the  paint 
!  the  son  of  Alknomook  shall  never  con 

lOMnber  the  wood  where  in  ambuah  v 
id  the  Bcalps  which  we  bore  &om  joar 
w  ihe  flame  rises  fast,  you  exalt  in  laj 
I  iliC'  son  of  Alknomook  can  never  coi 

"  ic  tlie  land  where  mj  futher  is  gone; 
1  ghost  shall  rejoice  in  tbe  fume  of  his  so 
uh  comeH,  Uke  a  Mend,  to  relieve  me  from 

d  tbj  ton,  O  Alknomook !  has  scorned  to 
complain. 


INDIAN  DEATH-SONG. 

Ox  tbe  mat  he 's  sitting  there — 

Sec !  be  sita  upright — 
With  theaaine  look  that  be  ware 

Wlien  be  saw  the  light. 

Bat    wbere  now  the  band's  clenched 
weight  { 

Where  tho  brcalli  be  drew, 
That  to  the  Great  Spirit  late 

Forth  the  idpe-«moke  l>lew  t 


Where  the  eyes  that,  faloon-keeo, 

Marked  the  rundeer  psia. 
By  the  dew  npon  the  green. 

By  the  waving  graan? 

These  tbe  liml»  that,  onconfined, 
Boanded  through  the  snow, 

Like  the  stAg  that's  twenty-tyned, 
like  the  monntain  reel 

The«e  th^  orraa  that,  stont  and  tense. 
Did  tbe  bow-string  twangi 

See,  the  life  is  parted  henoel 
See,  how  loose  they  hang  I 

Well  for  him  I  he 's  gone  his  ways. 

Where  are  no  more  snows ; 
Where  the  fields  are  decked  with  maiw 

That  nnplanted  grows  ;— 

Where  with  beasts  of  chase  each  wood, 
Where  with  birds  each  tree. 

Where  with  fish  is  eveiy  flood 
Slocked  full  pleasantly. 

no  above  with  spirits  feeds; — 

Wc,  alone  and  dim, 
Left  to  celebrate  hia  deeds, 

And  to  bnry  him. 

Bring  tho  last  sad  offerings  hiUier; 

Chant  tho  death-lament; 
All  inter,  with  him  together, 

That  can  him  content 

'  Neath  hia  head  tlie  hatchet  hide 

Tliat  bo  swung  so  strong ; 
And  the  bear's  hntn  set  be»de, 

For  the  way  i^  long ; 

Then  tho  knife — »barp  let  it  be— 
Tliat  from  foemau's  crown, 

Qnicit,  with  deiteroos  cuts  bol  three, 
Skin  and  tuft  brought  down ; 

Paiuts,  to  smear  hia  frame  about. 

Set  witliin  his  hand. 
That  he  rediy  may  ahino  out 

In  the  spirita'  land. 


l^uilMlon  ot  S.  L.  ¥«OTimaik». 
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THE     LANDBTG    OF    THE     PILGRIM 
FATHERS  IN  NEW-ENGLAND. 

**  Look  now  abfoad-^mother  noe  has  flUed 
Those  populous  bordsrs— wide  the  wood  reeedes, 
And  towns  shoot  up,  and  fertile  realms  are  tilled ; 
The  land  is  fdU  of  hanrests  and  green  mrada.** 

Bbtant. 


Thb  breaking  waves  dashed  high, 
On  a  stem  and  rook-bound  coast, 

And  the  woods  against  a  stormj  sky 
Their  giant  branches  tossed ; 

And  the  heavy  night  hnng  dark, 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New-England  shore. 

(?ot  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They,  the  true-hearted,  came ; 
N^ot  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame; 

N^ot  as  tlie  flying  come. 

In  silence  and  in  fear; — 
rhey  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang. 
And  the  stars  heard,  and  the  sea ; 

And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods 
rang 
To  the  anthem  of  the  free. 

The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam ; 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared — 

This  was  their  welcome  home. 

There  were  men  with  hoary  hair 

Amidst  that  pilgrim  band : 
Why  had  they  come  to  wither  there, 

Away  from  their  childhood^s  land  ? 

Ibere  was  woman's  fearless  eye, 

lit  Ly  her  deep  love's  truth ; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 

Ajid  the  fiei7  heart  of  youth. 


What  sought  they  thus  afart 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine  t 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  spoils  of  war  !— 

They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine  I 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground, 

The  soil  where  first  they  trod; — 
They  have  left  unstained  what  then 
found — 
Freedom  to  worship  Qod^ 

FsuoiA  Hu 


ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PLANI 
ARTS  AND  LEARNING  IN 
AMERIOA. 

Thb  Muse,  disgusted  at  an  age  and  din 
Barren  of  every  glorious  theme. 

In  distant  lands  now  waits  a  better  tini 
Producing  subjects  worthy  £une ; 

In  happy  climes,  where  from  the  genifi 
And  virg^  earth  such  scenc^  ensue, 

The  force  of  art  by  nature  seems  ontd< 
And  fancied  beauties  by  the  true ; 

In  happy  climes  the  seat  of  innocence, 
Where  nature  guides  and  virtue  ruli 

Where  men  shall  not  impose  for  tru 
sense. 
The  pedantry  of  courts  and  schools. 

There  shall  be  sung  another  golden  ag 
The  rise  of  empire  and  of  arts. 

The  good  and  great  upriong  epic  rage 
The  wisest  heads  and  noblest  hemtc 

Not  such  as  Europe  breeds  in  her  dec; 

Such  as  she  bred  when  fresh  and  yc 
When  heavenly  flame  did  animate  her 

By  future  poets  shall  be  sung. 

Westward  the  course  of  empire  take  it 
The  four  first  acts  already  past, 

A  fifth  shall  dose  the  drama  with  the 
Time's  noblest  of&pring  is  the  last 

Gboi 


SOHO    OF    KARION'8    HEN. 


OABMEN  BELUOOSUM. 

I  thdr  ra^ed  regimeatals 
Mod  the  old  ocmtineDtala, 

mddiDgnot, 
lien  the  grenadiers  were  Inngiog, 
ltd  like  hail  M  the  plongiiig 

Gaimoii-ahot ; 

When  the  files 

Oftheialea, 
the  amoky  night  eDoampment,  Ikre  the 
banner  of  the  rampant 

Uniooro, 
rummer,  gmnuner,  gramiaer  rolled  the 
roll  of  the  draminer, 

Through  the  mom  I 

hen  vith  ejes  to  the  front  all, 
nd  with  gnna  horisontol, 

Stood  our  nres; 
jul  the  balls  whistled  deadly, 
iid  in  atreanu  flashing  redl; 

Blazed  the  firea ; 

Aa  the  roar 

Od  the  shore, 
;  the  stroDg  battle-breakers  o'er  tlie 
green-sodded  aorea 

Of  the  plain: 
loader,    loader,    loader,  cracked    the 
Maok  gunpowder, 

Cracking  amuni 

ow  like  smiths  at  tbeir  forges 
'orked  the  red  St.  George's 

Cannoniers ; 
nd  the  "  villunooE  saltpetre  " 
ung  a  fierce,  discordant  metre 

Ronnd  their  ears ; 

As  the  strift 

Storm-drift, 
hot  sweeping  anger,  carae  the  horse- 
gaards'  clangor 

On  our  flank.s. 
jigher.  higher,  higher,  bmned  the  old- 
fasbioned  Gre 

Throogh  the  raoka  I 

hen  the  old-&sliioned  colonel 
flUoped  throogh  the  white  iufenia] 
Powder-dond ; 


And  his  broad  sword  was  swinging 
And  his  brazen  throat  was  rin^ng 
Trompet  load. 
Then  the  bine 
Bullets  flew. 
And  the  trooper-Jackets  redden  at  the  toncli 
of  the  leaden 
Rifle-breath ; 
And  rounder,  roonder,  rounder,  roared  the 
iron  six-poonder. 
Hurling  death  I 

Odt  Hdhpbui  HoMinoi. 


SONG  OF  MARION'S  MEN. 

OuB  band  is  few,  but  true  and  tried. 

Our  leader  frank  and  bold ; 
The  British  soldier  trembles 

When  Marion's  name  b  told. 
Our  fortress  is  the  good  greenwood, 

Our  tent  the  cypress-tree; 
We  know  the  forest  round  us. 

As  seomca  know  the  son; 
We  know  its  walls  of  thorny  Tinee, 

Its  glades  of  reedy  gross. 
Its  safe  and  silent  islands 

Within  the  dork  morass. 

Wo  to  the  English  soldiery 

That  little  dread  us  near  I 
On  them  shall  light  at  midnight 

A  strange  and  sodden  fear; 
When,  waking  to  their  tents  on  fire. 

They  grasp  their  arms  in  vain. 
And  they  who  stand  to  fuco  ns 

Are  beat  to  earth  agoiu ; 
And  they  who  fly  in  terror,  deem 

A  mighty  host  behind. 
And  hear  the  tramp  of  tliousimds 

Upon  the  hollow  wind. 

Then  sweet  the  hour  thnt  brings  rele&so 

From  danger  and  from  toil ; 
We  talk  the  battle  over. 

And  share  the  battle's  spoil. 
The  woodlands  ring  with  laugh  and  slioor 

As  if  a  bunt  were  up, 
And  woodland  flowers  ore  gattv^T^ 

To  crown  tlve  wAdW*  <ot^. 


POEUS     OF     AUDITION. 


With  morry  boaga  we  mock  the  wind 

Tliat  in  the  pine-'op  grievea, 
Aoid  Bluml>er  long  aud  sweetly 
Ob  bi.'<Is  of  niLten  leares. 

Well  kuon's  tlio  fuir  and  friendly  looon 

Tbe  bond  that  Marion  leads — 
I'be  glitter  of  their  rides, 

The  Bcamperin  J  of  tiieir  steeda. 
T  is  life  to  guide  tbo  fiery  bnrb 

Across  tbo  moonlight  plain ; 
*T  is  life  to  fuel  tbo  nigbt-nind 

That  lifts  his  tos^[ig  inaue. 
A  niODicnt  in  tbe  British  caup- 

A  muiueut — and  away  I 
Back  to  tbe  pathles»  forest, 

Before  the  peep  of  day, 

OraVD  men  tbero  are  by  broad 

Grave  men  with  boary  hair 
Their  Li'Brta  are  all  with  Mari 

For  Marion  are  their  prayai 
And  lovely  ladies  greet  our  bo 

With  kindliest  welcoming, 
Witii  smiles  lite  those  of  suinmer. 

And  tears  hko  those  of  Eprin);- 
For  them  wo  wear  these  trusly  arms, 

And  lay  Ibem  down  no  more 
Tfl]  we  have  driven  tbo  Briton, 

For  ever,  from  onr  shore. 


THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNKR. 

On !  aaj-,    can  you  see  by  the  dawn'd  early 

light 
Wbst  fto  proudly  we  hailed  at  Ebe  twilight's 

last  gleaming — 
Wbosi'  broad  stripes  and  briglit  stars  tlirongh 

ihu  periiuQS  iight. 
O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched,  were  so  ga'- 

tantly  streaming  I 
And  tlio  rocket's  reil  glare,  the  bombs  hurst- 

iiig  in  air 
Gave  proof  througn  the  night  that  our  Sag 

wus  atili  there; 
Oh     say,  docs  that  star-spacigled  baoiier  yet 

O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of 
t/je  bra  re  F 


On  that  shore,  dunly  seen  thlxnt^  tbe  iiws 

of  the  deep, 
Where  the  foe's  hanghty  host  iu  ilneail  ■ : 

reposes. 
What  is  that  which  tlie  breesc,  i>'«r  tti'     - 

ering  steep, 
An  it  fltfiiUy  blowii,  now  coaceaU,  nov  dV 

doses  i 
Now  it  catches  tbe  gleam  of  tlie  n>i>rniii(> 

first  beam, 
In  ftill  £^ory  reflectnl,  now  ahiim  w  lif 

10  star-spanned  banner;  oh,  loii|;  iir 

U  wave 

island  of  the  free,  and  tlie  henaeiA^ 

Iffftvel 

^lere  is  that  band  who  to  vaaatiofl.' 

•wore 

be  havoc  of  war  and  the  baiils -■ «. 

ne  and  a  conutr;  abooM  l«a>«  u*  n^^ 

more! 
Their  blood  has  washid  out  thtir  foul  (-'i 

steps'  poll  II I  ion. 
So  refuge  could  aa\  e  the  hireling  and  ^Isn' 
From  the  terror  of  fiight,  or  the  gloom  o!  Uit 

grave; 
And  the  star- spangled  banner  in  triomplii^ 

O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  tl^ 

Oh!    thtis   be   it  ever,  when   freemea  il>*'' 

Between  their  loved  hotnee  and  th»  «*" 

desolation  I 
Blest  with  victory  and  peace,  toay  Hie  Iw**"^ 

served  oa  a  nation. 
Then  conquer  we  most,  for  onr  eaoM  ii  ^ 

jnst; 
And  this  bo  our  motto—"  In  God  ii  i*" 

true'  "- 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  tn  tronip'' 

shall  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  tbeboBwoTil)' 


THE    AHXBICAN    FLAQ. 


THE  AUEKIOAN  FLAG. 

u 
I  freedom  from  her  monntnin  height 
Med  her  standard  to  the  air, 
>re  the  azure  robe  of  night, 
i  set  the  stars  of  glory  there ; 
linked  nith  its  gorgeous  dyes 
lilky  baldrio  of  the  skies, 
triped  its  pore,  celestial  white 
streakbgs  of  the  momiDg  hght ; 
from  his  iDaodoD  ia  the  sun 
slled  her  eagle  bearer  down, 
^ave  into  his  tnightj  hand 
^bol  of  her  ohosen  land. 


.tic  monaroh  of  the  cloud ! 
lo  rear'st  aloit  thy  regnJ  form, 
lar  the  tcmpest-trnni  pings  loud, 
see  the  lightning  lances  driven, 
leo  strive  the  warriors  of  the  storm, 
rolls  the  thunder-drum  of  heaven — 
of  the  Sim !  to  thee  't  ia  given 
guard  the  banner  of  the  free, 
)vcr  in  the  sulphur  fmuke, 
anl  away  the  battle-strokC, 
bid  its  bicndings  shine  afar, 
rainbows  on  the  cloud  of  war, 
e  harbingers  of  victory ! 


of  the  bravcl  thy  fold^  shall  fly, 

0  dgn  of  hope  and  triumph  high, 

1  speaks  the  signal  trumpet  tone, 

id  the  long  line  comes  gleaming  od  ; 
ret  tlio  life-blood,  worm  and  wet, 
IS  dimmed  the  glistening  bayonet, 

soldier  eye  shall  brightly  turn 

wliere  thy  sky-born  glories  burn, 

as  his  springing  steps  advance, 
h  war  and  vengeance  frurr.  the  glance. 

when  the  cannon -muathings  load 
save  in  wild  wrcatlies  the  hattlc-shrond, 

gory  sabres  rise  and  fall, 

shoots  of  dame  on  midnight's  pall, 
len  slmll  thy  meteor-glances  glow, 

cowering  foes  shall  sink  beneath 
ich  gallant  arm  that  strikes  below 
:  lovely  messQi^er  of  death. 


Flagof  the  scasi  on  ocean  wave 

Thy  stars  shall  glitter  o'er  the  brave ; 
When  death,  oareering  on  the  gale, 

Sweeps  darkly  ronnd  the  bellied  bbH, 
And  frighted  waves  rnsh  wildly  back 

Before  the  broadude's  reeling  rack, 
Each  dying  wanderer  of  the  sea 

Shall  look  at  once  to  heaven  and  HtM, 
And  smile  to  see  thy  splendors  fly 
In  triuToph  o'er  his  cloung  eye. 


Flag  of  the  free  heart's  hope  and  home, 

By  angel  hands  to  valor  given; 
Thy  stars  have  lit  the  welkin  dome, 

And  all  thy  hnee  were  bom  in  heaven. 
For  ever  float  that  standard  slieet  I 

Where  breathes  the  foe  bnt  foils  before  oa, 
With  freedom's  soil  beneath  our  feet, 

And  freedom's  banner  streaming  o'er  lu  I 

Jodra  BoDiuji  Deakk 


0  MOTHER  OF  A  MIGHTY  RACE. 

0  MOTErEB  of  a  mighty  race, 
Yet  lovely  in  tliy  youthful  grace  I 
The  elder  dames,  thy  haughty  peers, 
Admire  and  hate  thy  blooming  years; 

With  words  of  sliaine 
And  taunts  of  scorn  they  join  thy  name. 

For  on  thy  cheeks  the  glow  is  spread 
That  tints  thy  momuig  hills  with  red ; 
Thy  step — the  wild  deer's  rustling  feet 
Within  thy  woods  are  not  more  fleet ; 

Thy  hopeful  eye 
Is  bright  as  thine  own  sunny  sky. 

Ay,  let  them  rail — those  haughty  ones, 
While  safe  thou  dwellest  with  thy  sonsi 
They  do  not  know  how  loved  thon  art, 
How  many  a  fond  and  fearless  heart 

Wonld  rise  to  throw 
Its  life  between  thee  and  the  foe. 

They  know  not,  m  their  bttta  siA^fMKs 
What  virtaee  w\tti  ttig  (Siiaiwi^iAai — 


F0EH8    OF     AHBITIOK. 


Sow  trne,  how  gjod,  tliy  graoeiiil  maida 
Uake  brigbt,  like  flowers,  the  ralley  shades; 

What  generous  men 
Spring,  like  thine  oaks,  hy  hill  and  glen; 

What  cordial  welcomes  greet  the  gncHt 
By  thy  lone  rivers  of  the  west ; 
How  faith  is  kept,  and  truth  rerered, 
And  man  is  loved,  and  God  la  feared, 

la  woodland  honiea, 
And  where  the  ocean  border  foaoia. 

There 's  fireodom  at  thy  gate? 
For  earth's  down-troddea  a 
A  Bbclt«r  for  the  hnnted  he 
For  the  starved  laborer  toil 
Power,  at  thy  honi 
Stops,  aad  calls  hack  his  bat 

0  ffliryoongmotlierl  on  tl 
Shall  ait  a  nobler  grace  thai 
Deep  in  the  brightness  of  tl: 
The  thruniring  years  in  glor 
An<i,  03  they  fleet. 
Drop  etrengtb  and  riches  at  tby  feet 

Tlime  eye,  with  every  coming  hoar, 

Shall  brighten,  and  thy  form  shall  tower ; 

And  when  thy  siaters,  elder  born, 

Wonld  brand  thy  name  with  words  of  scorn. 

Before  thine  eye 
Upon  their  lips  the  taunt  shall  Jie. 

WlLlUlt  CcLLUI    BlIlKT, 


OCE  STATE. 

Tnz  Bonth'lond  boasts  its  teeming  cat 
The  prairicd  west  its  heavy  grain, 
And  sunset's  radiant  gates  unfold 
On  rifdng  marts  and  sands  of  gold  I 

Rongh,  bleak  and  hard,  our  little  stab 
Is  scant  of  soil,  of  limits  strait ; 
Her  yellow  sands  are  sands  alone. 
Her  only  mines  are  ice  and  stonel 

From  autumn  frost  to  April  rain, 
Too  long  her  winter  woods  complain 
From  budding  flower  to  falling  leal, 
Ber  Bommer  time  la  all  too  brief. 


Tet,  on  iier  rocks,  luid  on  her  Mitda, 
And  wintry  hilU,  the  scbool-bnnse  <tia'- 
And  what  her  mgged  eoqI  deniei 
The  harvest  of  the  mind  supplier. 

The  riebes  of  the  commonwealtb 
Axe  tree,  strong  minds,  and  beariaof  IrwU 
And  more  to  her  than  gold  or  pvin 
The  cimning  hand  and  mdtnred  brah). 

For  well  she  keeps  bet  andeot  stock. 
~ie  stubborn  strength  of  Pilgrim  Boti ; 

ad  still  maintuns,  with  milder  laws. 

ad  clearer  Ught,  the  good  old  caUM  1 

or  heeds  tho  sccptio'i  pnny  hnitds, 
liile   near   her   school  the  churdi-«p 

stands; 
or  f^rs  tha  blinded  higot'i  rule, 
Ute  near  her  chnrcb-spire  stands 
w  whool. 


THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 

Oscs  this  soft  tnrf^  tLis  rivnlet's  sands. 

Were  trampled  by  a  hurrying  crowd. 
And  fiery  hearts  and  armed  hands 

Encountered  in  the  battle-clond. 

Ah  I  never  shall  the  land  forget 
How  gushed  tha  life-blood  of  her  brave 

Gushed,  warm  with  hope  and  courage  y 
Upon  the  soil  they  fought  to  save. 

Now  all  is  calm,  and  fresh,  and  still ; 

Alone  the  ebirp  of  flitting  bird. 
And  talk  of  children  on  the  hill. 

And  bcil  of  wandering  kine  are  heard. 

No  solemn  host  goes  trailing  by 
The  black-monthcd    gnn  and  stagger 

Men  start  not  nt  tho  battle-cry— 
Oh,  be  it  never  heard  again  I 

Soon  rested  those  who  fonght;  but  tbun 

Who  minglest  in  the  harder  strife 
For  tmtbs  wliich  men  receive  not  now. 
\     T\iy  warf*!*  onl^  evidt  with  Hfe. 


BARBARA    FRIETCHIE. 
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war&rel  lingering  long 
reary  day  and  weary  year ; 
Diany-weaponed  throng 
ihy  front,  and  flank,  and  rear. 

ly  spirit  to  the  proof, 

ih  not  at  thy  chosen  lot ; 

>od  may  stand  aloof^ 

may  frown — ^yet  faint  thou  not 

e  shaft  too  surely  cast, 
nd  hissing  bolt  of  scorn ; 
Y  side  shall  dwell,  at  last, 
•y  of  endurance  born. 

lod  to  earth,  shall  rise  again — 
al  years  of  God  are  hers ; 
rounded,  writhes  in  pain, 
among  his  worshippers. 

.  thou  lie  upon  the  dust, 
J  who  helped  thee  flee  in  fear, 
ope  and  manly  trust, 
3  who  fell  in  battle  here ! 

id  thy  sword  shall  wield, 
lond  the  standard  wave, 
3  trumpet^s  mouth  is  pealed 
of  triumph  oVr  thy  grave. 

WiLUAM  ClTLLEK   BtLJJLSTt. 


MONTEREY. 

»t  many — we  who  stood 
9  iron  sleet  tlmt  day ; 
gallant  spirit  would 
9  years  if  but  he  could 
Q  with  us  at  Monterey. 

low  there,  the  shot  it  hailed 
drifts  of  fiery  spray, 
ngle  soldier  quailed 
ded  comrades  round  tboni  wailed 
ig  shout  at  Monterey. 

ill  on  our  column  kejit 

walls  of  flame  it3  withering  way; 

;ho  dead,  the  living  stept, 

ig  on  the  guns  which  swept 

cry  streets  of  Monterey. 

iself  recoiled  aghast, 
riking  where  he  strongest  lay, 
d  his  flanking  batteries  past, 
g  full  their  murderous  blast, 
home  the  towers  of  Monterey. 


Our  banners  on  those  turrets  wave, 

And  there  our  evening  bugles  play ; 
Where  orange  boughs  above  their  grav«^ 
Keep  green  the  memory  of  the  brave 
Who  fought  and  fell  at  Monterey. 

We  are  not  many — we  who  pressed 

Beside  the  brave  who  fell  that  day ; 

But  who  of  us  has  not  confessed 

He  M  rather  share  their  warrior  rest 

Than  not  have  been  at  Monterey? 

Obabxjb  Fbhho  HoriHAX. 


BARBARA  FREETOHIE. 

Up  from  the  meadows  rich  with  com, 
Olear  in  the  cool  September  mom, 

The  dnstered  spires  of  Frederick  stand 
Green-walled  by  the  hills  of  Maryland. 

Round  about  them  orchards  sweep, 
Apple  and  peach-tree  fruited  deep, 

Fair  as  a  garden  of  the  Lord 

To  the  eyes  of  the  famished  rebel  horde ; 

On  that  pleasant  mom  of  the  early  fall 
When  Lee  marched  over  the  mountain  wall,  -* 

Over  the  mountains,  winding  down, 
Horse  and  foot  into  Frederick  town. 

Forty  flags  with  their  silver  stars. 
Forty  flags  with  tlieir  crimson  bars, 

Flapped  in  the  morning  wind ;  the  snn 
Of  noon  looked  down,  and  saw  not  one. 

Up  rose  old  Barbara  Frietchie  then, 
Bowed  with  her  fourscore  years  and  ten ; 

Bravest  of  all  in  Frederick  town, 

She  took  up  the  flag  the  men  hauled  down ; 

In  her  attic- window  the  staff  she  set, 
To  show  that  one  heart  was  loyal  yet. 

Up  thd  street  came  the  rebel  tread, 
Stonewall  Jackson  riding  ahead. 

Under  his  slouched  hat  left  and  right 
He  glanced :  the  old  flag  met  his  sight. 

"  Halt  I " — the  dust-brown  ranks  stood  fast ; 
"  Fire  I " — out  blazed  the  rifle-blast. 

It  shivered  the  ^wmdow^  ^^^lie  vxA  «b^\ 
It  rent  the  baimer  m\3[i  %euai  %sA  ^fii^. 
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Quick,  as  it  fell,  from  the  broken  staff 
Dame  Barbara  snatched  the  silken  scarf; 

She  leaned  far  oat  on  the  window-sill, 
And  shook  it  forth  with  a  rojal  wilL 

"  Shoot,  if  you  must,  this  old  grey  head, 
But  spare  your  country's  flag,"  she  said, 

A  shade  of  sadness,  a  blush  of  shame, 
Over  the  face  of  the  leader  came ; 

The  nobler  nature  within  him  stirred 
To  life  at  that  woman's  deed  and  word : 

Who  touches  a  hair  of  yon  grey  head 
Dies  like  a  dog  I    March  on  I  "  he  said. 

AH  day  long  through  Frederick  street 
Sounded  the  tread  of  marching  feet ; 

AH  day  long  that  free  flag  tost 
Over  the  heads  of  the  rebel  host. 

Ever  its  torn  folds  rose  and  fell 

On  the  loyal  winds  that  loved  it  well ; 

LAnd  through  the  hill-gaps  sunset  light    r 
Shone  over  it  with  a  warm  good-night,  jj^ 

Barbara  Frietchie's  work  is  o'er,  ^\  ^ 

And  the  rebel  rides  on  his  raids  no  more. 

Honor  to  her  I  and  let  a  tear 

Fall,  for  her  sake,  on  Stonewall's  bier. 

Over  Barbara  Frietchie's  grave. 
Flag  of  freedom  and  union,  wave ! 

Peace,  and  order,  and  beauty  draw 
Round  thy  symbol  of  light  and  law ; 

And  ever  the  stars  above  look  down 

On  thy  stars  below  in  Frederick  town  I 

JoHif  Qkkxxlkat  Whtttzxb. 


TlIE  BLACK  REGIMENT. 

MAT  27Tn,  1863. 

Dask  as  the  clouds  of  even, 
Ranked  in  the  western  heaven, 
Waituig  the  breath  that  lifts 
All  the  dead  mass,  and  drifts 
Tempest  and  falling  brand 
Over  a  ruined  land ; — 
So  still  and  orderly. 
Arm  to  arm,  knee  to  knee, 
Wajtsng  the  great  event, 
Stands  the  black  ngiment 


V 


Down  the  long  dnskj  line 
Teeth  gleam  and  eyeballs  dilne; 
And  the  bright  bayonet, 
Bristling  and  firmly  set, 
Flashed  with  a  purpose  grand. 
Long  ere  the  sharp  command 
Of  the  fierce  rolling  drum 
Told  them  their  time  had  oome. 
Told  them  what  work  was  sent 
For  the  black  regiment. 

**  Now,"  the  flag-sergeant  cried, 
'Though  death  and  hell  betide. 
Let  the  whole  nation  see 
li  we  are  fit  to  be 
Free  in  this  land ;  or  bound 
Down,  like  the  whining  hound — 
Bound  with  red  stripes  of  pain 
In  our  cold  chains  again  I  ^ 
Oh  I  what  a  shout  there  went 
From  the  black  regiment! 

^'  Charge  I "  Trump  and  drum  awok< 
Onward  the  bondmen  broke ; 
Bayonet  and  sabre-stroke 
Vainly  opposed  their  rusL 
Through  the  wild  battle's  crush, 
With  but  one  thought  aflush, 
Driving  their  lords  like  cha£^ 
In  the  guns'  mouths  they  laugh ; 
Or  at  the  slippery  brands 
Leaping  with  open  hands, 
Down  they  tear  man  and  horse, 
Down  in  their  awftil  course ; 
Trampling  with  bloody  heel 
Over  the  crashing  steel ; — 
All  their  eyes  forward  bent. 
Rushed  the  black  regiment. 

"  Freedom  I "  their  battle-cry — 
"  Freedom  I  or  leave  to  die ! " 
Ah  I  and  they  meant  the  word. 
Not  as  with  us  'tis  heard, 
Not  a  mere  party  shout ; 
They  gave  their  spirits  out. 
Trusted  the  end  to  God, 
And  on  the  gory  sod 
Rolled  in  triumphant  blood.    . 
Glad  to  strike  one  free  blow. 
Whether  for  weal  or  woe ; 
Glad  to  breathe  one  free  breefth* 
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aj  might  fall  again, 
coold  onoe  more  see 
trst  to  libertj  I 
a  what  *'  freedom  "  lent 
bkck  r^nieat 

da  on  hnndreda  fell; 
y  are  rea^ng  well ; 
a  and  Bhaoklea  atrong 
hall  do  them  wrong. 
the  living  few, 
vbeJoEtand  trael 
im  ea  oomradea  tried ; 
'itb  them  Bjde  by  dde; 
in  field  or  tent, 
ha  blnck  ref^entl 


I  OF  THE  FRENCH  OAMP. 


'e  Frenoh  atormcd  Ratisboi. . 
so  awaj, 
Lonnd,  Napoleon 
mr  atorniiog-day; 
jt-thrnst,  joti  fancy  how, 
,  arms  locked  behind, 
nco  the  prone  brow, 
}  with  ita  mind. 


ip3  be  mnsed,  "  My  plans 
to  earth  may  fall, 
array-leader  Lacines 

yonder  wall," — 

:je  battory-smokcs  there  & 

oil  ad  on  boDDd 

g ;  nor  bridle  drew 

cached  tlie  uonnd. 


re  flang  in  smiliug  joy, 
him  self  erect 
lorae's  mane,  a  boy : 
ij  could  BTispect — 
kept  bia  lips  compressed, 
f  blood  came  tlirongh) 
twic«  ere  yon  saw  bia  breast 
It  shot  fa  two. 


"  Well,"  cried  he,  "  Emperor,  by  Ood'e  graoc 

We  Ve  got  yon  Ratisboal 
The  marsbal  'b  in  the  market-place. 

And  yon '11  be  there  anon 
To  see  yoor  flag-bird  flap  hb  vans 

Where  I,  to  heart's  desire, 
Perched  him!"    The  chiefs  eye  flashed;  hif 
plana 

Soared  np  ogtun  like  firn. 


The  chiefj  eye  flashed;  bnt  presently 

Softened  itself  as  sheathes 
A  film  the  mother  .eagle's  eye 

When  her  bruised  eaglet  breathes : 
"  Yon  're  womided  1  "    "  Nay,"  his  aoldier'i 
pride 

Toached  to  the  quick,  he  naid : 
"I'm  killed,  nrel  "    And,  his  chief  beride, 

Smiling,  the  boy  fell  dead. 


HOHENLINDEN. 

On  Linden,  when  tbe  snn  was  low. 
All  bloodless  lay  the  ontrodden  snow. 
And  dark  as  winter  was  tbe-flow 
Of  Isor,  rolling  rapidly. 

Bnt  Linden  saw  another  dgbt 
When  the  dmra  beat,  at  dead  of  night, 
OommaDding  fires  of  death  to  light 
The  darkness  of  her  scenery. 

By  torch  and  trumpet  fast  arrayed, 
Each  horseman  drew  his  battle-blade, 
And  fnrioaa  every  charger  neighed 
To  join  the  dreadfid  revelry. 

Then  shook  the  iiills  with  thander  riv«i; 
Then  rushed  the  aleeda  to  battle  driven ; 
And,  loader  than  the  holts  of  heaven. 
Far  Sashed  the  red  artillery. 

But  redder  yet  those  flres  shall  glow 
On  IJnden'a  hills  of  crimsoned  snow, 
And  bloodier  yet  shall  be  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

TlBmom;  biitMSicA'3oti\«v(^ra^ 
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Where  fhrioos  Frank  and  fiery  Hon 
Shoat  in  their  solphorous  canopy. 

The  combat  deepens.    On,  ye  brave, 
\Vho  rush  to  glory  or  the  grave  I 
Wave,  Munich  I  all  thy  banners  wave, 
And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry  I 

Few,  few  shall  part  where  many  meet  I 
The  snow  shall  be  their  winding-sheet ; 
And  every  turf  beneath  their  feet 
Shan  be  a  soldier^s  sepulchre. 

Thomas  CAMPBaix. 


THE  CHARiSE  OF  THE  LIGHT  BRIG- 
ADE AT  BALAEXAVA. 

Half  a  league,  half  a  league. 

Half  a  league  onward. 
All  in  the  valley  of  death. 

Rode  the  six  hundred. 

Into  the  valley  of  death 

Rode  the  six  hundred ; 
For  up  came  an  order  which 

Some  one  had  blundered. 
"  Forward,  the  light  brigade  I 
Take  the  guns  I  ^^  Nolan  said : 
Into  the  valley  of  death. 

Rode  the  six  hundred. 

"Forward  the  light  brigade! " 
No  man  was  there  dismayed — 
Not  though  the  soldier  knew 

Some  one  had  blundered : 
Theirs  not  to  make  reply. 
Theirs  not  to  reason  why. 
Theirs  but  to  do  and  die — 
Into  the  valley  of  deatii, 

Rode  tlie  six  hundred. 

Cannon  to  right  of  them. 
Cannon  to  left  of  them. 
Cannon  in  front  of  them, 

Yolleved  and  tlmndered. 
Stormed  at  with  shot  and  shell, 
Boldly  they  rode  and  well ; 
Into  the  jaws  of  death, 
Into  the  mouth  of  hell. 

Rode  the  six  hundred. 

Flashed  all  their  sabres  bare. 
Hashed  all  at  once  in  air, 


Sabring  the  gunners  there. 
Charging  an  army,  whfle 

All  the  world  wondered. 
Plunged  in  the  battery  smoke, 
With  many  a  de^'rate  stroke 
The  Russian  line  they  broke; 
Then  they  rode  back,  but  not— 

Not  the  six  hundred. 

Cannon  to  right  of  them, 
Cannon  to  left  of  them, 
Cannon  behind  them, 

Volleyed  and  thundered. 
Stormed  at  with  shot  and  sheD, 
While  horse  and  hero  fell. 
Those  that  had  fought  bo  well 
Came  from  the  jaws  of  death, 
Back  from  the  mouth  of  heU. 
All  that  was  left  of  than, 

Left  of  sax  hundred. 

When  can  their  glory  fiide? 
Oh  the  wild  charge  they  made! 

All  the  world  wondered. 
Honor  the  charge  they  made! 
Honor  the  light  brigade. 

Noble  six  hundred ! 

Alf&kd  Tnnn 


YE  MARINERS  OF  ENGLAM) 

A   NAVAL  ODB. 
L 

Ye  mariners  of  England  I 

That  guard  our  native  seas ; 

Whose  flag  has  braved,  a  thousand  yei 

The  battle  and  the  breeze ! 

Your  glorious  standard  launch  again. 

To  match  another  foe ! 

And  sweep  through  the  deep 

While  the  stormy  winds  do  blow ; 

While  the  battle  rages  lond  and  long, 

And  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

n. 
The  spirits  of  your  fathers 
Shall  start  from  every  wave ! — 
For  the  deck  it  was  their  field  of  fame 
And  ocean  was  their  grave. 
Where  Blake  and  mi^tj  Nelacm  ftD 
Yow  manly  hearts  shall  s^ow. 


BATTLE   OF   THE    BALTIC. 


•Ofp  throngh  the  d«ep 
e  stomiT  winda  do  blow — 
e  battle  rsgea  load  and  long, 
Btorm;  winds  do  blow. 


I  needs  no  bnlwarks, 

■3  along  tbe  steep ; 

:h  is  o'er  tbe  moon taiu' wave, 

a  is  on  the  deep. 

oders  from  her  native  oak 

a  tbe  floods  below, 

oar  on  the  shore 

)  stormy  winds  do  blow — 

i  battle  rages  load  and  long, 

itorniy  winds  do  blow. 


or  flag  of  England 
terrific  bum, 

^r's  troubled  night  depart, 

tar  of  peace  return. 

n,  je  ocean- warriors  I 

mid  feast  shull  flow 

no  of  jour  name, 
storm  has  cea>=ed  to  blow — 
liery  light  la  heard  no  luoro, 

torm  has  ceased  to  blow. 


TLE  OF  THE  BALTIC. 


.  and  tlic  nortli 

lorious  day's  renown, 

inttle  HorcG  eome  furtli 

gilt  of  Denmark's  crown, 

anus    along  tlie  doep  proudly 


im  the  lightcil  brand 
k'tcmiined  hand, 
rinco  of  all  the  land 


hiins  afloat 

jnlivarksoQ  the  brine; 
sign  of  battle  flew 
y  iiritinh  lino — 
53 


It  was  tea  of  April  mom  by  the  obime. 
As  ihes  drifted  on  their  path 
There  was  silence  deep  as  death ; 
And  the  boldest  held  his  breath 
For  a  time. 


Bnt  the  might  ol  England  flnabed 

To  anticipate  the  scene ; 

And  her  Tan  the  fleeter  mabed 

O'er  the  deadly  apace  between. 

"  Hearts  of  oak  I  "  onr  oapttun  cried ;  wber 

each  gnu 
From  its  adamantine  lipa 
Spread  a  deatb-shade  ronnd  the  ships, 
Ijke  the  horrioane  eclipse 
Of  tbe  son. 


Againl  aguni  agoinl 

And  the  bavook  did  not  alack, 

Till  a  feeble  cheer  the  Dane 

To  onr  cheering  sent  os  back ; 

Their  shots  along  the  deep  slowly  boom— 

Then  ceased— and  all  is  wail, 

As  they  strike  tlie  shattered  sail, 

Or,  in  conflagration  pale. 

Light  the  gloom. 


Ont  spoke  the  victor  then, 

As  he  hailed  them  o'er  tlio  wave: 

"  Ye  are  brothers  1  ye  ore  men  1 

And  we  conquer  but  to  save ; 

So  peace  instead  of  death  let  db  bring ; 

Bnt  jield,  prood  foe,  thy  fleet, 

With  the  crews,  at  England's  feet. 

And  make  submission  meet 


Then  Denmark  blcsaed  our  chie^ 

That  he  gave  her  wounds  repose ; 

And  the  sounds  of  joy  and  grief 

From  her  people  wildly  rose, 

As  death  withdrew  his  shades  from  tbe 

While  the  sua  looked  snuling  bright 
O'er  a  wide  and  woeful  sight, 
Where  tbe  firea  ot  f aiion^^i^t 
Died  away. 
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vn. 

Now  joy,  old  England,  raise ! 
For  the  tidings  of  thy  might, 
By  the  festal  cities'  blaze, 
Whilst  the  wine-cup  shines  in  light  \ 
And  yet,  amidst  that  joy  and  uproar. 
Let  us  think  of  them  that  sleep 
Full  many  a  fathom  deep, 
By  thy  wild  and  stormy  steep, 
Elsinore ! 

vm. 

Brave  hearts  I  to  Britain's  pride 

Once  so  faithful  and  so  true, 

On  the  deck  of  fame  that  died, 

"With  the  gallant  good  Riou — 

Soft  sigh  the  winds  of  heaven  o'er  their 

grave! 

While  the  billow  mournful  rolls, 

And  the  mermaid's  song  condoles. 

Singing  glory  to  the  souls 

Of  the  brave ! 

Tboxab  Campbsll 


THE  SEA  FIGHT. 

AB  TOLD  BY  AN    ANCIENT   MARINER. 

Au,  yes — the  light !      Tell,  messmates,  well, 

I  serv-ed  on  board  that  Ninety-eight ; 
Yet  what  I  saw  I  loaihe  to  tell. 

To-night,  be  sure  a  crushing  weight 
Upon  my  sleeping  breast — a  hell 

Of  dread  will  sit.    At  any  rate, 
rhougli  laud-locked  here,  a  watch  I  '11  keep — 

rog  cheers  us  still.     Who  cares  for  sleep  ? 


That  Ninety-eight  I  sailed  on  board ; 

Along  the  Frenchman's  coast  we  flew  ; 
Right  art  the  rising  tempest  roared ; 

A  noble  first-rate  hove  in  view ; 
And  soon  high  in  the  gale  there  soared 

Her    streamcd-out    bunting — ^red,    white, 
blue  I 
We  cleared  for  fight,  and  landward  bore, 
To  get  between  the  chase  and  shore. 

Masters,  I  cannot  spin  a  yarn 

Twice  laid  with  words  of  silken  stuff. 
4  fact 's  a  fact ;  and  ye  may  lam 
The  rights  o'  this^  though  wild  and  totl^ 


My  words  may  loonu    *T  is  your  conaan 
Not  mine,  to  understand.    Enoo^;^ 
We  neared  the  Frenchman  where  he  laj, 
And  as  we  neared,  he  blazed  away. 

We  tacked,  hove  to ;  we  filled,  we  wore 
Did  all  that  seamanship  could  do 

To  rake  him  aft,  or  by  the  fore— 
Now  rounded  ofi^  and  now  broached  U 

And  now  our  starboard  broadside  bore, 
And  showers  of  iron  through  and  thro 

His  vast  hull  hissed;  our  larboard  then 

Swept  from  his  three-fold  decks  his  men. 

As  we,  like  a  huge  serpent,  toiled. 
And  wound  about,  through  that  wild  » 

The  Frenchman  each  manoeuvre  foiled— 
'Vantage  to  neither  there  could  be. 

Whilst  thus  the  waves  between  ns  boiled, 
We  both  resolved  right  manfolly 

To  fight  it  side  by  side ; — ^began 

Then  the  fierce  strife  of  man  to  man. 

• 

Gun  bellows  forth  to  gun,  and  pam 
Rings  out  her  wild,  delirious  scream! 

Redoubling  thunders  shake  the  main; 
Loud  crashing,  falls  the  shot-rent  beam. 

The  timbers  with  the  broadsides  strain; 
The  slippery  decks  send  up  a  steam 

From  hot  and  living  blood — and  high 

And  shrill  is  heard  the  death-pang  cry. 

The  shredded  limb,  the  splintered  bone, 
Th'  unstiffened  corpse,  now  block  the  w 

Who  now  can  hear  the  dying  groan? 
Tlie  trumpet  of  the  judgment  day. 

Had  it  pealed  forth  its  mighty  tone. 
We  should  not  then  have  heard, — ^to  M 

Would  be  rank  sin ;  but  this  I  tell. 

That  could  alone  our  madness  qneU 


Upon  the  fore-castle  I  fought 
As  captain  of  the  forbad  gun. 

A  scattering  shot  the  carriage  caught  I 
What  mother  then  had  known  her  son 

Of  those  who  stood  around  ?— dSstnuighl 
And  smeared  with  gore,  about  tbey  n 

Then  faU,  and  writhe,  and  howling  diel 
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:eDed  round,  and  the  storm  pealed, 
ward  of  ns  lay  the  foe. 
toward  over  keeled, 

I  not  fight  his  guns  below ; 

9  going  to  strike— when  reeled 
)e«,  as  if  some  vast  blow 
Jmightj  hand  bad  rent 
thip  from  her  element. 

ed  the  thunder.    Tumult  then 
med  herself  to  silence.    Round 
ered  lightning-blasted  men ! 
nmast  went    All  stifled,  drowned, 
Frenchman's  shout.    Again 
.  burst  on  us,  and  we  found 
all  gone— our  decks  all  riven : 
ar  mocks  faintlj  that  of  heaven  I 

-nay,  messmates,  laugh  not  now — 
lazed,  one  minute  stood 
it  rout;  I  know  not  how — 
lilence  all — ^the  raving  flood, 
hat  pealed  from  stem  to  bow, 
Ts  own  thunder — ^nothing  could 

II  that  tumult  hear, 
nght  of  that  scene  of  fear. 

lother  at  her  door 
ly  o'er  her  humming  wheel ; 
0,  orchard,  and  the  moor — 
em  plainly  all.     Til  kneel, 
'  I  saw  tliem  I    Oli,  they  wore 
ill  peace.    Could  I  but  feel 
>  bliss  that  then  I  felt, 
my  heart,  like  childhood's,  melt  I 

1  tear  was  on  my  cheek, 

ed  with  that  old  smile  I  know : 

ne,  mother,  turn  and  speak," 

my  quivering  lips — when  lo  I 

?<1,  and  a  dark,  red  streak 

vild  and  vivid  from  the  foe, 

jd  upon  the  blood-stained  water — 

id  aft  the  flames  had  caught  her. 

and  hailed  ns.    On  us  fast 
ing,  helple&sly,  she  came — 
more  near ;  and  not  a  mast 
to  help  us  from  that  flame. 
I  the  bravest  stood  aghast — 
len  the  wicked,  on  the  name 
^er  and  with  guilt  appalled,) 
o]oDgD0glectedj  called. 


Th'  eddying  flames  with  ravening  tongne 
Now  on  our  ship's  dark  bulwarks  da«h — 

We  almost  touched — when  ocean  rung 
Down  to  its  depths  with  one  loud  crash  1 

In  heaven's  top  vault  one  instant  hung 
The  vast,  intense,  and  blinding  flash  I 

Then  all  was  darkness,  stillness,  dread — 

The  wave  moaned  o'er  the  valiant  dead. 

She 's  gone  I  blown  up  I  that  gallant  foe  I 
And  though  she  left  us  in  a  plight, 

We  floated  still ;  long  were,  I  know. 
And  hard,  the  labors  of  that  night 

To  clear  the  wreck.    At  length  in  tow 
A  frigate  took  us,  when  't  was  light ; 

And  soon  an  English  port  we  gained — 

A  hulk  aU  battered  and  blood-stained. 

So  many  slain — so  many  drowned  I 

I  like  not  of  that  flght  to  tell. 
Come,  let  the  cheerful  grog  go  round  I 

Messmates,  I  've  done.    A  spell,  ho,  spell  - 
Thoagh  a  pressed  man,  I  '11  still  be  found 

To  do  a  seaman's  duty  well. 
I  wish  our  brother  landsmen  knew 
One  half  we  jolly  tars  go  through. 

ANOnTMOUH. 
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The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 
Whence  all  but  he  had  fled ; 

The  flame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck 
Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 

Yet  beautUul  and  bright  he  stood, 

As  born  to  rule  the  storm ; 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A  proud,  though  child-like  form. 

The  flames  rolled  on — ho  would  not  g^j 

Without  his  father^s  word ; 
That  father,  faint  in  death  below. 

His  voice  no  longer  heard. 

He  called  aloud — "  Say,  father,  say, 

If  yet  my  task  is  done  ? " 
He  knew  not  that  tbiQ  Qb\^t<AASi\«>.^ 

Unconscious  of  b\A  boiu 
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*^  Speak,  father  I "  once  again  he  oriod, 

"  K  I  may  yet  be  gone ! " 
And  but  the  booming  shot3  replied, 

And  fast  the  flames  rolled  on. 

Upon  his  brow  lie  felt  their  breath, 

And  in  his  waving  hair. 
And  looked  from  that  lone  post  of  death 

In  still,  yet  brave  despair. 

And  shouted  but  once  more  aloud, 

"Myfatlierl  must  I  stay?" 
While  o'er  him  fast,  through  sail  and  shroud. 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ship  in  splendor  wild, 

They  caught  the  flag  on  high, 
And  streamed  above  the  gallant  child, 

Like  banners  in  the  sky. 

There  came  a  burst  of  thimder  sound — 

The  boy— oh !  where  was  he  ? 
Ask  of  the  winds  that  far  around 

With  fragments  strewed  the  sea ! — 

With  mast,  and  helm,  and  pennon  fair, 
That  well  had  borne  their  part — 

But  the  noblest  thing  that  perished  there 
Was  that  young,  faithful  heart ! 

Fkuoia  Doeotuka  IIemaxs. 


SOXG  OF  THE  GKEEK  POET. 

The  isles  of  Greece,  the  isles  of  Greece  I 
Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sung. 

Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace— 
Where  Delos  rose,  and  Phoebus  sprung  I 

Eternal  sunmier  gilds  them  yet ; 

But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 

The  Sci.m  and  the  Teian  muse, 
The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  lute, 

Ilavc  found  the  fame  your  shores  refuse ; 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 

To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 

Tlian  your  sires'  "  Islands  of  the  Blest." 

The  moimtains  look  on  Marathon, 
And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea : 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 
I  dreamed  that  Greece  might  still  be  free; 

For  standing  on  the  Persians'  grave, 

I  could  Dot  (loom  mvself  a  slave. 


A  king  sat  on  the  rocky  brow 
Which  looks  o'er  sea-bom  Salamif ; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lny  below, 
And  men  in  nations — ^all  were  his! 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day — 

And  when  the  sun  set,  where  were  tbej 

And  where  are  they  ?  and  where  art  tbo 
My  country  ?    On  thy  yoicden  shore 

The  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  morel 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine, 

Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine  f 

'Tis  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame, 
Though  linked  among  a  fettered  raoe^ 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame, 
Even  as  I  sing,  safRise  my  fiioe ; 

For  what  is  left  the  poet  here? 

For  Greeks  a  blosh — ^for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  we  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blestf 
Must  we  but  blush  ? — Oar  Others  Uei 

Earth  I  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 
A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead  I 

Of  the  three  hundred  grant  bat  three, 

To  make  a  new  Thermopylsd  I 

What!  silent  still?  and  silent  all f 
Ah  no  I — the  voices  of  the  dead 

Sound  like  a  distant  torrents  fall, 
And  answer,  ^^Let  one  living  head, 

But  one,  arise — we  come,  we  come!" 

T  is  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain — ^in  vmn ;  strike  other  chords; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes^ 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vice! 
Ilark  1  rising  to  the  ignoble  call, 
How  answers  each  bold  Bacchanal! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone! 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one! 

You  have  the  letters  Cadmos  gave — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave  ? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  then 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divme; 
\     "Bl^  %erj^— \w1  %^tved  PolfcratiP* 
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i  our  masters  then 
east  oar  ooaDtrjmen. 

the  Ghersonese 
n's  best  and  bravest  friend ; 
as  Miltiades  I 
present  hoar  would  lend 
3t  of  the  kind  I 
3  his  were  sore  to  bind. 

>owl  with  Samian  wine  I 
»ck,  and  Parga's  shore, 
mant  of  a  line 
Doric  mothers  bore ; 
*haps  some  seed  is  sown 
an  blood  might  own. 

[recdom  to  the  Franks — 
I  king  who  buys  and  sells ; 
rds,  and  native  ranks, 
)po  of  courage  dwells ; 
^rco,  and  Latin  fraud, 
your  shield,  however  broad. 

)owl  with  Samian  wine  I 
dance  beneath  the  shade— 
rious  black  eyes  shine ; 
on  each  glowing  maid, 
urning  tear-drop  laves, 
breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 

^unium^s  marbled  steep, 
ling,  save  the  waves  and  I, 
mutual  murmurs  sweep ; 
i-likc,  let  me  sing  and  die. 
'cs  shall  ne'er  bo  mine — 
>n  cup  of  Samian  wine  I 

Lord  Btsok. 


ARCO  BOZZARIS. 

in  his  guarded  tent, 

'03  dreaming  of  the  hour 

,  her  knee  in  suppliance  l)cnt, 

nble  at  his  power. 

rough  camp  and  court,  ho  bore 

jf  a  conqueror ; 

lis  song  of  triumph  heard ; 

3  monarch's  signet-ring — 

tliat  monarch's  throne — a  king; 

loughts,  and  gay  of  wing, 

farden  bird. 


At  midnight,  in  the  forest  shades, 

Bozzaris  ranged  his  Suliote  band — 
True  as  the  steel  of  their  tried  blades, 

Heroes  in  heart  and  hand. 
There  had  the  Persian's  thousands  stoo<l, 
There  had  the  glad  earth  drunk  their  blood. 

On  old  Plats^a's  day ; 
And  now  there  breathed  that  haunted  air 
The  sons  of  sires  who  conquered  there, 
With  arms  to  strike,  and  soul  to  dare. 

As  quick,  as  far,  as  they. 


An  hoar  passed  on — the  Turk  awoke : 

That  bright  dream  was  his  last ; 
He  woke— to  hear  his  sentries  shriek, 

"To  arms  I  they  come!  the  Greek  I  the 
Greek  1 " 
He  woke — to  die  midst  flame,  and  smoke, 
And  shout,  and  groan,  and  sabre-stroke, 

And  death-shots  falling  thick  and  fast 
As  lightnings  from  the  mountain-cloud ; 
And  heard,  with  voice  as  trampet  loud, 

Bozzaris  cheer  his  band : 
"  Strike— till  the  last  armed  foe  expires; 
Strike— ^for  your  altars  and  your  fires ; 
Strike — for  the  green  graves  of  your  sires ; 
God — and  your  native  land  I  " 


They  fought — ^like  brave  men,  long  and  well; 

They  piled  that  ground  with  Moslem  slain ; 
They  conquered — ^but  Bozzaris  fell, 

Bleeding  at  every  vein. 
His  few  surviving  comrades  saw 
His  smile  when  rang  their  proud  hurrah, 

And  the  red  field  was  won ; 
Then  saw  in  death  Ixls  eyelids  close 
Calmly,  as  to  a  night's  repose. 

Like  flowers  at  set  of  sun. 


Come  to  tlic  bridal  chamber,  death. 

Come  to  the  mother's,  when  she  feels. 
For  the  first  time,  her  first-born's  breath ; 

Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke. 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke ; 
Come  in  consumption's  ghastly  form, 
The  earthqnake-fthock,  t\i^  oei^QXi-«\A>Tm\ 
Come  when  the  heart  \>e&\A\i\|^  ^xA^vcm^ 
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With  banqaetrsong,  and  dance,  and  wine ; 
And  ihoa  art  terrible— tlie  tear, 
The  groan,  the  knell,  the  pall,  the  bier ; 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 

Of  agon  V,  are  thine. 


Bat  to  the  hero,  when  his  sword 

Has  won  the  battle  for  the  free, 
Thy  voice  sonnds  like  a  prophet's  word ; 
And  in  its  hollow  tones  are  heard 

The  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be. 
Gome,  when  his  task  of  fame  is  wrought— 
Oome,  with  her  lanrel-leaf,  blood-bought — 

Come  in  her  crowning  hour — and  then 
Thy  sunken  eye's  unearthly  light 
To  him  is  welcome  as  the  sight 

Of  sky  and  stars  to  prisoned  men  ; 
Thy  grasp  is  welcome  as  the  hand 
Of  brother  in  a  foreign  land ; 
Thy  summons  welcome  as  the  cry 
That  told  the  Indian  isles  were  nigh 

To  the  world-seeking  Genoese, 
When  the  land-wind,  from  woods  of  palm. 
And  orange-groves,  and  fields  of  balm. 

Blew  o'er  the  Haytian  seas. 


Bozzaris  I  with  the  storied  brave 

Greece  nurtured  in  her  glory's  time, 
Rest  thee — there  is  no  prouder  grave. 

Even  in  her  own  proud  clime. 
She  wore  no  funeral  weeds  for  thee, 

Nor  bade  the  dark  hearse  wave  its  plume, 
Like  torn  branch  from  death's  leafless  tree, 
In  sorrow's  pomp  and  pageantry. 

The  heartless  luxury  pf  the  tomb. 
But  she  remembers  thee  as  one 
Long  loved,  and  for  a  season  gone. 
For  thee  her  poet's  lyre  is  wreathed, 
Her  marble  wrought,  her  music  breathed ; 
For  thee  she  rings  the  birth-day  bells ; 
Of  tliee  her  babes'  first  lisping  tells ; 
For  thine  her  evening  prayer  is  said 
At  palace  couch,  and  cottage  bed ; 
Her  soldier,  closing  with  the  foe. 
Gives  for  thy  sake  a  deadlier  blow ; 
His  plighted  maiden,  when  she  fears 
For  him,  the  joy  of  her  young  years. 
Thinks  of  thy  £ite.  and  checka  her  tears. 


And  she,  the  mother  of  thy  b<^ 
Though  in  her  eye  and  faded  die^ 
Is  read  the  grief  she  will  not  speak, 

The  memory  of  her  buried  joys — 
And  even  she  who  gave  thee  birth, 
Will,  by  her  pilgrim-cirded  hearth, 

Talk  of  thy  doom  without  a  M^ ; 
For  thou  art  freedom's  now,  and  fiune^ 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  namep 

That  were  not  bom  to  die, 

Fm-GBBn  Hai 


\ 


THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  DEAJ 

Who  fears  to  speak  of  Ninety-eight! 

Who  blushes  at  the  name  ? 
When  cowards  mock  the  patriot's  fa 

Who  hangs  his  head  for  shame? 
He 's  all  a  knave,  or  half  a  slave, 

Who  slights  his  country  thus; 
But  a  true  man,  like  yon,  man, 

Will  fill  your  glass  widi  ns. 

We  drink  the  memory  of  the  bravt) 

The  faithful  and  the  few- 
Some  lie  far  off  beyond  the  wave- 
Some  sleep  in  Ireland,  too ; 
All,  all  are  gone — ^bnt  still  lives  on 

The  fame  of  those  who  died — 
All  true  men,  like  you,  men. 
Remember  them  with  pride. 

Some  on  the  shores  of  distant  land{ 

Their  weary  hearts  have  Iwd, 
And  by  the  stranger's  heedless  ban 

Their  lonely  graves  were  made ; 
But,  though  their  clay  be  fiir  away 

Beyond  the  Atlantic  foam — 
In  true  men,  like  yon,  men. 

Their  spirit's  still  at  home. 

The  dust  of  some  is  Irish  earth ; 

Among  their  own  they  rest; 
And  the  same  land  that  gave  them 

Has  caught  them  to  her  breast ; 
And  we  will  pray  that  from  their  < 

Full  many  a  race  may  start 
Of  true  men,  like  you,  meo^ 
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in  dark  and  evil  days 

thdr  native  land; 
led  here  a  living  blaze 
thing  shall  withstand. 

might  can  vanquish  right — 
1  and  passed  away ; 
len,  like  yon,  men, 
ity  here  to-day. 

's  their  memory — may  it  be 

i  guiding  light, 

)ur  strife  for  liberty, 

ch  us  to  unite. 

pod  and  ill,  be  Ireland's  still, 

sad  as  theirs  your  fate ; 

men,  be  you,  men, 

>8e  of  Ninety-eight  I 

Jobs  Exlls  Ixoraii. 


AN  ODE. 

constitutes  a  state  ? 

scd  battlement  or  labored  mound, 

roll  or  moated  gate ; 

I)roud  with  spires  aud    turrets 

)\viiod ; 

rs  and  broad-armed  port*?, 

^hing  at  the  storm,  ricli  navies 

rred  and  spangled  courts, 
jrowed  baseness  wafts  perfume  to 
de. 

nen,  high-minded  men, 
-3  as  far  above  dull  brutes  endued 
It,  l)rake,  or  den, 

eel  cold  rocks  and  brambles  rude— 
ho  their  duties  know, 
their  rights,  and,  knowing,  dare 
lintain, 

t  the  long-aimed  blow, 
the  t>Tant  while  they  rend  the 
nin; 

jonstitute  a  state ; 
gn  law,  tliat  state's  collecte<l  will, 
rones  and  globes  elate, 
9,  crowning  good,  repressing  ill. 
y  her  sacred  frown, 
lissension,  like  a  vapor  sinks ; 
en  the  all-dazzling  crown 
nt  rfljs^  and  at  her  bidding BhrinkB, 


Such  was  this  heaven-loved  isle. 
Than  Lesbos  fairer  and  the  Cretan  shore  I 

No  more  shall  freedom  smile  ? 
Shall  Britons  languish,  and  be  men  no  more  ? 

Since  all  must  life  resign, 
Those  sweet  rewards  which  decorate  the  brave 

Tis  foUy  to  decHne, 
And  steal  inglorious  to  the  silent  grave. 

fin  William  Jons. 


SONNETS. 

LOKDON,    1802. 

Milton  I  thou  shooldst  be  living  at  this  hoar; 
England  hath  need  of  thee.    She  is  a  fen 
Of  stagnant  waters.    Altar,  sword,  and  pen. 
Fireside,  the  heroic  wealth  of  hall  and  bower. 
Have  forfeited  their  ancient  English  dower 
Of  inward  happiness.    We  are  selfish  men : 
Oh,  raise  ns  up,  return  to  ns  again. 
And  give  us  manners,  virtue,  freedom,  power ! 
Thy  soul  was  like  a  star,  and  dwelt  apart ; 
Thou  hadst  a  voice  whose  sound  was  like  the 

sea; 
Pure  as  the  naked  heavens,  migestic,  free. 
So  didst  thou  travel  on  lifo's  common  way 
In  cheerful  godliness ;  and  yet  thy  heart 
The  lowliest  duties  on  herself  did  lay. 


TO  TOrSSAINT  l'oUVEBTURE. 

ToussAiNT,  the  most  xmhappy  man  of  men ! 
Whether  the  whistling  rustic  tend  his  plough 
Within  thy  hearing,  or  thy  head  bo  now 
Pillowed  in  some  deep  dungeon's  earless  den — 
0  miserable  chieftain  1  where  and  when 
Wilt  thou  find  patience?    Yet  die  not;  dc 

thou 
Wear  rather  in  thy  bonds  a  cheerful  brow. 
Though  fallen  thyself,  never  to  rise  again. 
Live,  and  take  comfort.    Thou  hast  left  be 

hind 
Powers  that  will  work  for  thee^air,  earth. 

and  skies. 
There 's  not  a  breathing  of  the  common  wind 
That  will  forget  thee.    Thou  hast  great  allies  - 
Thy  friends  are  exultations,  agonies. 
And  love,  and  man^^  xvncoivc^^x^iX^^xvxwA. 
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ON  A  BUST  OF  DANTE. 

SsB,  from  this  oonnterfeit  of  him 
Whom  Arno  shall  remember  long, 
How  stern  of  lineament,  how  grim, 
The  &ther  was  of  Tuscan  song  I 
There  bat  the  horning  sense  of  wrong, 
Perpetual  care,  and  scorn,  abide — 
Small  friendship  for  the  lordlj  throng. 
Distrust  of  all  tiie  world  beside. 

Faithful  if  this  wan  image  be, 

No  dream  his  life  was — ^but  a  fight ; 

Could  anj  Beatrice  see 

A  loTcr  in  that  anchorite  ? 

To  that  cold  Ghibeline^s  gloom  j  sight 

Who  could  have  guessed  the  visions  came 

Of  beautj,  veiled  with  heavenly  light, 

In  circles  of  eternal  flame  ? 

The  lips  as  Cums^s  cavern  dose. 
The  cheeks  with  fast  and  sorrow  thin, 
The  rigid  front,  almost  morose. 
But  for  the  patient  hope  within, 
Declare  a  life  whose  course  hath  been 
Unsullied  still,  though  still  severe, 
Which,  through  the  wavering  days  of  sin, 
Kept  itself  icy-chaste  and  clear. 

Not  wholly  such  his  haggard  look 
When  wandering  once,  forlorn,  he  strayed, 
With  no  companion  save  his  book, 
To  Oorvo^s  hushed  monastic  shade ; 
Where,  as  the  Benedictine  laid 
His  palm  upon  the  pilgrim  guest, 
The  single  boon  for  which  he  prayed 
The  convent's  charity  was  rest. 

Peace  dwells  not  here — ^this  rugged  face 
Betrays  no  spirit  of  repose ; 
The  sullen  warrior  sole  we  trace, 
The  marble  man  of  many  woes. 
Such  was  hb  mien  when  first  arose 
The  thought  of  that  strange  tale  divine- 
When  hell  he  peopled  with  his  foes, 
The  scourge  of  many  a  guilty  line. 

War  to  tlie  last  he  waged  with  all 
The  tyrant  canker-worms  of  earth ; 
Baron  and  duke,  id  hold  and  hall, 
Cursed  the  dark  hour  that  gave  Mm  \)\i^\ 


He  used  Home's  harlot  for  his  ml] 
Plucked  bare  hypocrisy  and  crim< 
But  valiant  souls  of  knightly  w(xi 
Transmitted  to  the  rolls  of  time. 

O  time  I  whose  verdicts  mock  om 
The  only  righteous  judge  art  thou 
That  poor,  old  ezHe,  sad  and  lone 
Is  Latium's  other  Yir^  now. 
Before  his  name  the  nations  bow 
His  words  are  parcel  of  mankind. 
Deep  in  whose  hearts,  as  on  his  b 
The  marks  have  sunk  of  Dante's  i 

Thomab  William 


ON  A  SERMON  AGAINST  GI 

OoHE  then,  tell  me,  sage  divine 

Is  it  an  offence  to  own 
That  our  bosoms  e'er  incline 

Toward  immortal  glory's  thr 
For  with  me  nor  pomp,  nor  pk 
Bourbon's  might,  Braganza's  ti 
So  can  fancy's  dream  rejoice. 
So  conciliate  reason's  choice, 
As  one  approving  word  of  her  impar 

If  to  spurn  at  noble  praise 

Be  the  passport  to  thy  heave 

Follow  thou  those  gloomy  way 

No  such  law  to  me  was  givei 

Nor,  I  trust,  shall  I  deplore  m€ 

Faring  like  my  friends  before  i 

Nor  an  holier  place  desire 

Than  Timoleon's  arms  acquire, 

And  Tully's  curule  chair,  and  Miltoi 

lyre. 

Mask  i 
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EXCELSIOR. 

Thb  shades  of  night  were  falling 
As  through  an  Alpine  village  pas 
A  youth,  who  bore,  'mid  snow  ai 
A  banner  with  the  strange  devic< 
Excelsior  I 

His  brow  was  sad;  his  eye  benea 
Flashed  like  a  faulchion  from  its  i 
And  like  a  silver  clarion  rung 
The  accents  of  that  unknown  ton 


SKOLBIOB. 


[7  homM  he  nw  tlie  Gg^t 
iMWd  fine  ^etun  wann  and  bright : 
,  the  apecbvl  gladera  shone, 
-om  his  lipa  escaped  a  groan — 
Exoelnorl 

not  the  paaB,'''the  old  nian  said : 
I  loven  the  tempest  overhead ; 
uriiig  torrent  la  deep  and  wide  I  " 
Kid  that  darioa  voice  replied, 
Excelriorl 

tay,"  the  maiden  add,  "  and  reat 
eary  head  opon  this  breaatl " 
'  Btood  in  hia  bright  bine  eye, 
CI  ha  answered,  with  a  aigb, 
Eicelaiorl 


ire  the  pine-tree's  withered  branch  I 
n  the  sirfiil  aTalauobe  I " 


This  waa  the  peasant's  last  good-night: 
A  voice  replied,  fiu-  tip  the  height, 
Excelsior  1 

At  break  of  day,  as  heavenward 
The  pions  monks  of  Saint  Bernard 
Uttered  the  oft-repeated  pra;er, 
A  voice  cried,  throngb  the  startled  air, 
Ezoelaior! 

A  traveller,  by  the  faithfal  hound, 
Half-bnried  in  the  enow  was  fonnd, 
Still  gracing  in  hia  hand  of  ice 
That  banner  with  the  strange  device^ 
ExceMorl 

There  in  the  twilight  cold  and  gr^, 
lifeless,  bat  beantifiil,  be  lay, 
And  from  the  sky,  serene  and  fur, 
A  voice  fell,  like  a  felling  star— 
Ezoelaor  I 

Hc^niT  WtDBWoarB  LonariLLa*. 
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PART    VI. 


POEMS      OF      COMEDY 


Os  1  never  wear  a  brow  of  oare,  or  frown  with  rueful  graTity, 

For  wit's  the  child  of  wisdom,  and  good  humor  is  the  twin; 
No  need  to  plaj  the  Pharisee,  or  groan  at  man's  depravity, 

Let  one  man  be  a  good  man,  and  let  all  be  fair  within. 
Speak  sober  tniths  with  smiling  lips;  the  bitter  wrap  in  sweetness^ 

Sound  sense  in  seeming  nonsense,  as  the  ^ain  is  hid  in  chafif ; 
And  fear  not  that  the  lesson  e'er  maj  seem  to  lack  completeness — 

A  man  may  say  a  wise  thing,  though  he  say  it  with  a  laugh. 

"  A  soft  word  oft  turns  wrath  aside,"  (so  says  the  great  instructor. 

A  smile  disarms  resentment,  and  a  jest  drives  gloom  away ; 
A  cheerful  laugh  to  anger  is  a  magical  conductor. 

The  deadly  flash  averting,  quickly  changing  night  to  day. 
Then,  is  not  ho  the  wisest  man  who  rids  his  brow  of  wrinkles, 

Who  bears  his  load  with  merry  heart,  and  tightens  it  by  half— 
Whose  pleasant  tones  ring  in  the  ear,  as  mirthful  music  tinkles. 

And  whose  words  are  true  and  telling,  though  they  echo  in  a  laugh  V 

80  temper  life's  work — weariness  with  timely  relaxation  ; 

Most  witless  wight  of  all  is  he  who  never  plays  the  fool ; 
The  heart  grows  gray  before  the  head,  when  sunk  in  sad  prostration ; 

Its  winter  knows  no  Christmas,  with  its  glowing  log  of  Yule. 
Why  weep,  faint-hearted  and  forlorn,  when  evil  comes  to  try  us? 

The  fount  of  hope  wells  ever  nigh — 'twill  cheer  us  if  we  quafif; 
And,  when  the  gloomy  phantom  of  despondency  stands  by  us, 

Lei  uf,  in  calm  defiance,  exorcise  it  with  a  laugh ! 
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'.  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 

PABT  FIB8T. 

en,  gentlemen ; 

»ng  I  will  begin : 

of  fair  Scotland, 

the  unthrifty  heir  of  Linne. 

?  a  right  good  lord, 
a  lady  of  high  degree ; 
!  were  dead  him  fro, 
^d  keeping  company. 

lay  with  merry  cheer, 
d  revel  every  night, 
ice  from  even  to  mom, 
?en,  his  heart's  delight. 

1,  to  rant,  to  roar, 
pend  and  never  spare, 
vero  tlie  king  himself, 
fee  ho  might  be  bare. 

nthrifty  heir  of  Linno, 
:old  is  gone  and  spent ; 
sell  his  lands  so  broad, 
ind  lands,  and  all  his  rent. 

.  a  keen  steward, 

'  Scales  was  called  he ; 

jcomo  a  gentleman, 

as  got  both  gold  and  fee. 

ne,  welcome,  lord  of  Linne ; 
disturb  thy  heavy  cheer ; 
11  thy  lands  so  broad, 
yf  gold  I  '11  give  thee  here." 


'*My  gold  is  gone,  my  money  is  spent, 
My  land  now  take  it  unto  thee : 

Give  me  the  gold,  good  John  o^  Scales, 
And  thine  for  aye  my  land  shall  be." 

Then  John  he  did  him  to  record  draw, 
And  John  hc$  gave  him  a  godVpenny ; 

But  for  every  pound  that  John  agreed, 
The  land,  I  wis,  was  well  worth  three. 

He  told  him  the  gold  upon  the  board ; 

He  was  right  glad  the  land  to  win  : 
"  The  land  is  mine,  the  gold  is  thine, 

And  now  I  'U  be  the  lord  of  Linne." 

Thus  he  hath  sold  his  land  so  broad ; 

Both  hill  and  holt,  and  moor  and  fen, 
All  but  a  poor  and  lonesome  lodge. 

That  stood  far  off  in  a  lonely  glen. 

For  so  he  to  his  father  hight : 
"  My  son,  when  I  am  gone,"  said  he, 

"  Then  thou  wilt  spend  thy  land  so  broad, 
And  thou  wilt  spend  thy  gold  so  free ; 

"  But  swear  me  now  upon  the  rood. 
That  lonesome  lodge  thou  'It  never  spend; 

For  when  all  the  world  doth  frown  on  thee, 
Tliou  there  shalt  find  a  faithful  friend." 

The  heir  of  Linne  is  full  of  gold  ; 

And,  "  Come  with  me,  my  friends,"  said  he : 
"Let's  drink,  and  rant,  and  merry  mak^ 

And  ho  that  spares^  li^^'w  mo\A\v^>iJji^«kr 
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They  ranted,  drank,  and  merry  made, 

Till  all  his  gold  it  waxed  thin ; 
And  then  his  friends  they  slunk  away; 

They  left  the  unthrifty  heir  of  Linne. 

He  had  never  a  penny  left  in  his  purse, 

Never  a  penny  left  but  three ; 
The  one  was  brass,  the  other  was  lead, 

And  t'  other  it  was  white  money. 

*  Now  well-a- way  1 "  said  the  heir  of  Linne. 

"  Now  well-a- way,  and  woe  is  me  I 
For  when  I  was  the  lord  of  Linne, 
I  never  wanted  gold  nor  fee. 

"  But  many  a  trusty  friend  have  I, 
And  why  should  I  feel  dole  or  care  ? 

I  Ml  borrow  of  them  all  by  turns, 
So  need  I  not  be  ever  bare.'' 

But  one,  I  wis,  was  not  at  home ; 

Another  had  paid  his  gold  away ; 
Another  called  liim  thriftless  loon. 

And  sharply  bade  him  wend  his  way 

Now  well-a- way ! "  said  the  heir  of  Linne, 
"  Now  well-a- way,  and  woe  is  me  I 
For  when  I  had  my  land  so  broad. 
On  me  they  lived  right  merrily. 

"  To  beg  my  bread  from  door  to  door, 
I  wis,  it  were  a  burning  shame : 

To  rob  and  steal  it  were  a  sin : 
To  work  my  limbs  I  cannot  frame. 

"  Now  I  '11  away  to  the  lonesome  lodge, 
For  tliere  mv  father  bade  me  wend : 

When  all  the  world  should  frown  on  me, 
I  there  should  find  a  trusty  friend." 

PAET   SECOND. 

Away  then  hied  the  heir  of  Linne, 
O'er  hill  and  holt,  and  moor  and  fen, 

Until  he  came  to  the  lonesome  lodge, 
That  stood  so  low  in  a  lonely  glen. 

He  looked  up,  he  looked  down, 
In  hope  some  comfort  for  to  win ; 

But  bare  and  lothely  were  the  walls : 
"  Here 's  sorry  cheer ! ''  quoth  the  heir  of 
Linne, 


The  little  window,  dim  and  dai^ 
Was  hung  with  ivy,  brier,  and  jew ; 

No  shimmering  sun  here  ever  shone; 
No  halesome  breeze  here  ever  blew. 

No  chair,  no  table,  he  mote  spy, 
No  cheerful  hearth,  no  welcome  bed, 

Nought  save  a  rope  with  a  running  nooK^ 
That  dangling  hung  np  o*er  his  head. 

And  over  it,  in  broad  letter?, 

These  words  were  written,  «u)  plain  to  m 
"  Ah !  graceless  wretch,  hath  Apcnt  t)iy  all, 

And  brought  thyself  to  penury? 

"  All  this  my  boding  mind  misgave, 
I  therefore  left  this  trusty  friend: 

Now  let  it  shield  thy  fonl  disgmoe, 
And  all  thy  shame  and  sorrows  end  * 

Sorely  vexed  with  this  rebuke. 
Sorely  vexed  was  the  heir  of  Linne; 

His  heart,  I  wis,  was  near  to  burst, 
With  guilt  and  sorrow,  shame  and  sin. 

Never  a  word  spake  the  heir  of  Linne, 
Never  a  word  he  spake  but  thre«: 

*^  This  is  a  trusty  friend  indeed, 
And  is  right  welcome  unto  me." 

Then  round  his  neck  the  cord  he  drew, 
And  sprung  aloft  with  his  body ; 

When  lo  t  the  ceiling  burst  in  twain, 
And  to  the  ground  came  tumbling  he. 

Astonished  lay  the  heir  of  Linne, 
Nor  knew  if  he  were  live  or  dead ; 

At  length  he  looked  and  saw  a  bill, 
And  in  it  a  key  of  gold  so  red. 

He  took  the  bill  and  looked  it  on; 

Straight  good  comfort  found  he  tliero: 
It  told  him  of  a  hole  in  the  wall 

In  which  there  stood  three  chests  in-fer 

Two  were  full  of  the  beaten  gold ; 

The  third  was  fbll  of  white  maoej 
And  over  them,  in  broad  letterS| 
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»r6,  mj  son,  I  set  thee  dear ; 
thj  life  and  follies  past; 
iion  amend  thee  of  thj  life, 
pe  most  be  thy  end  at  last" 

it  be,"  said  the  heir  of  lonne 
et  it  be,  bnt  if  I  amend : 
!  will  make  mine  avow, 
tde  shall  goide  me  to  the  end." 

n  went  the  heir  of  linne, 

le  went  with  merry  cheer; 

either  stint  nor  stayed, 

n  o'  the  Scales'  house  he  came  near. 

1  he  came  to  John  o'  the  Scales, 
be  spere  then  looked  he ; 
three  lords  at  the  board's  end, 
rinking  of  the  wine  so  free. 

bespoke  the  heir  of  Linne ; 

1  o'  the  Scales  then  could  he  : 
iee  now,  good  John  o'  the  Scales, 
ty  pence  for  to  lend  me." 

iway,  thou  thriftless  loon ! 
away  1  this  may  not  be : 
3e  be  on  my  head,"  ho  said, 
r  I  lend  thee  one  penny." 

>oke  the  heir  of  Linne, 

2  o'  the  Scales'  wife  then  spake  he : 
some  alms  on  me  bestow, 

for  sweet  Saint  Charity." 

iway,  thou  thriftless  loon  I 
thou  gettest  no  alms  of  me ; 
should  hang  any  loscl  here, 

;t  we  would  begin  with  thee." 

jespoke  a  good  fellow 
sat  at  John  o'  the  Scales  his  board : 
irn  again,  thou  heir  of  Linne ; 
me  thou  was  a  well  good  lord : 

me  a  good  fellow  thou  hast  been, 
aredst  not  thy  gold  and  fee; 
I  'U  lend  thee  forty  pence, 
licr  forty  if  need  he. 


^  And  ever  I  pray  thee,  John  o'  the  Scales, 

To  let  him  sit  in  thy  company ; 
For  well  I  wot  thou  hadst  his  land, 

And  a  good  bargain  it  was  to  thee." 

Then  up  bespoke  him  John  o'  the  Scales, 
AH  woode  he  answered  him  agidn : 

"  Now  a  curse  be  on  my  head,"  he  said, 
"  But  I  did  lose  by  that  bargain. 

"  And  here  I  proffer  thee,  heir  of  Linne, 
Before  these  lords  so  fair  and  free. 

Thou  shalt  have  't  back  again  better  cheap. 
By  a  hundred  mcrks,  than  I  had  it  of  thee.* 

"  I  draw  you  to  record,  lords,"  he  said ; 

With  that  he  gave  him  a  god's-penny : 
"Now,  by  my  fay,"  said  the  heir  of  Dune, 

"  And  here,  good  John,  is  thy  money." 

And  he  pulled  forth  the  bags  of  gold. 
And  laid  them  down  upon  the  board ; 

All  wo-begone  was  John  o'  the  Scales, 
So  vexed  he  could  say  never  a  word. 

He  told  him  forth  the  good  red  gold, 
He  told  it  forth  with  mickle  din ; 

"The  gold  is  thine,  the  land  is  mine. 
And  now  I  'm  again  the  lord  of  Linne  I " 

Says,  "  Have  thou  here,  thou  good  feUow ; 

Forty  pence  thou  didst  lend  me ; 
Now  I  'm  again  the  lord  of  Linne, 

And  forty  pounds  I  will  give  thee." 

"  Now  well-a-way  I "  quoth  Joan  o'  the  Scales, 
*^Now  well-a-way,  and  wo  is  my  life  I 

Yesterday  I  was  lady  of  Linne, 
Now  I  'm  but  John  o'  the  Scales  his  wife," 

"  Nowfare-lhee-well,"  said  the  heir  of  Linne, 
"  Farewell,  good  John  o'  the  Scales,"  said 
he; 

*^  When  next  I  want  to  ijell  my  land, 
Good  John  o'  the  Scales,  1 11  come  to  thee.' 

AifONTXOirfv 
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THE  DRAGON  OF  WANTLEY. 

Old  stories  tell  how  Hercales 

A  dragon  slew  at  Lema, 
With  seven  heads  and  fourteen  eyes, 

To  see  and  well  dlsoem-a ; 
But  he  had  a  club  this  dragon  to  drub, 

Or  he  ne^er  had  done  it,  I  warrant  ye ; 
But  More,  of  More-hall,  with  nothing  at  all. 

He  slew  the  dragon  of  Wantlej. 

This  dragon  had  two  forions  wings, 

Each  one  upon  each  shoulder ; 
With  a  sting  in  his  tail  as  long  as  a  flail. 

Which  made  him  bolder  and  bolder. 
He  had  long  daws,  and  in  his  jaws 

Four  and  forty  teeth  of  iron ; 
With  a  hide  as  tough  as  any  buff. 

Which  did  him  round  environ. 

Have  you  not  heard  how  the  Trojan  horse 

Held  seventy  men  in  his  heUy  ? 
This  dragon  was  not  quite  so  big, 

But  very  near,  I  '11  tell  ye ; 
Devoured  he  poor  children  three, 

Thai  could  not  with  him  grapple ; 
And  at  one  sup  he  ate  them  up, 

As  one  would  eat  an  apple. 

All  sorts  of  cattle  this  dragon  would  eat. 

Some  say  he  ate  up  trees, 
And  that  the  forests  sure  he  would 

Devour  up  by  degrees ; 
For  houses  and  churches  were  to  him  geese 
and  turkeys ; 

He  ate  all  and  left  none  behind, 
But  some  stones,  dear  Jack,  that  he  could  not 
crack. 

Which  on  the  hills  you  will  find. 

Hard  by  a  furious  knight  there  dwelt ; 

Men,  woraei    girls,  and  boys, 
Sighing  and  soboing,  came  to  his  lodging, 

And  made  a  hideous  noise. 
Oh,  save  us  all,  More  of  More-hall, 

Thou  peerless  knight  of  these  woods ; 
Do  but  slay  this  dragon,  who  won^  leave  us 
a  rag  on, 

We  T  give  thee  all  our  goods. 


This  being  done,  he  did  engage 

To  hew  the  dragon  down ; 
But  first  be  went  new  armor  to  * 

Bespeak  at  Sheffield  town ; 
With  spikes  all  about,  not  within  but  wil 

Of  steel  so  sharp  and  strong, 
Both  behind  and  before,  lega^  anna,  ai 
o'er. 

Some  five  or  six  inches  long. 


Had  you  but  seen  him  in  this  dress, 

How  fierce  be  looked,  and  how  big, 
You  would  have  thought  him  for  to  be 

Some  Egyptian  porcnpig : 
He  frighted  all,  cats,  dogs,  and  all, 

Each  cow,  each  horse,  and  each  hog; 
For  fear  they  did  flee,  for  they  took  him 

Some  strange,  outlandish  hedge-hog. 


To  see  this  fight  all  people  then 

Got  up  on  trees  and  houses, 
On  churches  some,  and  ohiameys  too; 

But  these  put  on  their  tronsers, 
Not  to  spoil  their  hose.    As  soon  as  he  i 

To  make  him  strong  and  mighty. 
He  drank,  by  the  tale,  six  pots  of  sle, 

And  a  quart  of  aqua-vitao. 


It  is  not  strength  that  always  wins, 

For  wit  doth  strength  excel ; 
Which  made  our  cunning  champion 

Creep  down  into  a  well. 
Where  he  did  think  this  dragon  would  d 

And  so  he  did  in  truth ; 
And  as  he  stooped  low,  he  rose  up  and  • 
boh! 

And  kicked  him  in  the  mouth. 


Oh  !  quoth  the  dragon,  with  a  deep  sg 

And  turned  six  times  together, 
Sobbing  and  tearing,  cursing  and  swear 

Out  of  his  throat  of  leather. 
More  of  More-hall,  oh  thou  rascal! 

Would  I  had  seen  thee  neyer! 
With  the  thing  at  thy  foot  thoa  hast  pi 
my  throat, 

And  I'm  quite  imd<me  forewl 


inrder  1  tlie  dragon  cried, 
alack,  for  grief  1 

iDt  missed  that  place,  ;oa  could 
me  me  DO  miitcbieC 
bead  he  sltaked,  trembled,   and 
ikod, 

ffn  he  lay  and  cried ; 
ne  knee,  then  on  back  tumbled  he, 
lied,  and  kicked,  aod  died. 

Old  BiLLu.    (Ed|U>)i.) 


GOOD  ALE. 

SOT  eat  bnt  little  meat— 

Btomach  ia  not  good ; 
ore,  I  thick  tbaC  I  can  drink 
th  him  that  wcaru  a  hood. 
;h  T  go  bare,  take  ye  no  care ; 
m  nothing  a-cold — 
f  ray  skin  bo  fall  within 
jollj  good  ale  aad  old. 

and  tide  go  Sure,  go  lart ; 
thfoat  ami  hand  go  cold; 

belly,   God    leiul    thet    good    i 

Sether  it  be  tm«  or  old  I 


Then  dotb  she  trowl  to  me  the  bowl. 

Even  as  a  malt-worm  Bhonld ; 
And  saith,  "  Sweetheart,  I  took  ray  pari 

Of  this  jolly  good  ale  and  old," 
Bach  and  »id«  go  bare,  go  bare  ; 

Both  foot  aad  hand  go  cold; 
But,    belly,    God    tend    Him   good    alt 
enough, 

Whetker  it  be  nea  or  old  I 


Now  let  them  drink  till  they  nod  and 
wink, 
Even  as  good  fellows  shonld  do ; 
They  shall  not  miss  to  have  the  bliss 

Good  alo  doth  bring  men  to ; 
And  all  poor  sonls  that  hare  scoured 
bowls, 
Or  have  tliom  Instily  trowlod, 
God  save  the  lives  of  tiiem  and  thcii 

Whether  they  be  yonng  or  old! 
Baeh  and  tide  go  bare,  go  bare  ; 

Both  foot  andhaiid  go  cold; 
But,    belly,    Ood   tend    thee  good   aU 
fnough, 

fVhether  it  be  tkm  or  old  I 


>  no  roost  but  a  nat-browu  toast, 

d  a  crab  laid  in  tlic  fire ; 

:le  bread  shall  do  me  stead — 

ch  liread  1  not  desire. 

ost  nor  snoBT,  nor  wind,  I  trow, 

n  hurt  me  if  1  wold— 

so  wrapt,  and  thorowly  Inpt 
Jolly  goo<l  alo  and  old. 
aiul  tide  go  bare,  go  bare  ; 
th/oot  and  hand  go  cold  ; 

belly,    God   teiid    thee   good   ale 

hether  it  be  neie  or  old! 


Tyb,  ray  wife,  that  as  her  life 
veth  well  good  ale  to  seek, 
oft  drinks  she,  till  yon  may  m0 
D  doirn  her  cbeek  f 
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THE  JOVIAL  BEGGAR. 

Theue  was  a  jovial  beggar, 

lie  bad  a  wooden  leg, 
I^me  from  bis  cradle, 
And  forccil  for  to  beg. 

And  a-begging  tee  will  gc. 

Will  go,  tcill  go. 
And  a-begging  we  will  go. 


A  baj;  for  liis  oatmeal, 
Another  for  his  salt, 
And  a  long  piur  of  crotches, 
To  show  that  he  can  halt 
And  a-begging  we  will  go. 

Will  go,  uitt  go, 
And  o-lsgging  u*  wvU  9>i. 
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A  bag  for  his  wheat, 

Another  fbr  his  rye, 
And  a  little  bottle  by  his  side, 
To  drink  when  he  'b  a-dry. 
And  a-begging  use  tcUl  go, 

Will  go,  uill  go. 
And  a-be^ging  ice  mil  go. 

Seven  years  I  begged 

For  nay  old  master  TVilde, 
He  taught  me  how  to  beg 
When  I  was  but  a  child. 

And  a-begging  we  usill  go^ 

Will  go,  will  go. 
And  a  begging  we  will  go. 

1  begged  for  my  master, 

And  got  him  store  of  pelf, 
But  goodness  now  be  praised, 
I  \n  bejrging  for  myselfl 

Ami  a-begging  we  will  go, 

Will  go,  will  go. 
And  a-begging  we  will  go. 

In  a  hollow  tree 

I  live,  and  pay  no  rent. 

Providence  provides  for  me. 

And  I  am  well  content. 

And  a-begging  tte  will  go, 

Will  go,  xcill  go^ 
And  a-begging  we  will  go. 

Ut  all  the  occupations 

A  beggar's  is  the  best, 
For  whenever  he 's  a-weary, 
He  can  lay  him  down  to  rest. 
And  a-begging  we  re  ill  go^ 

Will  go,  will  go, 
And  a-begging  we  will  go, 

I  fear  no  plots  against  me, 

I  live  in  open  cell ; 
Tlien  who  would  l>e  a  king,  lads, 
Wlen  the  beggar  lives  so  well? 
And  a-begging  we  will  go. 

Will  go,  will  go, 
Ajid  a-begging  we  will  go. 


TAKE  THY  OLD  CLOAKE  ABODl 

THEE. 

Tins  winter  weather — it  waxeth  ooid, 

And  frost  doth  freese  on  every  hill; 
And  Boreas  blows  his  blastes  so  cold 

That  all  nr  cattell  are  like  to  BinlL 
Bell,  my  wife,  who  lovee  no  strife^ 

Sheo  sayd  nnto  me  qnietlye, 
Rise  up,  and  save  cowe  Cnimbooke^s  Ii 

Man,  put  thy  old  doake  about  thee. 

UR. 

0  Bell,  why  dost  thou  flyto  and  scomef 

Thou  kenst  my  cloake  is  very  thin; 
It  is  80  bare  and  overwome 

A  cricke  he  thereon  can  not  renn. 
Then  He  no  longer  borrowe  or  lend 

For  onc«  He  new  apparelled  be ; 
To  morrow  lie  to  towne,  and  spend, 

For  He  have  a  new  cloake  about  me. 


Cow  Crmnbocke  is  a  very  good  cow- 
She  has  been  alwayes  true  to  the  payk; 
She  has  helped  ns  to  butter  and  cbeew 
trow, 
And  other  things  she  will  not  fayle; 
I  wold  be  loth  to  see  her  pine ; 

Good  husbande,  counsel  take  of  me- 
lt is  not  for  ns  to  go  so  fine ; 
Man,  take  thy  old  cloake  about  thee. 

HE. 

My  cloake,  it  was  a  very  good  cloake— 

It  hath  been  alwayes  tme  to  the  weare: 
But  now  it  is  not  worth  a  groat ; 

I  have  had  it  four  and-forty  yeare. 
Sometime  it  was  of  doth  in  grune ; 

*Tis  now  but  a  sigh  dout  as  you  mtj  K 
It  will  neither  hold  nor  winde  nor  raiM* 

And  lie  have  a  new  doake  about  ma* 


It  is  four-and-forty  yeeres  ago 

Since  the  one  of  ub  the  otber  did  kM ; 
And  we  have  had  betwixt  us  toirt 
\     01  c^iA<^x«QL  ^\]ii<^t  uUi<e  or  ten ; 


MALBROUOK. 


ir«  of  Qod  J  trowe  thej  be ; 
(rilt  thou  thjEelf  miskcn — 
te  thy  oW  cloAke  aboat*  tbec. 


-  wife,  why  dost  tfaoii  floute? 
low,  and  tben  was  then ; 
oil  the  world  throughoat, 
□st  not  clownca  from  geotlemeti ; 
Jod  in  blacke,  greene,  yellowe,  a 


J  life  He  do  as  thej, 

lave  a  new  clooke  abont  a 


len  was  a  worthy  peere — 
iches  coat  him  but  a  orowne ; 
i«in  nzpence  all  too  deere, 

'e  he  called  the  l^Ior  loon, 
wight  of  high  renowne, 
■n'ge  bat  of  a  low  degree- 
that  puts  thia  oonntrye  downe ; 
^e  thy  old  clooke  about  thee. 


."ife,  she  loves  not  atrife, 

will  lead  me  if  she  con  ; 

lice  a  qaiet  Ilfo 

red  to  yield  though  I  ho  gooil-man. 
r  a  man  with  a  woman  to  threepB, 
le  first  give  o'er  the  plea; 
;an  aae  will  wo  leave, 

tak  my  old  clooke  about  me. 


MALBROUCK. 

I7CE,  the  prince  of  commanders, 

to  the  war  in  Flanders ; 

i  is  like  Alexander's ; 

.  when  will  lie  come  hornet 

at  Trinity  feait ;  or 
he  may  come  at  Easter, 
le  bad  better  make  haste,  or 
fear  he  may  never  come. 


For  Trinity  feast  is  over, 
And  has  brought  no  news  from  Dover; 
And  Easter  is  past,  moreover, 
And  Malbroack  still  delays. 

Uilady  in  her  watch-tower 
Spends  many  a  pensive  hoar. 
Not  knowing  why  or  how  her 
Dear  lord  from  England  at^a. 

While  mtting  qnite  forlorn  in 
That  tower,  she  spies  returning 
A  page  clad  in  deep  mourning, 
With  fainting  steps  and  slow. 

"0  page,  prythee,  come  fiisterl 

What  news  do  you  bring  of  your  masterl 

I  fear  there  is  some  disaster — 

Tonr  looks  are  so  full  of  woe." 


Soa< 


1  are  not  ready 
1,  olns !  to  hear. 


"But  since  to  speak  I'm  hmried," 
Added  tliis  page  quite  flurried, 
"  Malbrouck  ia  dead  and  buried  1 " 
— And  here  he  shed  a  tear. 

"  Ho 's  dead !  he 's  dead  as  a  herring  I 
For  I  beheld  his  herring, 
And  four  olHccrs  transferring 

His  corpse  awny  from  the  field. 

'■  One  officer  carried  his  sabre ; 
And  he  carried  it  not  without  labor. 
Much  envying  liis  neit  neighbor, 
Who  only  bore  a  shield. 

"  The  third  was  helmet-bearer — 
That  helmet  which  on  its  wearer 
Filled  all  who  saw  with  terror, 
'    Anil  covered  a  hero's  brains. 

"  Now,  having  got  so  far,  I 
Find,  that — by  the  Lord  Harry  1 — 
The  fourth  is  left  nothing  to  carry ; — 
So  there  the  thing  remains," 

(PinvA 
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THE  OLD  AND  YOUNG  COURTIER. 

Ajt  old  soDg  made  by  an  aged  old  pate, 

Of  an  old  worsliipful  gentleman  who  bad  a 

great  estate, 
Tbat  kept  a  brave  old  house  at  a  bonntiftd 

rate, 
And  an  old  porter  to  relieve  the  poor  at  his 
gate; 
Like  an  old  courtier  of  the  queen\ 
And  the  queen*$  old  courtier. 

With  an  old  lady,  whose  anger  one  word  as- 
suages; 

They  every  quarter  paid  their  old  servants 
their  wages, 

And  never  knew  what  belonged  to  coachmen, 
footmen,  nor  pages, 

But  kept  twenty  old  fellows  with  blue  coats 
and  badges ; 
Like  an  old  courtier  of  the  qu€en\ 
And  the  queen's  old  courtier. 

With  an  old  study  filled  foil  of  learned  old 

books; 
With  an  old  reverend  chaplain — you  might 

know  him  by  his  looks ; 
With  an  old  buttery  hatch  worn  quite  off  the 

hooks ; 
And  an  old  kitchen  that  maintained  half  a 

dozen  old  cooks ; 
Like  an  old  courtier  of  the  queen's^ 
And  the  queen's  old  courtier. 

i^ith  an  old  ball,  hung  about  with  pikes,  guns, 
and  bows, 

With  old  swords  and  bucklers,  that  had  borne 
many  shrewd  blows ; 

A.nd  an  old  frieze  coat,  to  cover  his  worship's 
trunk  hose. 

And  a  cup  of  old  sherry,  to  comfort  his  cop- 
per nose ; 
Like  an  old  courtier  of  the  quren\ 
And  the  queen's  old  courtier. 

With  a  good  old  fashion,  when  Christmas  was 

come. 
To  call  in  all  his  old  neighbors  with  bagpipe 
and  drum ; 


With  good  oheer  enongh  to  ftirnish  eve 

room. 
And  old  liquor  able  to  make  a  oat  apeal 
man  dumb ; 
Like  an  old  courtier  ((f  ths  quee\ 
And  the  queen^s  old  eowfier. 

With  an  old  falconer,  huntsman,  and  a  ] 

of  hounds, 
That  never  hawked,  nor  hnnted,  but 

own  grounds ; 
Who,  like  a  wise  man,  kept  himself 

his  own  bounds, 
And  when  he  dyed,  gave  every  child  a 

sand  good  pounds ; 
Like  an  old  courtier  of  the  quee 
And  the  queen^s  old  courtier. 

But  to  his  eldest  son  his  honse  and  li 

assigned. 
Charging  him  in  his  will  to  keep  tl 

bountifol  mind- 
To  be  good  to  his  old  tenants,  and 

neighbors  be  kind : 
But  in  the  ensuing  ditty  yon  shall  hei 

he  was  inclined, 
Like  a  young  courtier  of  the  kii 
And  the  king's  young  courtier. 

Like  a  flourishing  young  gallant,  newli 

to  his  land. 
Who  keeps  a  brace  of  painted  madam? 

command ; 
And  takes  up  a  thousand  j>ound  upon 

ther's  land ; 
And  gets  drunk  in  a  tavern,  tiQ  he  o 

ther  go  nor  stand ; 
Like  a  young  courtier  of  the  h 
And  the  king's  young  courtier. 

With  a  new-fangled  lady,  that  is  dunt 

and  spare. 
Who  never  knew  what  belonged  i 

housekeeping  or  care ; 
Who  buys  gaudy-oolored  fans  to  pb 

wanton  air. 
And  seven  or  eight  different  dressings  < 

women's  hair ; 
Like  a  young  eourUet  ^tkeh 
\  Atid  tKe  Hng't  f mm^ 
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ith  >  new-faihloiKd  bill,  built  where  the 

old  one  stood, 
BDg  ronnd  with  new  pictnrea,  that  ilo  the 

(Mwrao  good; 
ith  a  fine,  marble  chimnej,  vherein  bnnu 

Dither  cool  nor  wood ; 
iid  a  new  Hnooth  ihovelboard,  whereon  no 

Tictnali  ne'er  stood ; 
Likt  a  ffoung  eowlitr  iff  the  hittg't, 
And  lie  hing't  young  eovrtier. 

Filfa  a  new  •tnd  j,  atiift  fell  of  pamphlets  and 

plajs; 
lid  a  new  diaplaiii,  tliat  swears  faster  than 

heprajB; 
mtba  aew  batterjr  hatoh,  that  opens  once 

in  four  or  five  days, 
ind  a  new  French  cook,  to  devise  fine  kick- 

ihaws,  and  toys ; 

Like  a  young  courtier  nf  tltt  king\ 
And  the  king'4  yovmg  eourtier. 

Tith  a  new  fashion  when  Christinas  is  draw- 
tag  on— 

On  t  new  jonmey  to  London  straight  wo  all 
most  be  gone, 

Aih]  leave  none  to  keep  house,  bnt  our  new 
porter  John, 

^0  relieves  the  poor  with  a  thomp  on  the 
bock  with  a  stone ; 
Like  a  you/ng  eourtier  of  the  king'*. 
And  the  kingU  young  courtier. 

Tub  a  new  gentleman  uslicr,  whose  carriage 
is  complete ; 

^itti  a  uew  coachmsn,  footmen,  and  pages  to 
carry  up  the  meat; 

Titli  s  waiting  gentlewoman,  whose  drcssiog 
\i  stiTj  neat— 

^o,  when  her  lady  Los  dined,  lets  the  ser- 
vants not  eat; 
Like  a  young  courtier  of  the  ling'e, 
And  the  hing't  young  eourtier. 


Vith  new  titles  of  honor  booght  with  his 

Ckther's  old  gold, 
'or  which  sundry  of  bis  ancestors' old  nionors 


And  this  is  the  conrso  most  of  oar  new  gal- 
lants hold, 
Which  makes  that  good  honeckeeping  is  now 
grown  so  cold 

Among  the  young  eourtien  af  the  king. 
Or  the  hing't  young  eourtiert. 


Good  people  oU,  of  every  sort, 

Give  ear  onto  my  song ; 
And  if  yoa  find  it  wond'roos  short 

It  cannot  hold  yon  long. 

In  Islmgton  there  was  a  man, 
Of  whom  the  world  might  st^ 

Tliat  still  a  godly  race  be  ran 
Whene'er  he  went  to  pray. 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had. 

To  comfort  friends  and  foes; 
Tlie  naked  every  day  he  clnd, 

When  he  [int  on  his  clothes. 

And  in  that  towu  a  dog  was  found, 

As  many  dogs  there  W; 
Both  mongrel,  puppy,  whelp,  and  honnd, 

And  curs  of  low  degree. 

This  dog  and  man  at  first  were  friends ; 

Bat  when  a  pique  began. 
The  dog,  to  gain  liis  private  ends, 

Went  mad,  and  bit  the  man. 

AroQnd  from  all  the  neighboring  strcetB 
The  wandering  neighbors  ran. 

And  swore  the  dog  had  lost  his  wits, 
To  bite  so  good  a  man. 

The  wound  it  Bcenicd  ijoth  soro  and  sad 

To  every  Christian  eve: 
And  while  Ihcy  swore  the  dog  was  mad. 

They  swore  the  man  wonld  die. 


But 


oudcr  came  tJi  light. 
That  showed  the  rognes  llicy  lied : 
lie  man  recovered  of  the  bite, 
The  dog  it  was  that  died. 
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THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 

AN'   EKROI -COMICAL  POEM. 

Nolueram,  B«liDdA,  tuos  violarc  caplllos; 

Sed  Juvat  hoc  precibus  me  tribuUse  tuis.— Mast. 


fiinorous    causes 


CANTO   1. 

What    dire    uti'om't^    from 

sprinjrs. 

What  mi^'lity  contests  rise  from  trivial  thiugs, 
I  sing — TJiis  verso  to  Carjl,  muse  I  is  duo ; 
Tliis,  e'eu  Ik'Iiiida  may  vouchsafe  to  view : 
Slight  is  tlie  subject,  but  m>t  so  tlie  praise. 
If  she  inspire,  and  ho  approve  mv  lays. 
Say  what  strange  motive,  gcxldessl  could 

compel 
A  well-brud  lord  t'  assault  a  gentle  belle? 
Ob,  say  what  stranger  cau^e,  yet  unexplored. 
Could  make  a  gentle  belle  reject  a  lord  ? 
In  ta>ks  so  bold  can  litlU*  men  engage, 
And  in  ^i)tt  bn>oms  dwell  surh  mighty  rage? 
»Sol  thnmgh  white  curtains  shot  a  timorous 

ray, 
And   opt'M  those   eyes  that  must  eclipse  the 

diiv. 
Now  lap-dogs  give  themselves  the  rousing 

shake. 
And  sleei>k'?:s  lovers  just  at  twelve  awake; 
Thrice  rung  the  bell,  the  slii)per  knocked  the 

ground, 
And   the  j)re>-etl   watch    returned  a  silver 

sound, 
[k'linda  still  her  di>wny  pilluw  ]>rest — 
Her  guardian  sylph  prolonged  the  balmy  rest; 
Twas  he  had  summoned  to  her  silent  bed 
The  mornincr-droam  that   hovered  oVr  her 

head : 
A  youth  more  glittering  than  a  birthuight 

beau, 
(That  e'en  in  slumber  caused  her  cheek  to 

glow,) 
Seemed  i<»  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay, 
And  thus  in  wlii-ipers  said,  or  seemed  to  say  : 
**  Fairest  otni'Ttals,  thou  distinguished  care 
Of  thousiiml  bright  inhabitants  of  air  I 
If  e'er  one  vi^on  touched  thy  infant  thought 
Of  all   the   nurse   and   all   the   priest  hare 

taught, 
Jf/iirv  i']vr<  }ty  jnofuillght-shadows  seen, 
riie  siJvvr  token,  uiid  the  circled  green; 


Or  virgins  visited  by  angel  powers 
With  golden  crowns  and  wreaths  of  heiTa 

flowers — 
Hear    and    believe!   thy    own    Lmportii 

know, 
Nor  bound  thy  narrow  views  to  things  bek 
Some  secret  truths,  from  learned  pride  o 

coaled, 

■ 

To  maids  alone  and  children  are  revo:iled: 
What  though  no  credit  doubting  wits  m 

pve? 
The  fair  and  innocent  shall  still  believe. 
Know,  then,  nnnumbercd  spirits  round  tL 

fly- 
The  light  militia  of  the  lower  sky; 
Tliese,  though  unseen,  are  ever  on  the  vii 
Hang  o'er  the  box,  and  hover  round  the  ric 
Think  what  an  equipage  thon  hast  in  air, 
And  view  with  scorn  two  pages  and  a  obii 
As  now  your  own,  our  beings  were  of  dd, 
And  once    enclosed  in  womau^s  beanten 

mould ; 
Thence,  by  a  soft  transition,  we  repair 
From  earthly  vehicles  to  these  of  air. 
Think  not,  when  woman^s  transient  breath 

fled. 
That  all  her  vanities  at  once  are  dead ; 
Succeeding  vanities  she  still  regards, 
And,  though  she  plays  no  more,  overlooks  ll 

cards. 
Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive, 
And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  survive ; 
For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire. 
To  their  first  elements  their  souls  retire; 
The  sprites  of  fiery  termagant  in  flame 
Mount  up,  and  take  a  salamander^s  name; 
Soft  yielding  minds  to  water  glide  away. 
And  sip,  with  nymphs,  their  elemental  tei 
The  graver    prude    sinks    downward  to 

gnome 
In  search  of  mischief  still  on  earth  to  roa 
The  light  coquettes  in  sylphs  aloft  repair, 
And  sport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air. 
*'Know   further  yet;    whoever  fair  i 

chaste 
Rejects  mankind,  is  by  some  sylph  embrao 
For  spirits,freed  from  mortal  laws,  with  € 
Assume  what  sexes  and   what  shapes  tl 

please. 
What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  iiiaidai, 
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» firom  the  treaoherons  friend,  the  daring 

spark, 
I  glance  by  day,  the  whisper  in  the  dark — 
en  kind  occasion  prompts  their  warm  de- 
sires, 
en  mosic  softens,  and  when  dancing  fires? 
B  bat  their  sjiph,  the  wise  celestials  know, 
>ogh  honor  is  the  word  with  men  below. 
^  Some  n jmphs  there  are,  too  conscious  of 

their  face, 
r  life  predestined  to  the  gnome's  embrace ; 
ese  swell  their  prospects  and  exalt  their 

pride, 
lien  ofifers  are  disdained,  and  love  denied; 
en  gay  ideas  crowd  the  vacant  brain, 
bile  peers,  and  dukes,  and  all  their  sweep- 
ing train, 
sd  garters,  stars,  and  coronets  appear, 
ad  in  soft  sounds,  ^Yoor    grace,*  salutes 

their  ear. 
is  these  that  early  taint  the  female  soul, 
struct  the  eyes  of  young  coquettes  to  roll ; 
nch  in&nt  cheeks  a  bidden  blush  to  know, 
3d  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  beau. 
**Oft  when    the  world    imagine  women 

stniy, 
le  8ylphs  tlirough  mystic  mazes  guide  their 

wuy ; 
ronjrii  all  the  giddy  circle  tliey  pursue, 
d  «.ld  imj)ertinence  expel  by  new. 
mt  tender  maid  but  must  a  victim  fall 
one  man^s  treat,  but  for  another^s  ball  ? 
len  Florio  speaks,  what  virgin  could  with- 
stand, 
entle  Damon  did  not  squeeze  her  hand  ? 
ii  varying  vanities  from  every  part 
ly  shift  the  moving  toy-shop  of  their  heart ; 
ere   wigs  with  wigs,  with    sword-knots 

sword-knots  strive, 
ux  banish   beaux,  and   coaches   coaches 

drive. 
»  erring  mortals  levity  may  call — 
blind  to  truth  I  the  sylphs  contrive  it  all. 
Of  these  am  I,  who  thy  protection  claim ; 
ratchful  sprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name. 
?,  as  I  ranged  tlio  crystal  wilds  of  air, 
he  clear  mirror  of  thy  ruling  star, 
w,  alarf  I  some  dread  event  impend, 
to  the  main  this  moming^s  sun  descend ; 
heaven  reveals  not  what,  or  how,  or 
where: 


Warned  by  the  sylph,  O  pious  maid,  beware 
This  to  disclose  is  all  thy  guardian  can ; 
Beware  of  all,  but  most  beware  of  man !  " 
He  said;   when  Shock,  who  thought  sh< 

slept  too  long, 
Leaped  up,  and  waked  his  mistress  n^ith  his 

tongue. 
'T  was  then,  Belinda,  if  report  say  true. 
Thy  eyes  first  opened  on  a  billet-doux ; 
Wounds,  charms,  and  ardors,  were  no  sooner 

read, 
But  all  the  vision  vanished  from  thy  head. 
And  now,  unveiled,  the  toilet  stands  dis- 
played,   ^ 
Each  silver  vase  in  mystic  order  laid. 
First,   robed  in    white,  the    nymph    intent 

adores. 
With  head  uncovered,  the  cosmetic  powers. 
A  heavenly  image  in  the  glass  appears — 
To  that  she  bends,  to  that  her  eyes  she  rears; 
Th'  inferior  priestess,  at  her  altar's  side, 
Trembling  begins  the  sacred  rites  of  i)ride. 
Unnumbered  treasures  ope  at  once,  and  here 
The  various  oflTerings  of  the  world  appear ; 
From  each  she  nicely  culls  with  curious  toil. 
And  decks  the  goddess  with  the  glitterinji 

spoil 
This  casket  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks, 
And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  vonder  box. 
The  tortoise  here,  and  elephant  unite, 
Transformed  to  combs — the  speckled,  and  the 

white. 
Here  files  of  pins  extend  their  shining  rows; 
Pufis,  powders,  patches,  bibles,  billet-doux. 
Now  awful  beauty  puts  on  all  its  arms ; 
The  fair  each  moment  rises  in  her  charms. 
Repairs  her  smiles,  awakens  every  grace. 
And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face ; 
Sees  by  degrees  a  purer  blush  arise, 
And  keener  lightnings  quicken  in  her  eyes. 
The  busy  sylphs  surround  their  darling  care, 
These  set  tlie  head,  and  these  divide  the  hair; 
Some  fold  tlio  sleeve,  whilst  others  plait  th*' 

gown ; 
And  Betty 's  praised  for  labors  not  her  own. 

CANTO   II. 

Not  with  more  glories,  in  the  ethereal  plain. 
The  sun  first  rises  o'er  the  purpled  main. 
Than,  issuing  forth,  the  rival  of  \i\%  \:^^<«xsa 
Launched  on  t\\e  \>oaom  o^  >iJ!DLft  «\n^x  Tv^kssl^^ 
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Fair  nymphs  aud  well-dressed  yoaths  around  The  powers  gave  car,  and  granted  half  li 


prayer; 
The  rest  the  winds  dispersed  in  empty  air. 
But  now  secure  the  painted  vessel  glidei 
The  sunbeams  trembling  on  the  floating  tida 
While  melting  music  steals  npon  the  sky. 
And  softened  sounds  along  the  waters  die: 
Smooth  flow  the  waves,  the  zephyrs  gvntl 

play, 
Belinda  smiled,  and  all  the  world  was  giy. 
All  but  the  sylph — with  careful  thou^rhts  n| 

prest, 


her  shone. 
But  every  eye  was  fixed  on  her  alone. 
On  her  white  breast  a  sparkling  cross  she 

wore. 
Which  Jews  might  kiss,  and  hifidels  adore ; 
Uer  lively  looks  a  sprightly  mind  disclose — 
Quick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfixed  as  those ; 
Favors  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles  extends ; 
Oft  she  rejects,  but  never  once  ufiends. 
Bright  as  the  sun,  her  eyes  the  gazers  strike ; 
And,  like  the  sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike. 
Yet  graceful  ea^e,  and  sweetness   void  of   Th*  impending  woe  sat  heavy  on  his  breasL 

pride,  lie  summons  straight  his  denizens  of  air; 

Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  faults  to  The  lucid  squadrons  round  the  sails  repair; 

hide :  .  Soft  o^er  the  shrouds  aerial  whispers  breathi 

If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall.  That  seemed  but  zephyrs  to  the  train  bi 

Look  on  her  face,  and  you  '11  forgot  them  all.  neath. 

This  iiyiiiph,  to  the  destruction  of  man-   Some  to  the  sun  their  insect-wings  unfold, 

kind,  i  Waft  on  the  breeze,  or  sink  in  clouds  of  goU 

Nourished  two  locks,  which  graceful  hung 

behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  conspired  to  deck 
With  shining  ringlets  the  smootli,  ivory  neck. 
Love  in  these  labyrinths  his  slaves  detains. 
And    mighty    hearts    are    held    in    slender 

chains. 


Transparent  forms,  too  fine  for  mortal  sight, 
Their  fluid  bodies  half  dissolved  in  light; 


With  hairy  sj>rinjies  we  the  birds  betray  ; 
Sljjrht  lines  of  hair  surprise  the  finny  prey  ; 
Fair  trosscs  man's  imperial  race  insnare. 
And  beauty  draws  us  with  a  single  hair. 

Th^  adventurous  baron  the   bright  locks 
admired; 
He  saw,  he  wished,  anc^  to  the  prize  aspired. 
Resolved  to  win,  he  meditates  the  way, 
Bv  force  to  ravi^h,  or  bv  fraud  betrav; 
For  when  success  a  lover  s  toil  attends. 
Few  ask  if  fraud  or  f(.>rce  attained  his  ends. 

For  this,  ere  Ph(x»bus  rose,    he  had  im- 
l>lored 
Propitious  heaven,  and  every  power  adored ; 
But  chiefly   love — to  love  an  altar  built>, 
Of  twelve  vast  French  romances,  neatly  gilt. 
There  lay  three  garters,  half  a  pair  of  gloves. 
And  all  the  trophies  of  his  former  loves; 


Loose  to  the  wind  their  airy  garments  flew- 
Thin,  glittering  textures  of  the  filmy  dew, 
Dipt  in  the  richest  tincture  of  the  skies, 
Where  light  disports  in  ever-mingling  dyei; 
While  every  beam   new    transient    color 

flings. 
Colors   that  change    whene'er    they  wflP 

their  wings. 
Amid  the  circle,  on  the  gilded  mast, 
Superior  by  the  head,  was  Ariel  placed; 
I II is  purple  pinions  opening  to  the  sun. 
He  raised  his  azure  wand,  and  thus  begun: 
^*ye  sylphs  and  sylphids,  to  your  duel 

give  ear  I 
Fays,  fairies,  genii,  elves,  and  demons,  heirl 
Ye  know  the  spheres  and  various  tasks  m 

signed 
By  laws  eternal  to  the  aerial  kind : 
Some  in  the  flelds  of  purest  ether  play, 
And  bask  and  whiten  in  the  blaze  of  day; 
Some  guide  the  course  of  wandering  orbs  o 

high. 
Or  roll  the  planets  through  the  boundlej 

sky; 


With  tender  billet-doux  he  lights  the  pyre. 

And  breathes  three  amorous  sighs  to  raise   Some,  less  refined,  beneath  the  mooni  pi^ 

the  fire.  I  light 

Then  prostrate  falls,  and  begs  with  ardent  Parsuc  the  stars  that  shoot  athwart  the  ni^ 
evvs  I  Or  suck  the  mists  in  grosser  air  below, 

Sewn  to  obtain,  and  Jong  possess  the  prize.     \0t  ^^  x\i«\T  v^l2^o\sa^si^3[i^  V^intAd  bow. 
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r  fieroe  tempests  on  the  wiDtr^  main, 
the  glebe  distill  the  kindly  rain ; 
on  earth,  o'er  human  race  preside, 
an  their  ways,  and  all  their  actions 
^de: 

b  the  chief  the  care  of  nations  own, 
lard  with  arms  divine  the  British 
lirone« 

'  humbler  province  is  to  tend  the  fair, 
iss  pleasing,  though  less  glorious  care ; 
the  powder  from  too  rude  a  gale, 
th'  Imprisoned  essences  exhale ; 
V  fresh  colors  from  the  vernal  fiow- 


irs; 


il  from  rainbows,  ere  they  drop  in 
howera, 

iter  wash ;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs, 
heir  blushes,  and  inspire  their  airs ; 
,  in  dreams,  invention  we  bestow, 
tge  a  flounce,  or  add  &  furbelow. 
»  day  black  omens  threat  the  bright- 
st  fair 

T  deserved  a  watchful  spirit's  care ; 
re  disaster,  or  by  force  or  slight ; 
at,  or  where,  the  fates  have  wrapped 
Q  night — 

r  the  nymph  shall  break  Diana's  law, 
)  frail  china  jar  receive  a  flaw ; 
.  her  honor,  or  her  new  brocade ; 
ler  prayers,  or  miss  a  masquerade; 
her  heart,  or  necklace,  at  a  ball ; 
:her  heaven  has  doomed  that  Shock 
lust  fall — 

hen,  ye  spirits!  to  your  charge  re- 
air: 

tering  fan  be  Zephyretta's  care ; 
p9  to  thee,  Brillante,  we  consign ; 
jmentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine ; 
,  Crispissa,  tend  her  favorite  lock ; 
mself  shall  bo  the  guard  of  Shock, 
ifty  cho?en  sylphs,  of  special  note, 
3t  the  important  charge,  the  petti- 
oat — 
3  we  known  that  seven-fold  fence  to 

ill, 

stiflf  with  hoops,  and  armed  with  ril  s 
f  whale — 

strong  line  about  the  silver  bound, 
ird  the  wide  circumference  around, 
lever  spirit,  careless  of  his  charge, 
neghcff  or  haves  the  fair  at  largCj   | 


Shall  feel  sharp  vengeance  soon  o'ertake  his 

sins, 
Be  stopped  in  vials,  or  transfixed  with  pina 
Or  plunged  in  lakes  of  bitter  washes  lie. 
Or  wedged  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin's  eye ; 
Gums  and  pomatums  shall  his  flight  restrain, 
While  clogged  he  beats  his  silken  wings  in 

vain; 
Or  alum  styptics  with  contracting  power 
Shrink  his  thin  essence  like  a  rivaled  flower; 
Or,  as  Ixion  fixed,  the  wretch  shall  feel 
The  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  mill ; 
In  fumes  of  burning  chocolate  shall  glow, 
And  tremble  at  the  sea  that  froths  below  I  ^ 
He  spoke;  the  spirits  from  the  sails  de- 
scend; 
Some,  orb  in  orb,  around  the  nymph  extend ; 
Some  thread  the  mazy  ringlets  of  her  hair ;  * 
Some  hang  upon  the  pendants  of  her  ear; 
With  beating  hearts  the  dire  event  they  wait, 
Anxious,  and  trembling  for  the  birth  of  fate. 

OANTO  III. 

Close  by  those  meads,  for  ever  crowned  with 

flowers, 
Where  Thames  with  pride  surveys  hia  rising 

towers. 
There  stands  a  structure  of  majestic  frame. 
Which  from  the  neighboring  Hampton  takes 

its  name. 
Here  Britain's  statesmen  oft  the  fall  foredoom 
Of  foreign  tyrants,  and  of  nymphs  at  home ; 
Here,  thou,  great  Anna !  whom  three  realms 

obey. 
Dost  sometimes  counsel  take— and  sometimes 

tea. 
Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  resort, 
To  taste  awhile  the  pleasures  of  a  court; 
In  various  talk  tho  instructive  hours  they  past! 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  tho  visit  last ; 
One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  queen ; 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen* 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes— 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies ; 
Snufi^,  or  the  fan,  supply  each  pause  of  chat. 
With  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that. 
Meanwhile,  declining  from  the  noon  of  day 
The  sun  obliquely  shoots  his  burning  ray ; 
The  hungry  Judges  eoou  ^^  ^xA«vi<5fe  «v^^ 
And  wretches  "hang  t\At  Jarj^^'^  ^^^^  ^\^v^ 


410 


POEMS   OF   COMEDY. 


The  mcrcliaut  from  tbc  Exchange  returns  in 

peace, 
And  tlio  li.nij^  labors  of  the  toilet  cease. 
Belinda  now,  whom  thirst  of  fomo  invites, 
Burns  to  encounter  two  adventurous  knights 
At  ombre  singly  to  decide  their  doom, 
And  swolN  her  breast  with  conquests  yet  to 

coiiie. 
Straiglit  the  three  bands  prepare  in  arms  to 

juin, 
Each  bantl  the  number  of  the  sacred  nine. 
Soon  as  >lie  spreads  her  hand, the  aiirial  guard 
Descend,  and  sit  on  each  important  card : 
First  Ariel  j)erclied  upon  a  matadore, 
Then  each  .ifcording  to  the  rank  they  bore ; 
For  sylj)]i.s,  yet  mindful  of  their  ancient  race. 
Are,  as  when  women,  wondroius  fond  of  place. 

liehoM;  four  kings  in  majesty  revered, 
AVith  hoarv  whiskers  and  a  forkv  beard; 
And  fuiir  lair  queens,  wbose  hands  sustain  a 

flower. 
The  expressive  emblem  of  tlieir  softer  power ; 
Four  knaves,  in  garbs  succinct,  a  trusty  band, 
Caps  (in  tlieir  heads,  and  halberts  in  their 

hand ; 
And  parri-coloreJ  trov>ps,  a  shining  train. 
Draw  forth  to  combat  on  the  velvet  plain. 
The  skiiliil  nymph  reviews  her  force  witb 

eare : 
**Let    i-pades  be    trumps  I '■    she   siiid,    and 

trumps  they  were. 
Now  move  to  war  her  sable  matadores, 
In  show  like  leaders  of  the  swarthy  Moors. 
Spadillio  first,  unconquerable  lord  I 
Led  otV  two  captive  trumps,  and  swept  the 

board. 
As  inaFiv  more  Manillio  for<-ed  to  vield, 
And  marched  a  victor  from  the  verdant  field. 
Ilim  Dasto  followed,  but  his  fate  more  hard 
Ciaincd  but  one  trump  and  one  plebeian  card. 
With  his  broad  sabre  next,  a  chief  in  years. 
The  hi'ary  majesiy  of  spades  aj>pears. 
Puts  I'orth  one  manly  leg,  to  sight  revealed, 
The  rost  hi>  manv-c<»lored  robe  concealed. 
The  rti-el  knave,  who  dares  his  prince  en- 

giij:e, 
Proves  the  ju-t  victim  of  his  royal  rage. 
EVn  mighty  Pam,  that  kings  and  queens  o'er- 

tlirew, 
And  mowei]  down  armies  in  the  fights  of 
7oo, 


Sad  chance  of  war  I  now  destitute  of  aid. 
Falls  undistinguished  by  the  victor  spade! 

Thus  far  both  armies  tu  Belinda  yield ; 
Now  to  the  baron  fate  inclines  the  field. 
II is  warlike  amazon  her  host  invades, 
The  imperial  consort  of  the  crown  of  spadei 
The  cluVs  black  tyrant  first  her  victim  di» 
Spite  of  his  haughty  mien  and  barbaroi 

pride : 
What  boots  the  regal  circle  on  his  head, 
His  giant  limbs,  in  state  unwieldy  spread— 
That  long  behind  he  trails  his  pompons  rob 
And,  of  all  monarchs,  only  grasps  the  glebe 
The  baron  now  his  diamonds  pours  apice 
The  embroidered  king  who  shows  but  half  hi 

face, 
And  his  refulgent  queen,  with  powers  md 

bined, 
Of  broken  troops  an  easy  conquest  find. 
Clubs,   diamonds,  hearts,   in   wild  dt<orl(i 

seen, 
With  throngs  promiscuous  strew  the  le«! 

green. 
Thus  when  dispersed  a  routed  army  rona, 
Of  Asia's  troops,  and  Afric^s  sable  sons— 
With  like  confusion  different  nations  fir. 
Of  various  habit,  and  of  various  dye ; 
The  pierced  battalions  disunited  fall 
In  heaps  on  heaps — one  fate  overwhelm* tbon 

all. 
The  knave  of  diamonds  tries  his  wilv  arta. 
And  wins  (oh,  shameful  chance  !)  the  qM« 

of  hearts. 
At  this  the  blood  the  virgin's  cheek  fonsooi^ 
A  livid  paleness  spreads  o'er  all  her  look; 
She  sees,  and  trembles  at  the  approaching  iS 
Just  in  the  jaws  of  ruin,  and  codille. 
And  now  (as  oft  in  some  distempered  stalt) 
On  one  nice  trick  depends  the  general  fate: 
An  ace  of  hearts  steps  forth ;  the  king  ni)stt 
Lurked  in  her  hand,  and  mourned  his  capti^ 

queen ; 
He  springs  to  vengeance  with  an  eager  pac 
And  falls  like  thunder  on  the  prostrate  ace. 
The  nymph,  exulting,  fills  with  shouts  lii 

sky ; 
The  walls,  the  woods,  and  long  canals  replj 
O    thoughtless  mortals !  ever  blind  to  ^ 
Too  soon  dejected,  end  too  soon  elate! 
Sudden  these  honors  shall  be  snAtchedawiji 
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or  lo !  the  boftrd  with  cnpe  and  spoons  is 

crowned ; 
'  berries  crackle,  and  the  mill  turns  round ; 
shining  altars  of  japan  they  raise 
)  silver  lamp;  the  £erj  spirits  blaze; 
m  silver  spouts  the  grateful  liquors  glide, 
lie  China's  earth  receives  the  smoking  tide. 
once  they  gratify  their  scent  and  taste, 
1  frequent  cups  prolong  the  rich  repast, 
^ght  hover  round  the  fair  her  airy  band : 
ne,  as  she  sipped,  the  fuming  liquor  fanned ; 
ne  o'er  her  lap  their  careful  plumes  dis- 
played, 
imbling,  and  conscious  of  the  rich  brocade. 
See  (which  makes  the  politician  wise, 
id  see  through  all  things  with  his  half-shut 

eyes) 
Qt  Up  in  vapors  to  the  baron's  brain 
iw  stratagems,  the  radiant  lock  to  gain. 
1  cease,  rash  youth !  desist  ere  ^t  is  too  late; 
ar  tlie  just  gods,  and  think  of  Scylla^s  fate ! 
tanged  to  a  bird,  and  sent  to  flit  in  air, 
e  dearly  pays  for  Xisus'  injured  hair  I 
But  when  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their 

will, 
w  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill  I 
It  then,  Clarissa  drew  witli  tempting  grace 
wo-edged  weapon  from  her  shining  case : 
ladies,  in  romance,  assist  their  knight — 
sent  the  spear  and  arm  him  for  the  fight, 
takes  the  gift  with  reverence,  and  extends 
little  engine  on  his  fingers^  ends ; 
3  juijt  behind  Belinda's  neck  he  spread, 
o*er  the  fragrant  steams  she  bends  her 

head. 
ft  to  the  lock  a  thousand  sprites  repair, 
bousand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the 

hair ; 
I  thrice  tliey  twitched  the  diamond  in  her 

ear; 
ico  she  looked  back,  and  thrice  the  foe 

drew  near. 
,  in  tlmt  instant,  anxious  Ariel  sought 
close  recesses  of  the  virgin's  thought : 
jxi  the  nosegay  in  her  bre/ist  reclined, 
watched  the  ideas  risiug  in  her  mind, 
den  he  viewed,  in  spite  of  all  her  art, 
earthly  lover  lurking  at  her  heart, 
azed,  confused,  he  found  his  power  ex- 
pired, 
igned  to  fate^  and  with  a  sigh  retired. 


The  peer  now  spreads  the  glittering  forfes 

wide, 
T'  enclose  the  lock ;  now  joins  it^  to  divide. 
E'en  then,  before  the  fatal  engine  closed, 
A  wretched  sylph  too  fondly  interposed ; 
Fate  urged  the  shears,  and  cut  the  sylph  in 

twain, 
(But  airy  substance  soon  unites  again ;) 
The  meeting  points  the  sacred  hair  dissever 
From  the  fair  head,  for  ever,  and  for  ever ! 
Then  flashed  the  living  lightning  from  he 

eyes. 
And  screams  of  horror  rend  the  aflrighted 

skies. 
Not  louder  shrieks  to  pitying  Heaven  are 

cast 
When  husbands,   or  when  lapdogs,  breathe 

their  last ; 
Or  when  rich  china  vessels,  fallen  from  high, 
In  glittering  dust  and  painted  fragments  he  I 
"  Let  wreaths  of  triumph  now  my  temples 

twine," 
The  victor  cried  "  the  glorious  prize  is  mine ! 
While  fish  in  streams,  or  birds  delight  in  air ; 
Or  in  a  coach  and  six  the  British  fair; 
As  long  as  Atalantis  shall  be  read, 
Or  the  small  pillow  grace  a  lady's  bed ; 
While  visits  shall  be  paid  on  solenm  days. 
When  numerous  wax-lights  in  bright  order 

blaze; 
While  nymi)hs  take  treats,  or  assignations 

^ve. 
So  long  my  honor,   name,  and   praise  shall 

live  I 
What  time  would  spare,  from  steel  receives 

its  date ; 
And  monuments,  like  men,  submit  to  fate! 
Steel  could  the  labor  of  the  gods  destroy. 
And  strike  to  dust  the  imperial  towers  of 

Troy; 
Steel  could  the  works  of  mortal  pride  con- 
found, 
And  hew  triumphal  arches  to  the  ground. 
What  wonder  then,  fair  nymph  I    thy  hairs 

should  feel 
The  conquering  force  of  unresisted  steel  ? " 

OAirro  IV. 

But  anxious  cares  t\\ft  \>w«^Nft  nynx^  q^-^t^i^o 
And  secret  paa^oiA  VbXk^t^  VxiV^v  V^^x.. 
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i^ot  youthful  kiugd  in  battle  seized  alive ; 
Jfot  scorn tul  virgins  who  tlieir  charms  survive ; 
N"ot  ardent  lovers  robbed  of  all  their  bliss; 
Not  ancient  ladies  when  refused  a  kiss ; 
Not  tyrants  fierce  that  mirepenting  die ; 
Not    Cyntiiia  when    her    mantua's  pinned 

awry, 
E'er  felt  such  rage,  resentment,  and  despair, 
As  thou,  sad  virgin !  for  thy  ravished  hair. 
Fur,  that  sad  moment,  when  the  sylphs 
withdrew. 
And  Ariel  weeping  from  Belinda  flew, 
fmbriel,  a  dusky,  melancholy  sprite, 
As  ever  sullied  the  fair  face  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  earth,  his  projjer  scene, 
Repaired  to  search  the  gloomy  cave  of  Spleen. 

Swift  on  his  sooty  pinions  flits  the  gnume. 
And  iu  a  vaf^or  reached  the  dismal  dome. 
No  cheerful  breeze  this  sullen  region  knows; 
The  dreaded  east  is  all  the  wind  that  blows. 
Here  in  a  grotto  sheltered  close  from  air, 
An<l  MTeened  in  shades  from  day's  dete^sted 

irlare, 
She  si;:hs  tor  ever  on  her  pensive  bed, 
T*ain  at  her  si<le,  and  Megrim  at  her  head. 
Two  handmaids  wait  the  throne;   alike  in 
l^lace, 
But  diii'criiig  far  in  figure  and  in  face. 
Here  stood  Ill-nature,  like  an  ancient  maid. 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black  and  white  ar- 
rayed ; 
Willi  store  of  prayers  for  mornings,  nights, 

and  noons, 
Her  hand  i^  lilled;  her  bosom  with  lampoons. 
There  Alleetation  with  a  siekly  mien. 
Shows  in  her  cheek  the  roses  of  eighteen; 
Practised  to  lisp,  and  hang  tiie  head  aside, 
Faints  into  airs,  and  languishes  with  pride; 
On  the  rieh  quilt  suiks  witli  becoming  woe, 
\N'rai>t  in  a  g» :>wn,  for  sickness,  and  for  sh(»w — 
The  iair  <.»nes  feel  such  maladies  as  these, 
Wlien  each  new  night-dress  gives  a  new  dis- 
ease. 
A  constant  vapor  o'er  the  palace  flies; 
Strange  phantoms  rising  jis  the  mists  arise — 
l^readful,    a**    hermits'   dreams    in    liaunted 

shades. 
Or  bright,  as  vi>ions  of  expiring  maids. 
Now  glaring  tiends,  and  snakes  on   rolling 

Pale  spectres,  gaping  tomba,  and  vurpVe  ftiwi'A 


Now  lakes  of  liquid  gold,  Elysian  scenes, 
And  crystal  domes,  and  angels  in  znflchiDCs 
Unnumbered  throngs  on   every  side  w 

seen, 
Of  bodies  changed  to  various  forms  by  Spleta 
Ilere  living  teapots  stand,  one  arm  held  out^ 
One  bent — the  handle  this,  and  that  thv  spent 
A  pipkin  there,  like  IIomer*s  tripod  walks; 
Here  sighs  ajar,  and  there  a  goose-pie  tdlks 
Men  prove   with  child,  as  powerful  fanc] 

works ; 
And  maids,  turned  bottles,  call  aloud  fa 

corks. 
Safe  passed  the  gnome  through  this  fantutk 

band, 
A  branch  of  healing  spleen  wort  in  his  hand 
Then  thus  addressed  the  power — **  Hail,  wif- 

ward  queen ! 
Who  rule  the  sex  to  fifty  from  fifteen ; 
Parent  of  vapors  and  of  female  wit, 
\Vlio  give  the  hysteric  or  poetic  fit. 
On  various  tempers  act  by  various  waya, 
Make  some  take  physic,  others  scribble  plays; 
Who  cause  the  proud  their  visits  to  delay, 
And  send  the  goiUy  in  a  pet  to  pray. 
A  nymph  there  is  that  all  your  jiower  Ji* 

dains. 
And  thousands  more  in  equal  mirth  maiutAiia 
But  oh!  if  o'er  thy  gnome  could  spoil  a  greet 
Or  raise  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face, 
Like  citron-waters  matrons'  cheeks  inflanMi 
Or  change  complexions  at  a  losing  game— 
If  e'er  with  airy  horns  I  planted  heads, 
Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumbled  beds, 
Or  caused  suspicion  when  no  soul  was  mJa, 
Or  discomposed  the  headdress  of  a  prude. 
Or  e'er  to  costive  lapdog  gave  disease, 
Which  not  the  teai*3  of  brightest  eyes  cool' 

ease — 
Hear  me,  and  touch  Belinda  with  chagrin: 
That   single   act  gives  half   the   world  th 

spleen." 
The  goddess,  with  a  discontented  air. 
Seems  to  reject  him,  though  she  grants  bi 

prayer. 
A  wondrous  bag  with  both  her  hands  sh 

binds, 
Like  that  when  once  Ulysses  held  the  windi 
There  she  collects  the  force  of  female  luDg% 
Slghs^  sobs,  and  passions,  and  the  war  < 
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next  she  fills  with  fainting  fears, 
rrows,  melting  griefe,  and  flowing  tears, 
lome  rejoicing  bears  her  gifts  away, 
A  his  black  wings,  and  slowly  mounts 
to  day. 

c  in  Thalestris'  arms  the  nymph  he 
fomid, 

e  dejected,  and  her  hair  unbound. 
*er  their  heads  the  swelling  bag  he 
rent, 

.1  the  furies  issued  at  the  vent, 
a  burns  with  more  than  mortal  ire, 
erce  Thalestris  fans  the  rising  fire, 
retched  maid!"  she  spread  her  hands 
And  cried, 

)  Hampton^s  echoes,  "  Wretched  maid," 
replied,) 

it  for  this  you  took  such  constant  care 
Mlkin,  comb,  and  essence  to  prepare? 
is  your  looks  in  paper  durance  bound? 
bis    with    torturing    irons   wreathed 
around? 

lis  with  fillets   strained  your  tender 
head? 

avely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead  ? 
Rball  the  ravisher  display  your  hair, 
the  fops  envy,  and  the  ladies  stare? 
forbid  1  at  whose  unrivalled  shrine 
►leasure,  virtue,  all  our  sex  resign, 
ks  already  I  your  tears  survey, 
y  hear  the  horrid  things  they  say ; 
y  see  you  a  degraded  toast, 
1  your  honor  in  a  whisper  lost  I 
jail  I,  then,  your  hapless  fame  defend? 
then  be  infamy  to  seem  your  friend ! 
all  this  prize,  the  inestimnble  prize, 
d  through  crystal  to  the  gazing  eyes, 
eightened  by  the  diamond's  circling 
rays, 

t  rapacious  hand  for  ever  blaze  ? 
shjill  grass  in  Hyde  park  circus  grow, 
its  take  lodgings  in  the  sound  of  Bow ; 
let  earth,  air,  sea,  to  chaos  fall, 
lonkeys,  lapdogs,  parrots,  perish  all  I" 
said ;  then,  raging,  to  Sir  Plume  re- 
pairs, 

ds  her  beau  demand  the  precious  hairs, 
me,  of  amber  snuff-box  justly  vain, 
le  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane, 
imest  eyes,  and  round,  unthinking  face, 
t  the  sDoff-box  openet^,  thea  the  case,  I 


And  thus  broke  out — "  My  lord,  why,  what 

the  devil  I 
Z — ds  I  damn  the  lock !  *iore  Gad,  you  must. 

be  civil  I 
Plague  on'tl  His  pasta  jest — nay,  prithee. 

pox  I 
Give  her  the  hair," — ^He  spoke,  and  rapped 

his  box. 
"It  grieves  me  much  (replied  the  peer 

again) 
Who  speaks  so  well  should  ever  speak  in 

vain; 
But  by  this  lock,  this  sacred  lock,  I  swear, 
(Which  never  more  shall  join  its  parted  hair ; 
Which  never  more  its  honors  shall  renew, 
Clipped  from  the  lovely  head  where  late  it 

grew,) 
That,  while  my  nostrils  draw  the  vital  air. 
This  hand,  which  won  it,  shall  for  ever  wear." 
He  spoke,  and  speaking,  in  proud  triumph 

spread 
The  long-contended  honors  of  her  head. 
But  Umbriel,  hateful  gnome,  forbears  not 


so; 


He  breaks  the  vial  whence  the  sorrows  flow 
Then  see !  the  nymph  in  beauteous  grief  ap- 
pears, 
Her  eyes  half-languishing,  half  drowned  in 

tears; 
On  her  heaved  bosom  hung  her  drooping 

head, 
Which  with  a  sigh  she  raised,  and  thus  she 

said : 
"  For  ever  cursed  be  this  detested  day. 
Which  snatched  my  best,  my  favorite  curi 

away; 
Happy  I  ah  ten  times  happy  had  I  been. 
If  Hampton  Court  these  eyes  had  never  seec 
Tet  am  not  I  the  first  mistaken  maid. 
By  love  of  courts  to  numerous  ills  betrayed. 
Oh  had  I  rather  unadmu*ed  remained 
In  some  lone  isle,  or  distant  northern  land ; 
Where  the  gilt  chariot  never  marks  the  way, 
Where  none  learn  ombre,  none  e'er  taste 

bohea ! 
There  kept  my  charms  concealed  from  mortal 

eye. 
Like  roses,  that  in  deserts  bloom  and  die. 
What  moved  my  mind  with  youthful  lords  ta 

roam) 
Oh  had  1  stayed^  andaeX^^m^  '^Tft.i^t^^X^Vwwi'. 
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T  was  this  the  momiog  omens  seemed  to  tell, 

Thrit;e  from  my  trembling  hand  the  patchboz 
fell ; 

The  tottering  china  shook  without  a  wind, 

Kay,  Poll  sat  mute,  and  Shock  was  most  un- 
kind! 

A  sylpli,  too,  warned  me  of  the  threats  of 
fate, 

In  mystic  visions,  now  believed  too  late  I 

See  the  poor  remnant  of  tliese  slighted  hairs  I 

My  hands  shall  rend  what  e'en  thy  rapine 
spares : 

These  in  two  sable  ringlets  taught  to  break. 

Once  gave  new  beauties  to  the  snowy  neck ; 

Tlie  sister-lock  now  sits  uncouth,  alone. 

And  in  its  fellow's  fate  foresees  its  own ; 

Uncurled  \X.  hangs,  the  fatal  shears  demands. 

And  tempts  once  more  thy  sacrilegious  hands. 

Oh  hadst  thou,  cruel!  been  content  to  seize 

Hairs  less  in  sight,  or  any  hairs  but  these ! " 

CANTO   V. 

She  said:  the  pitying  audience  melt  in  tears; 
But  Fate  and  Jove  had  stopped  the  baron's 

ears. 
Jii  vain  Thalestris  with  reproach  assails, 
For  who  can  move  when  fair  Belinda  fails? 
Xot  half  so  tixed  the  Trojan  could  remain, 
While  Anna  begged  and  Dido  raged  in  vain. 
Then  grave  Clarissa  graceful  waved  her  fan ; 
Silence  ensued,  and  thus  the  nymph  began : 
*'Say,  why  are  beauties  praised  and  hon- 
ored most, 
The  wi>e  man's  passion,  and  the  vain  man's 

toast  ? 
Why  decked  with  all  that  land  and  sea  afford.' 
Why  angels  called,  and  angel-like  adored? 
Whv  round  our  coaches  crowd  the  white- 

gloved  beaux? 
Whv  bows  the  side-box  from  its  inmost  rows? 
How  vain  are  all  these  glories,  all  our  pains, 
Unless  good  sense  preserve  what  beauty  gains; 
That  men  mav  sav,  when  we  the  front-box 

grace, 
Behold  the  first  in  virtue  as  in  face ! 
Oh!  if  to  dance  all  'i^ht,  and  dress  all  day 
Charmed   the  small-pox,  or  chased  old  age 

away. 
Who  would  not  scorn  what  housewife's  cares 

prodnco, 
'>r  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  of  iiae^  \  lavii«ic»XX£c%  ^«»LVk«»ncDL\\sw&\iciQDL^R«f« 


To  patch,  nay  ogle,  might  become  a  Bsinl; 
Nor  could  it,  sure,  be  such  a  sin  to  paint. 
But  since,  alas  I  frail  beauty  most  decay; 
Curled  or  uncurled,  since  locks  will  toni  U 

gray; 
Smce  painted,  or  not  painted,  all  shall  fiuk, 
And  she  who  scorns  a  man  must  die  a  maid, 
What  then  remains,  but  well  our  power  U 

use, 
And  keep  good  humor  still,  whatever  we  lose! 
And  trust  me,  dear,  good  humor  can  previil, 
When  airs,  and  flights^  and    screams,  ud 

scolding  fail. 
Beauties  in  Tain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll- 
Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the 

soul." 
So  spoke  the  dame,  but  no  applause  ensued; 
Belinda  frowned,  Thalestris  called  her  pnidt 
*^ To  arms,  to  arms! "  the  fierce  virago  criei» 
And  swift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies. 
All  side  in  parties,  and  begin  the  attack; 
Fans  clap,  silks  rustle,  and  tough  whalebcnw 

crack ; 
Heroes^  and  heroines'  shouts  confosedlr  rian 
And  bass  and  treble  voices  strike  the  Am. 
Xo  common  weapons   in  their  bands  M 

found — 
Like  gods  they  fight,  nor  dread  a  moitil 

wound. 
So  when  bold  llomer  makes  the  gods  en- 
gage, 
And  heavenly  breasts  with  human  paaoooi 

rage; 
^Gainst  Pallas  Mars;  Latona  Hermes  amu; 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms; 
Jove*s  thunder  roars,  heaven  trembles  ill 

around. 
Blue  Neptune  storms,  the  bellowing  deeps  re- 
sound ; 
Earth  shakes  her  nodding  towers,  the  grooa^ 

gives  way. 
And  the  pale  ghosts  start  at  the  flash  of  diy 
Triumphant  Umbriel,  on  a  soonce^s  heig^ 
Clapped  his  glad  wings,  and  sat  to  Tiew  tb 

fight; 
Propped  on  their  bodkin-spears,  the  sprite 

survey 
The  growing  combat,  or  assist  the  fray. 
While  through  the  press  enraged  Tbakitri 

fiies^ 
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jid  witling  perished  in  the  throng — 
in  meti^hor,  and  one  in  song : 

I  nymph  1  a  living  death  I  beor,^' 

ipperwit)  and  snnk  beside  his  chair. 

iful  glance  Sir  Fopling  upward  cast, 

eyes  are  made  so  kiUing  ** — was  his 

st, 

Mfloander's  flowery  margin  lies 

ring  swan,  and  as  he  sings  he  dies. 

bold  Sir  Plume  had  drawn  Clarissa 

3wn, 

,'pped  in,  and  killed  him  with  a  frown ; 

ed  to  see  the  doughty  hero  slain, 

er  smile  the  beau  revived  again. 

fove  suspends  his  golden  scales  in  air, 

he  men^swits  against  the  lady^s  hair; 

ibtful  beam  long  nods  from  side  to 

de; 

h  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  sub- 

de. 

erce  Belinda  on  the  baron  flies, 

»re  than  usual  lightning  in  her  eyes; 

ed  the  chief  th'  unequal  fight  to  try, 

gilt  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 

bold  lord,  with  manly  strength  en- 

jed, 

1  one  finger  and  a  thumb  subdued : 

re  tlie  breath  of  life  his  nostrils  drew, 

3  of  snufF  the  wily  virgin  threw ; 

DCS  direct,  to  every  atom  just, 

!i:ent  grains  of  titillating  dust. 

with  starting  tears  each  eye  overflows, 

high  dome  reechoes  to  his  nose, 
meet  thy  fate  I  "  incensed  Belinda 

ied, 

w  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  side. 

18,  his  ancient  personage  to  deck, 

t-great-grandsire  wore  about  his  neck, 

e    seal-rings ;    which    after,   melted 

3wn, 

a  vast  buckle  for  his  widow's  gown; 

nt  grandaiiie's  whistle  next  it  grew — 

3  she  jingled,  and  the  whistle  blew ; 

a  bodkin  graced  her  mother's  hairs, 

long    she  wore,   and    now  Belinda 

ears.) 

it  not  my  fall  (lie  cried),  insulting 

«I 

8f)me  other  shalt  be  laid  as  low ; 

k  to  die  dejects  my  lofty  mind ; 

T  dread  18  leaving  yon  behind! 


Rather  than  so,  ah  let  me  still  survive, 
And  bum  in  Cupid's  flames — but  burn  alive." 
*^ Restore  the  lock!''   she  cries;   and  all 

around 
"Restore  the  lock  I"   the  vaulted  roofii  re- 
bound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  so  loud  a  strain 
Roared  for  the  handkerchief  that  caused  his 

pain. 
But  see  how  oft  ambitious  aims  arc  crossed, 
And  chiefs  contend  tiU  all  the  prize  is  lost ! 
The  lock,  obtained  with  guilt,  and  kept  with 

pain. 
In  every  place  is  sought,  but  sought  in  vain; 
With  such  a  prize  no  mortal  must  be  blest, 
So  heaven  decrees  1   with  heaven  w^ho  can 

contest? 
Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  lonar 

sphere, 
Since  all  things  lost  on  earth  are  treasured 

there ; 
There  heroes'  wits  are  kept  in  ponderous 

vases, 
And  beaux' in  snuff-boxes  and  tweezer-cases; 
There  broken  vows,  and  deathbe<l  alms  are 

found, 
And  lovers'  hearts  with  ends  of  ribbon  bound. 
The    courtier's    promises,    and    sick    men's 

prayers, 
The  smiles  of  harlots,  and  the  tears  of  heirs, 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  flea, 
Dried  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  casuistry. 
•    But  trust  the  Muse — she  saw  it  upward  rise, 
Though  marked  by  none  but  quick  poetic 

eyes: 
(So  Rome's   great  founder  to  the  heavens 

withdrew. 
To  Proculus  alone  confessed  in  view ;) 
A  sudden  star,  it  shot  through  liquid  air. 
And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  hair. 
Not  Berenice's  locks  first  rose  so  bright, 
The  heavens  bespangling  with  dislievolled 

light. 
The  sylphs  behold  it  kindling  as  it  flies. 
And,  pleased,  pursue  its  progress  through  the 

skies. 
This  the  beau  monde  shall  from  the  Mall 

survey, 
And  hail  with  music  its  propitious  ray ; 
This  the  bleat  lover  ^YneW  iot  N  ^wxi'^  \a^L^ 
And  send  Tip  ^vo^j^b  trom'^Lo«!v\tvoTv^^\sj5iA\ 
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This  Partridge  soon  shall  view  in  olondless 
skies 

When  next  he  looks  through  Galileo^s  eyes; 

And  hence  the  egregious  wizard  shall  fore- 
doom 

The  fate  of  Louis,  and  the  fall  of  Borne. 
Then  cease,  bright  nymph  I  to  monrh  thy 
ravished  hair, 

Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  shining  sphere! 

Not  all  the  tresses  that  fair  head  can  boast, 

Shall  draw  such  envy  as  the  lock  you  lost. 

For  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye, 

When,  after  millions  slain,  yourself  shall  die ; 

Wlien  those  fair  suns  shall  set,  as  set  they 
must. 

And  all  those  tresses  shall  be  laid  in  dust — 

This  lock  the  Muse  shall  consecrate  to  fame, 

And  'midst  the  stars  inscribe  Belinda's  name. 

Alxxahdu  Pops. 


THE  DIVERTING  HISTORY  OF  JOHN 

GILPIN, 

8H0WINO  now  UE  WENT  FABTHEB  THAN  HE 
INTENDED,  AND  CAME  SAFE  HOME  AOADT. 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown  ; 
A  trainband  captain  eke  was  he. 

Of  famous  London  town. 

John  Gilpin's  spouse  said  to  her  dear —     * 
"  Though  wedded  wo  have  been 

These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  holiday  have  seen. 

"  To-morrow  is  our  wedding  day, 

iVnd  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton 

All  in  a  chaise  and  pair. 

**  My  sister,  and  my  sister's  child, 

Myself,  and  children  three. 
Will  fill  the  chaise ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  after  we." 

He  soon  replied,  "  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one. 
And  jrou  are  she,  my  dearest  dear ; 
Therefore  it  shall  be  done. 


\ 


**  I  am  a  linendraper  bold, 
As  all  the  world  doth  know ; 

And  my  good  friend,  the  calendar, 
Will  lend  his  horse  to  go.'* 

Qnoth  Mrs.  Gilpin,  ''  That's  well  said 
And,  for  that  wine  is  dear, 

We  will  be  furnished  with  cor  own, 
Which  is  both  bright  and  clear." 

John  Gilpin  kissed  his  loving  ¥rife ; 

O'erjoyed  was  he  to  find 
That,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  ben 

She  had  a  fmgal  mind. 

The  morning  came,  the  chaise  was  bro 

But  yet  was  not  allowed 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chfuse  was  8t&j< 
Where  they  did  all  get  in — 

Six  precions  souls,  and  aU  agog 
To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went 
wheels — 

Were  never  folks  so  glad ; 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath, 

As  if  Oheapside  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horse's  side 
Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane. 

And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride- 
But  soon  came  down  again : 

For  saddletree  scarce  reached  had  ht, 

His  journey  to  begin, 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  sai 

Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came :  for  loss  of  time, 
Although  it  grieved  him  sore, 

Tet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 
Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

'T  was  long  before  the  cnstomers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind ; 
When  Betty,  screaming,  came  down  Bti 
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lack  I "  qootb  ho—"  yet  bring  it  me, 

aathem  belt  likewise, 

•h  I  bear  my  trnaty  Bword 

lido 


tetrew  Gilpin  (careful  boqI  I) 
two  Stone  bottles  foond, 
the  li<|iior  that  she  loved, 
keep  it  safe  and  sonnd. 

>ttle  had  ■  corling  ear, 
ugh  which  the  belt  he  drew, 
Dg  a  bottle  on  each  side, 
ate  his  balance  true. 

■-er  all,  that  he  might  be 

iped  from  top  to  toe, 

T  red  cloak,  well  brosbed  and  neat, 

anfully  did  throw. 

e  him  moanted  once  agcun 

his  nimble  steed, 
wly  pacing  o'er  the  stones, 

caation  and  good  heed. 

ling  Mon  a  smoother  ruad 
ith  his  well  shod  feet, 
rting  beast  began  to  trot, 
h  galled  him  in  hia  aeat. 

ir  and  softly,"  John  he  cried, 
ohn  he  cried  in  Tain  ; 
it  became  a  gallop  soon, 
te  of  curb  and  rein, 

ling  down,  as  needs  he  must 
cannot  sit  upright, 
ped  the  mnne  with  both  his  hands, 
'ko  with  all  liis  might. 

«,  who  never  in  that  sort 

landled  been  licfore, 

ing  npon  his  back  hnd  got 


cut  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought ; 

went  hat  and  wig; 

dreamt,  when  he  set  out, 
ming  such  a  rig. 

d  did  blow — the  cloak  did  fiy 
.trcaroor  long  and  gay; 
p  and  bntton  failing  both, 
<t  it  Hev  awaj. 


Then  might  all  people  well  discern 

The  botOea  he  had  along — 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side, 

As  hath  been  said  or  song. 

The  dogs  did  bu-k,  the  children  soreamej^ 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  every  sool  cried  oot,  "  Well  done  I  " 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 

Away  went  Gilpin — who  but  he( 
Bia  fame  soon  spread  aronnd — 

"  He  carries  weight  1  he  ridei  ft  rac«  I 
'  Tts  for  a  thonaand  pound ! " 

And  still  as  fast  aa  he  drew  near, 

'  Twas  vondertiil  to  view 
How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike  men 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reeking  head  fUl  low, 
The  bottles  twain  behind  his  back 

Were  shattered  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  rood, 

Most  piteous  to  bo  seen. 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  smoke 

As  tboy  had  basted  been. 

But  still  he  seemed  to  carry  weight 

With  leaihem  girdle  braced ; 
For  all  might  see  tbe  bottle  necks 

Still  dangling  at  hia  waist. 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 

These  gambols  did  he  ploy. 
Until  he  camo  nnto  the  Wash 

Of  Edmonton  su  gay ; 

And  tiicre  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way, 
Jast  like  nnto  a  tmndling  mop, 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wifu 

From  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  bnaband,  wondering  mncb 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

"Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin  I  here's  the  hon«e 

They  all  at  once  did  cry ; 
"  The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tiNd.-." 

Said  Gilpin—"  Bo  waW" 
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But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclined  to  tarry  there ; 
For  why  ? — his  owner  had  a  honse 

Fall  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 

So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew, 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong; 
So  did  he  fly — ^which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilpin  out  of  breath, 

And  sore  against  his  will,' 
Till  at  his  fri^d  the  calender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  stilL 

The  calender,  amazed  to  see 

His  neighbor  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate. 

And  thus  accosted  him : 

"  What  news  ?  what  news?  your  tidings  tell ; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall — 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  why  you  come  at  all?" 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleasant  wit, 

And  loved  a  timely  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  the  calender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke : 

"  I  came  because  your  horse  would  come ; 

And,  if  I  well  forebode, 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here, 

They  are  upon  the  road." 

Tlie  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin. 
Returned  him  not  a  single  word, 

But  to  the  house  went  in ; 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig : 

A  wig  that  flowed  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear — 

Each  comely  in  its  kind. 

He  held  them  up,  and  in  his  turn 

Thus  showed  his  ready  wit — 
"  My  head  is  twice  as  big  as  yours, 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 

"  But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away 

That  hangs  upon  your  face ; 
And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 

BeinM  hungry  case.^* 


Said  John,  **  It  is  my  wedding  ditj, 
And  all  the  world  would  stare 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware.** 

So  tumiug  to  his  horse,  he  siud . 

*^  I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
*  Twas  for  your  pleasure  you  came  be 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine.** 

Ah,  luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boit 
For  which  he  paid  full  dear  1 

For,  while  he  spake,  a  braying  aas 
Did  sing  most  loud  and  clear; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar, 
And  galloped  off  with  all  his  might 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 
Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig : 

He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first, 
For  why  ? — ^they  were  too  big. 

Now  Mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 
Her  husband  posting  down 

Into  the  country  far  away. 
She  pulled  out  half  a  crown ; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said. 
That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 

*^  This  shall  be  yours  when  you  bring 
My  husband  safe  and  well.*' 

The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  m66( 
John  coming  back  amain — 

Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  fttop, 
By  catching  at  his  rein ; 

But  not  performing  what  he  meant, 
And  gladly  would  have  done, 

The  frighted  steed  he  frighted  morci 
And  made  him  faster  run. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 
Went  post-boy  at  his  heels, 

The  post-boy's  horse  right  glad  to  xm 
The  lumbering  of  the  wheels. 

Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road, 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly, 
With  post-boy  scampering  in  the  ran 

TV^l  T«ks^tSiA  hnA  and  07: 
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lief  I  fitop  thief  1 — &  higliwaTiDon  1 ' 
ne  of  tliem  wsa  mate; 
and  each  that  passed  that  wa7 
]in  in  tlie  pnrraiL 

n-  the  turnpike  gatce  again 
open  in  ehort  rpace ; 
-men  thinking  as  before, 
Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

he  did,  and  non  it  too, 

le  got  first  to  town; 

pped  till  where  he  liad  got  np 

d  ngoln  get  down. 

:  U9  dng.  long  live  the  king! 
Gilpin,  long  live  lie ; 
len  be  ncit  dotli  ride  abroad, 
[  be  there  to  eee  I 


■.GT  OS  THE  GLORY  OF  HER 
X,  MES.  MAHY  BLAIZE. 

euple  all,  irith  one  accord 
nt  for  Madame  Itloiz" 
'vcr  wanted  n  pood  wora— 
those  who  spoke  ht-r  praise, 

.fly  seldom  passed  her  door, 
[ilwajs  found  tier  kind; 
ely  lent  to  all  the  poor — 
left  tt  pledge  behind. 

ovc  the  neighborhood  to  pleaw 
manners  wondrona  winning : 
Tcr  followed  wiekcd  wajs — 
vi  when  she  was  sinning. 

■ch,  In  silks  and  satin  new, 
hoop  of  monstrons  eiiQ, 
■er  slumbered  in  ber  pew — 
vhon  she  sbut  her  eves. 

c  was  sought,  I  do  nver, 
veiity  liennn  and  more ; 
ig  himself  has  followed  her — 
1  she  has  walkc<l  before. 

r,  her  wealth  and  finery  fled, 
innger»-on  cnt  short  all  ; 


The  doctors  found,  when  she  was  dead — 
Her  last  disorder  mortal. 

Let  ns  lament  in  sorrow  sore. 
For  Kent  street  well  may  say, 

Tbnt  bed  she  lived  a  twclveinonlb  more. 
She  bad  not  died  to^ay. 


SIR  SIDNEY  SMITH. 
GsKTLBFOLKS,  in  my  time,  I  've  made  many  ■ 

Bnt  the  song  I  now  trouble  yon  with, 

Lays  some  eloim  to  applause,  and   youll 

grant  it,  because 
Tlie  subject's  Sir  Sidney  Smith,  it  is; 

The  snlyect's  Sir  Sidney  Smith, 

TCe  all  know  Sir  Sidney,  a  man  of  snch  kid< 

ney, 
lie  'd  fight  every  foe  ho  could  meet ; 
(live  him  one  siiip  for  two,  and  without  more 

He'd  engage  if  he  met  a  whole  fleet,  he 

He  'd  engage  if  he  met  a  whole  fleet. 


Tims  bo  took  e 


y  day,  all  that  a 


nhis 


Tdl  fortane,  that  cliangeablo  elf. 

Ordered  acoidents  no,  that  while  biking  the 

foe, 
Sir  Sidney  got  tiken  himself,  he  did, 
Sir  Sidney  got  taken  himself. 

His  captors  right  gind  of  tlie  prize  tbey  now 

hod, 
Rejected  each  offer  we  bid. 
And  swore  he  should  stay  looked  np  till 

doomsday ; 
Itnt  he  swore  he  'd  be  d d  if  be  di<l,  he 

did; 
But  he  swore  be  M  bo  hanged  if  lio  did. 

So  Sir  Sid  got  away,  and  his  jailer  next  day 
Cried  "  sacre,  diablc,  morbleo, 
Mon  prison nier 'scape ;  I  'ave  got  in  von  scraps 
And  I  fear  I  must  run  away  ton,  \  vmA^ 
I  fear  I  moA  ran  nr&y  UmV^ 
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[f  Sir  Sidney  was  wrong,  why  then  blackball 

my  song, 
E^en  his  foes  he  wonld  scorn  to  deceive ; 
ffis  escape  was  bat  jost,  and  confess  it  yon 

mnst, 
For  it  only  was  taking  French  leave,  yon 

know, 
It  only  was  taking  French  leave. 

TnoxAS  DzBDix. 


MASSACRE  OF  THE  MACPHERSOK 

I. 

Fhaibshon  swore  a  feud 

Against  the  clan  M'Tavish — 
Marched  into  their  land 

To  mnrder  and  to  rafish ; 
For  he  did  resolve 

To  extirpate  the  vipers, 
With  four-and-twenty  men. 

And  five-and-thirty  pipers. 

n. 

Bnt  when  he  had  gone 

Half-way  down  Strath-Oanaan, 
Of  his  fighting  toil 

Just  three  were  remainin'. 
They  were  all  he  had 

To  back  him  in  la  battle  ; 
All  the  rest  had  gone 

Off  to  drive  ta  cattle. 

III. 

"Fery  coot ! "  cried  Fhairshon — 

"  So  my  clan  disgraced  is ; 
Lads,  we  Ul  need  to  fight 

Pefore  we  tonch  ta  peasties. 
Here 's  Mhic-Mac-Methnsaleh 

Coming  wi'  his  fassals — 
Gillies  seventy-three, 

And  sixty  Dhnin6wa3sels !  " 

rv. 

"  Coot  tay  to  you,  sir  I 
Are  yon  not  ta  Fhairshon? 

Was  you  coming  here 
To  visit  any  person) 


Yon  are  a  plaokguitfd,  art 
It  is  now  six  hundred 

Coot  long  years,  and  more, 
Since  my  glen  was  plondenxL 

"  Fat  is  tat  you  say  ? 

Dar  you  cock  your  peaver? 
I  will  teach  yon,  sir. 

Fat  is  coot  pehavionrl 
You  shall  not  exist 

For  another  day  more ; 
I  will  shot  yon,  sir, 

Or  stap  you  with  my  claymoK 

VI. 

**  I  am  fery  glad 

To  learn  what  you  mention, 
Since  I  can  prevent 

Any  such  intention." 
So  Mhio-Mao-Methi.Baleh 

Gave  some  warlike  howla^ 
Trew  his  skhian-dhu, 

An'  stuck  it  in  his  powels 

vn. 

In  this  fery  way 

Tied  ta  faliant  Fhairshon, 
Who  was  always  thought 

A  superior  person. 
Fhairshon  had  a  son, 

Who  married  Noah's  daughta. 
And  nearly  spoiled  ta  flood 

By  trinking  up  ta  water  - 

vm. 

Which  he  would  have  dona 

I  at  least  believe  it, 
Had  ta  mixture  peen 

Only  half  Glenlivet 
This  is  all  my  tale : 

Sirs,  I  hope  'tis  new  t'yel 
Here 's  your  fery  good  healths, 

And  tamn  ta  whnsky  tntyl 

WnixAM  EDMovDiMna  kn 
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▲  TALE. 


ownyii  and  of  Bogills  ftill  it  this  Bake. 

Gawin  DougloM, 

apman  billies  leave  the  sti'eet, 
thj  neebors  neebors  meet, 
t-dajs  are  wearing  late, 
^egiQ  to'tak  the  gate; 
sit  boiuing  at  the  nappy, 
ig  foa  and  unco  happy, 
na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles, 
es,  waters,  slaps,  and  styles, 
between  \is  and  oar  hame, 
;s  our  sulky,  sollen  dame, 
I  her  brows  like  gathering  storm, 
ler  wrath  to  keep  it  warm, 
ath  fand  honest  Tarn  o*  Shanter, 
le  Ayr,  ae  night  did  canter, 
r,  wham  ne^er  a  town  surpasses, 
st  men  and  bonnie  lasses). 
I  hadst  thoa  been  bat  sao  wise 
hy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice ! 
thee  wecl  tliou  was  a  skellnm, 
ing,  blast Ving,  drunken  blellum ; 
November  till  October, 
3t-day  thoa  was  na  sober ; 
melder,  wi'  the  miller^ 
as  lang  as  thou  had  siller ; 
7  naig  was  caM  a  shoe  on, 
1  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on  ; 
he  L— d's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
nk  wi'  Kirten  Jean  till  Monday, 
hesied  that,  late  or  soon, 
lid  be  found  deep  drowned  in  Doon ; 
jd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk, 
•ay's  auld  haunted  kirk. 
Dtle  daincs  I  it  gars  mo  greet 
how  monic  counsels  sweet, 
lie  lengthened  sage  advices, 
and  frae  the  wife  despises  I 
our  tale :  Ae  market  night 
got  planted  unco  right, 
m  ingle,  bleezing  finely, 
ling  swats,  tliat  drank  divinely ; 
lis  elbow  souter  Johnny, 
;nt,  trusty,  droutliy  crony — 
d  hiiu  like  a  vera  brither — 
1  been  fou  for  weeks  thither. 


The  night  drave  on  wi'  sangs  and  clatter, 
And  ay  the  ale  was  growing  better ; 
The  landlady  and  Tam  grew  gracious, 
Wi'  favors  secret,  sweet,  and  precious ; 
The  souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories; 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus ; 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tam  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy. 
E'en  drowned  himself  amang  the  nappy ; 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure, 
The  minutes  winged  their  way  wi'  pleasure; 
^ngs  may  be  blest,  bnt  Tam  was  glorious, 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious. 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seize  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 
Or  like  the  snow-fall  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white — ^then  melts  for  ever; 
Or  like  the  boreolis  race. 
That  flit  ere  yon  can  point  their  place ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm. 
Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide ; 
The  hour  approaches  Tam  maun  ride — 
That  hour  o'  night's  black  arch  tlie  keystane, 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in; 
And  sic  a  night  he  takes  the  road  in 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last ; 
The  rattling  showers  rose  on  the  blast ; 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallowed ; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thunder  bellowed ; 
That  night  a  child  might  understand 
The  Deil  had  business  on  his  hand. 

Weel  raoimted  on  his  gray  mare,  Meg, 
(A  better  never  lifted  leg), 
Tam  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire. 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire — 
Whyles  holding  fast  his  guid  blue  bonnet, 
Whyles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonnet| 
Whyles  glow'ring  round  wi'  prudent  cares, 
Lest  bogles  catch  hira  unawares ; 
Kirk-AUoway  was  drawing  nigh, 
Where  ghaists  and  honlets  nightly  cry. 

By  this  time  he  was  cross  Uie  ford, 
Whare  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoored; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  staue, 
Whare  drunken  Charlie  brak  's  neck  bane ; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairo^ 
I  Whare  hxmtcrs  land  ^^  m)XE^<»^\Mca:tL\ 
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And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  tho  well, 
Where  Mungo's  mither  hanged  hcrsel. 
Before  him  Doon  pours  all  his  floods: 
The  doubling  storm  roars  through  the  woods ; 
The  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thnnders  roll ; 
Wlien  glimineriog  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk  AUoway  seemed  in  a  bleeze ; 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing, 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. 

Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn  1 
What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn ! 
Wi'  tippenny  we  fear  nae  evil ; 
Wi'  nsquabae  we  '11  face  tho  Devil ! — 
The    swats    sae  ream'd  in  Tammie's  nod- 
dle, 
Fair  play,  he  ciired  na  Deils  a  bodle. 
But  Maggie  stooil  right  sair  astonished, 
Till,  by  tho  heel  and  hand  admonished. 
She  ventured  forward  on  tho  light ; 
And,  wow !  Tam  saw  an  unco  sight ; , 
Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance : 
Xae  cotillion  brent  new  frae  Franco, 
But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspreys,  and  reels 
I*ut  life  and  mettle  in  tlieir  heels. 
A  wiunock-bimker  in  tlie  east, 
There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shai>c  o'  beast — 
A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  largi. — 
To  gie  them  music  was  his  charge ; 
He  screwed  tlie  pipes  an<l  gart  them  skirl, 
Till  roof  an'  rafter  a'  did  dirl. 
Oofiins  stood  round  like  open  pri^s.<os, 
That  shawed  the  dead  in  their  last  drosses; 
And  by  some  devilish  cantrips  ^^lciglit, 
Each  in  its  cauld  band  held  a  light — 
Bv  which  heroic  Tam  was  able 
To  note  uj)on  the  haly  table, 
A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet  aims; 
Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristenod  bairns; 
A  thief,  new  cutted  fra  a  rape, 
Wi'  his  last  gasj)  his  gab  did  gape ; 
Five  tomahawks,  wi'  bluid  red  rusted ; 
Five  scymitars,  wi'  murder  crusted  ; 
A  jrarter  which  a  babe  had  strangled  ; 
zV  knife  a  father's  throat  had  mangled. 
Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft — 
The  gray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft ; 
Three  lawyers'  tongues  turned  inside  out, 
Wi'  lies  seamed  like  a  beggar's  clout ; 
And  priests*  hearts,  rotten,  black  as  muck, 
Lajr  stinking,  rile,  in  every  neak : 


WI'  moir  o'  horrible  and  awfii' 
Which  cy'n  to  name  would  be  nnlawfti*. 

As  Tammie  glowred,  amazed,  and  cnriuu 
The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  forioos; 
The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew ; 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew ; 
They  reeled,  they  set,  they  crossed,  tbi 

clecldt, 
Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit. 
And  coost  her  daddies  to  tho  work, 
And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark. 

Now  Tam,  O  Tam !  had  they  been  qaeu 
A'  plump  and  strapping  in  their  teens : 
Their  sarks,  instead  of  oreeshie  flannen, 
Been  snaw- white  sevcntccn-humlcr  linen; 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair, 
That  ance  were  plush,  o'  guid  blue  hiur, 
I  wad  hae  g^'on  them  alf  my  hurdles, 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnio  burdies! 

But  withered  beldams,  auld  and  droO, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Lowping  an'  flinging  on  a  cmmmock — 
I  wonder  did  na  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tam  kenn'd  what  was  what  fu'  bnwlk 
There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  walie, 
That  night  inlisted  in  the  core, 
(Lang  after  kenn'd  on  Carrick  shore ! 
For  monio  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot, 
And  perished  monie  a  bonnie  boat, 
And  shook  baith  mcikle  com  and  bear, 
And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear), 
Her  cutty-sark  o'  Paisley  ham, 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn — 
In  longitude  tho'  sorely  scarty. 
It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  vaunty. 
Ah !  little  kenn'd  thy  reverend  grannie 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
W^i'  twa  pund  Scots  (twas  a'  her  riches)— 
Wad  ever  graced  a  dance  o'  witches  1 

But  hero  my  Muse  her  wing  maun  cower 
Sic  flights  are  far  beyond  her  power; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jad  she  was  and  strong) ; 
And  how  Tam  stood,  like  ane  bewitched, 
And  thought  his  very  cen  enriched. 
Ev'n  Satan  glowred,  and  fldgcd  fu'  fma. 
And  botched  and  blew  wi'  might  and  mflin 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither — 
Tam  tint  his  reason  a'  thegithcr, 
And  roars  out,  **  Weel  done,  Cutty-sark! " 


THE    DBTIL'a    THOUOHTS. 


ircel;  hod  he  Jtagpa  rallied, 

mt  the  hellifh  legion  BtiUied, 

ees  Ihxi  out  wi'  tngrf  fyke, 

itnndering  herda  aaetil  th^  bjke ; 

1  paaaa'i  mortal  foes, 

rap  I  she  starts  before  their  nose ; 

ir  runs  the  market-crowd, 

thtA  th«  thi^J  resomida  alond; 

^e  nms — the  witobes  foUow, 

nie  Mt  eldritoh  skreeob  and  boUoir. 

Tarn !  ah,  Tam !   thou  11  get  th;  fiiir- 

in' I 

they  11  roast  thee  like  a  herrin  I 

tbj  Eate  awaits  tbj  oomin' — 
on  will  be  a  woefa'  woman  I 
o  thy  speedy  ntmost,  Meg, 
n  the  key-stane  of  the  brig ; 
t  them  thoQ  thy  tiul  may  toas — 
ing  stream  they  dare  na  cross. 

the  key-stane  aha  oonld  make, 
It  a  tail  she  had  to  ahakc ; 
inie,  far  before  the  rest, 
poa  noble  Uag^e  preat, 
w  at  Tam  wi'  furiooa  ettle: 
le  wist  she  Mflggie'H  mottle — 
Qg  brought  aff  her  [uoster  hole, 
.  behind  her  aio  grey  tail : 
lin  claught  her  by  the  rump, 
t  poor  Uaggie  scarce  a  stump. 

wha  thia  tale  o'  truth  shall  read, 

and  mother'a  son  take  heed ; 
er  to  drink  you  are  indiued, 
r-Mrka  nm  in  you'  mind, 
f  6  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear, 
ber  Tam  o'  Shanter's  mare. 


COLOGXE. 

I,  a  town  of  monka  and  bones, 
;ements  (ongcd  with  marderouB  stonca, 
ITS,  and  bags,  and  hideous  wenches — 
>A  two  and  aerenty  stenchea, 
I  deSned  and  several  stinks ! 
ipbs  that  reign  o'er  scwere  and  sinks, 
:;r  Bhine,  it  is  well  known, 
ash  your  city  of  Cologne  ; 
me,  nymphs  I  what  power  divine 
mceforth  wash  the  riTor  Rhine  ? 


THE  DEVIL'S  THOUGHTS. 


Fbov  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  d^ 

A  watking  the  devil  is  gone, 
To  visit  his  snug  little  &rm,  the  earth, 

And  see  how  his  stock  goes  on. 


Over  the  hill  and  over  the  dale, 

And  be  went  over  the  pluo ; 
And  backward  and  forwai^  be  switohed  fall 
long  itul, 

As  a  gentleman  switches  his  oane. 


And  bow  then  was  tike  devil  drestt 

Oh  1  he  was  in  bis  Sunday's  best : 

His  jacket  was  red  and  his  breechea  ware 

bine, 
And  there  was  a  hole  where  the  tall  f*™* 

throogL 

He  saw  a  lawyer  killing  a  viper 

On  a  dnngbil]  bard  by  h\a  own  stable ; 

And  the  devil  sinilcil,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 
Of  Coin  and  his  brother  Abel. 


He  saw  an  apothecary  on  a  white  hone 

Bide  by  on  his  vocationa ; 
And  the  devil  tfaongbt  of  his  old  friend 

Death,  in  the  RevelaUons. 


He  saw  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach-hoaac^ 

A  cottage  of  gentility; 
And  the  devil  did  grin,  for  his  darling  ain 

Is  pride  that  apes  humility. 


IIo  peeped  ioto  a  rich  bookseller's  sbop^ 
Quoth  he,  "  We  are  both  of  one  college  1 

For  I  sate,  myself  like  a  cormorant,  once. 
Hard  by  the  tree  of  knowledge," 


Down  the  river  did  glide,  with  wind  'and  wtth 
tide, 
A  pig  with  v&st  ceVetMj  \ 


in 


POEMB     OF    COMEDT. 


And  the  devil  looked  wise  us  he  sow  how, 

the  while, 
It  cut  its  ovni  throat.     ''  There  I  "  qaotli  he 
with  a  smile, 
"  Qoes  England's  commerdal  iirosperitf.*' 

n. 
Aj  he  went  throngb  Cold-Bath  Fidds  he  eaw 

Asolita(7cell; 
And  the  devil  was  pleased,  for  it  gave  him  a 
hint 
For  improving  hia  pri 


He  aaw  a  turnkey  in  a  t 
Fetter  a  troublesome  L 

"  Nimbly,"  qooth  he,  "  i 
If  n  man  be  but  used 


Ee  fair  tlie  same  tnrnk 

With  but  little  ezpedi 
Which  pot  him  in  inin^  oi  lu 

On  the  slaTO-trode  abolilioa. 


He  took  from  the  poor. 

And  ho  gave  to  the  rich, 
And  he  shook  hands  with  a  Soolelund 

For  ho  was  cot  afraid  of  the 


General l)nrning  faat 

He  saw  with  coosC^rnatloD, 

Ajid  >3ck  to  hell  his  way  did  he  I 

or  the  devil  thought  hj  a  alight 

It  was  n  general  oonQagmtioi). 

Sufnra.  TATUn  CM 


I 


THE  HA6. 


Tub  hflg  is  astride. 

This  night  for  to  ride — 
The  devil  and  ^be  together ; 

Throu^li  thick  and  through  thkt) 

Now  (Hit  and  Ihon  in, 
Though  ne'er  so  foal  be  the  weatlM. 


Ha  saw  an  old  acquaintance 

Aa  he  passed  by  a  Uethodist  meeting ; 
She  holda  a  consecrated  key, 

And  the  devil  nods  her  a  greeting. 


A  thorn  or  a  bnrr 

Slie  takes  for  a  spur ; 
With  a  lash  of  the  bromblo  she  lidei 

Tbrongh  brakes  and  through  l)rier 

O'er  ditchea  and  mires, 
She  follows  the  spirit  that  gmdes  noi 


dhe  tnmed  np  her  nose,  and  sud, 
"  Avannt! — my  name 's  Beligionl  " 

&nd  ahe  looked  to  Mr, , 

And  leered  like  a  love-aok  pigeon. 


He  saw  a  oertwn  minister, 
A  nunister  to  hia  mind, 

Go  np  into  a  certain  bonse. 
With  a  nii(}ority  behind; 


The  devil  quoted  Genesis. 

like  a  very  learned  clerk. 
How  "  Noah  and  his  creeping  Qiingf 

Went  np  into  the  ark." 


No  beast,  for  his  food, 

Dares  now  range  the  wood, 
Bnt  hnsht  in  lus  lair  he  lies  Inrkiaj; 

While  mischiefs,  by  theae, 

On  land  and  on  seaa, 
At  noon  of  night  are  a-workiiiA- 

The  storm  will  arise^ 

And  trouble  the  skies, 
This  night;  and,  more  the  wondsr. 

The  ghost  from  the  tomb 

Affrighted  shall  come. 
Coiled  out  by  the  clap  of  the  thondf 


END  OP  HnHAHTTY  ANP  THE 
KNIFE-GRISDEB. 

raXSS  OF   HUIUNITT. 

knife-grinder  I    wbither    are   70a 
nngi 

the  road;  your  wheel  iaont  of  order, 
ows  the  blast;— yoor  hat  boa  got  a 

•lein't; 

So  have  your  breecheal 

knife-grinder  I  little  think  the  prood 

lea, 

ii^  coaches  roll  along  the  tnmpike- 

lat  hard  work  'tis  crying  all  day 

Solves  ftnd 

idaaors  to  grind  0 1  * 

e,  koifd-grinder,  how  come  yoa  to 
-ind  knivea! 

:  rich  man  tyrannically  nse  yon  t 
le  sqniret  or  panoD  of  the  pariaht 

r  the  attorney  I 


the aqnireforfciUingufhU garnet  or 
I  parson  for  his  tithes  distruningt 
9h  lawyer  mode  yon  lose  your  little 
llinalawsnit? 

yoQ  not  read  the  Rights  of  Man,  by 
ora  Paine?) 

'  compasson  tremble  on  my  eyelids, 
)  fall  as  soon  as  yon  have  told  your 
itifiil  story," 


God  bless  yon !  I  have  none  lo  toll, 

]t  night,  a-drinking  at  the  Chequers, 
>r  old  bat  and  breeches,  as  yon  see, 

Tom  in  a  scaffle. 

blea  came  np  for  to  take  me  into 
;  tbey  took  roe  before  the  jnatice; 
Mdmixon  pnt  me  in  the  parish- 


"I  ehonld  be  glad  to  drink  yonr  honrn's 
bealtbin 

A  pot  of  beer,  if  yon  will  give  me  nxpenoe ; 
Bat  for  my  part,  I  never  love  to  meddle 
With  politica,  dr." 


"Igive  theeaiipencel  I  will  see  thee  damned 

Wretch!  whom  no  sense  of  wrongs  oanronae 

to  vengeance — 
Sordid,  unfeeling,  reprobate,  degraded, 

Spiritless  oatcastl " 
ISUlu  1*4  tmVf^rtndtr,  oc«ri«nu  Ut  ti4*l,  and  Ml 
to  a  Immiporl  i^  riptMteait  «ittttHlo«a  amd  ntU- 
vmaijMianlhrinifi.'i 


SONG 
OF  ONS   BLETE^I   TEASB   IK   PBItOK. 

Wubne'eb  with  haggard  eyes  I  view 
This  daogeon  that  I  'm  rotting  in, 
I  think  of  those  companions  trae 
Wlio  etndied  with  me  at  tlie  TJ- 

nivcrsity  of  Gottingen, 
niversity  of  Gottingen. 

[Witpi  and  pullt  out  a  Mm  kireHitf,  <tUK  uAlM  U 
toipei hit tiftt ;  boHhii Uiii*rl)/ atil, At procetiti .■] 

Sweei  kerchief  checked  with  heavenly  bine, 

Which  once  my  love  sat  knotting  in — 
Alas,  Uotilda  then  was  trae  I 
At  least  I  thought  so  at  the  C- 

nivorsity  of  Gottingen, 
niveruty  of  Gottingen. 


Barbs!  borbsl  oloal  how  swift  yon  flew, 

Her  neat  post-wagon  trotting  in  I 
Yo  bore  Uatilda  from  my  view ; 
Forlorn  I  languished  at  the  U- 

niversity  of  Gottingen, 
niversity  of  Gottingen. 

Tbia  faded  form  t  this  pallid  hue ! 

This  blood  my  veins  is  clotting  in  1 
My  years  are  many — they  were  few 

When  first  I  entered  at  the  D- 


^^^^H^HHH 

ISS                                             FOBUS    OF 

OOMBDT. 

There  first  for  tbee  m;  pastdon  grew, 

Sweet,  svreot  Matilda  PotUpgenl 

THE  ESSENCE  OF  OPERA) 

Thou  wnat  the  dauglilcr  of  my  tu- 

OR, iLStASZuB   iKD   IKMWX. 

tor,  Iftw-proftsaor  at  the  U- 

niverritrof  Ucttingen, 

An  Opera,  in  thrit  AeU. 

nivoraitiofGottingen. 

BTTBJEOT   or   TIFE    OFDA. 

Sac,  moon,  and  tLoti,  vain  world,  adien, 

A.  coobut  klUl  blm.  bm  ■  ggd  tvOar^ 

That  kiogs  and  priests  are  plotting  in ; 

Here  doomed  to  starve  on  water  gru- 

el, never  sLoll  1  see  the  D- 

A  Mtrsious.    People,  appear,  appnM 

, 

n  Shvor*. 

Yon  that  can  ring,  the  cliorns  beirl< 

To  DaMen. 

Mara  a$  to  pradua  a  ri 

YoQ  that  can  tum  jimr  too  oat,  da 

Mrwfti  Mmiri/  on  Otjlea 

Let  *9  oelebroto  this  faithful  pur. 

UHnda>ptlUmaiie,Ha 

fc«*rf/K/«U«.] 

AOTL 

htoaxx.    My  level 

AuuBzOB.               Hj  sonl  I 

Bora.         At  kngth  then  we  unilal. 

•eople,  sin-  .Umo.  !ii,d  .liowusTowai 

FOR  SALAD. 

To  make  this  oondimeot  y oar  poet  begs 
The  pounded  yellow  of  two  hard-boiled  eggs ; 
Two  boiled  potatoes,  passed  throngh  kitchen 

Smoothness  and  softness  to  the  salad  give; 
Let  onion  atoms  lark  within  the  bowl. 
And,  half  aiupeated,  animate  the  whole ; 
Of  mordent  mustard  add  a  single  spoon, 
Distnut  the  condiment  that  bites  so  soon ; 
But  deem  it  not,  tboa  man  of  herbs,  a  fanlt 
To  add  a  doable  qnantity  of  salt ; 
Four  times  the  apooa  with  oil  from  Laoca 

And  twice  with  vinegar,  procured  from  town ; 
And  lastly,  o'er  the  flaTored  compoond  toss 
A  magio  sonpfon  of  anchovy  saaee. 
Oh,   green   and   gloriona  I      Oh,   herbaceons 

"Twoald  tempt  the  dying  anchonte  to  eat; 
Back  to  the  world  he  'd  turn  bis  fleeting  soal. 
And  plunge  hia  fingera  in  the  salad  bowl ; 
Serenely  ftiD,  the  ^dcore  wonJd  say, 
'*  Fate  oannot  harm  me, — I  have  dined  to- 

a«r." 


Obohttb.    Let's  nng,  and  dance,  and 
'em  onr  delight 

AOT  n. 
Ihooeh.    0  love  1 

[AiutiKifvar.  T\4  prtaet  appttm.fmnu' 
mtmitt.  Oaaibat.  ThtpHnamfiiMt.  IK 
UmortaUfwoitiidtd.^ 

Aluakzob.    Alasl 
Ihooeh,  Ab,  wbatl 

Almaszob.  I  dial 

luooEH.  Ah  mel 

People,  ^ng,  danoe,  and  show  yonr  mi 
Ohobdb.    Let's  nng,  and  dance,  aac 
our  misery. 

AOT  nL 
IPaiOat  (f«iwJi M a  Ami  (a  Atmanttr  and i 
Paixas.    Almantor,  live  I 
Imooen.    Oh,  bliss! 
Alsiabzos,     What  do  I  see  t 
Tbio.    People,  dng,  dances  wid  lu 

prodigy! 
GnoBire.    Let 's  ring,  ami  dance,  ii 
this  prodigy. 
,  Awnq^iiinA  Tmulillaa. 


A    FAREWBLL    TO    TOBACCO. 


HTPOOHONDBUCnS. 

Bt  tnjMlf  walkiag, 

TomyMirtaUduK 

When  u  I  raminate 

On  mj  notoward  Me, 

Soaroelf  seem  I 

Alone  anflldeutlj, 

Black  tfaonghU  oontiQaallf 

Crowding  atj  privacj. 

Th^  come  nn  bidden, 

Uke  foes  at »  wedding, 

Thnutlitg  their  faces 

In  better  gneeta'  places, 

Peeriih  and  maloontent, 

Clownish,  impertinent, 

Dashing  the  merriiaent : 

So^  in  like  fiuhions, 

Dim  oogitatioiu 

Follow  and  bannt  mo, 

Striving  to  danat  me, 

In  m  J  heart  fegtering, 

In  mj  ears  whispering — 

'  Thy  fKends  are  treochorons, 

Thj  foes  are  dangcrone^ 

Tbj  dreams  ominouB." 


Fierce  anthropophagi, 
fipectree,  diaboli — 
That  scared  fit.  Anthony — 
Hobgoblins,  lemnres, 
Dreams  of  antipodes  I 
Mght-riding  monbi 
lyonbling  the  fantasy, 
AS  dire  iltoriona 
Caooing  oonfosions : 
FlgmeDta  heredoa], 
Bcmplea  fantastical, 
Doubts  diabolical ! 
Abaddon  vexeth  me, 
Mahn  perpleieth  jnt ; 
Lncifer  teareth  mo — 

•^l  Uarla!  libtraU  no*  ab  ftit  dirit 
bslatimibu  Inimiei. 


A  FABEWELL  TO  TOBACCO. 

Uat  the  Babylonish  corse 

Strait  confound  my  stammering  verse. 

If  I  can  a  passage  see 

In  this  word-perplezity, 

Or  a  fit  cxpreenon  And, 

Or  a  language  to  my  mind 

(Still  the  phrase  is  wide  or  scant). 

To  take  leave  of  thee,  great  plant  I 

Or  in  any  terms  relate 

Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate ; 

For  I  hate,  yet  love,  thee  so. 

That,  whichever  thing  I  shew. 

The  plwn  truth  will  seem  to  be 

A  constrained  hyperbole, 

And  the  passion  to  proceed 

More  for  a  mbtress  than  a  weed. 


Sooty  retainer  to  the  vine ! 
Bacchns'e  black  servant,  negro  Sne  I 
Sorcerer  I  that  mak'st  ns  dote  aptm 
Thy  begrimed  complexion, 
And,  for  thy  perniciona  sate, 
More  and  greater  oatbs  to  break 
Than  reclaimed  lovers  take 
'Goinst  women  1     Thou  thy  siege  dost  lay 
Unch,  too,  in  the  female  way. 
While  thon  auck'st  the  lab'ring  breath 
Faster  than  kisses,  or  than  death. 

ThoQ  in  Bucb  a  dead  do»t  bind  us 
That  onr  worst  foes  cannot  find  as. 
And  ill  fortune,  that  would  thwart  na, 

Shoots  ot  rovers,  shooting  at  us; 
While  each  man,  through  tliy  heigbt'ning 

Does  like  a  suioking  Etna  seem ; 
And  all  alioat  ns  docs  express 
(Fonc.v  and  wit  in  richest  dress) 
A  Sicilian  fruitfuloess. 


Thon  through  such  a  mist  dost  show  m 
That  our  best  friends  do  not  know  ns. 
And,  for  those  allowed  features 
Due  to  reasonable  creatures, 
Ukcn'st  ns  to  fell  G\i\m«a&, 
Monatcra — tliat  wto  »«  ti»,  ^*m  ^>»\ 


FOBUS    01^    UOHEDT. 


Worse  than  Oerbenui  or  0«i7on, 
I  It,  who  tint  loved  a  olond,  Uon. 

Bacdins  wo  know,  and  we  allow 
His  tjpsy  ritos.    But  what  art  thou, 
That  bat  hj  kBox  cna'st  Bhew 
What  his  deity  can  do — 
As  the  false  Egyptian  spell 
Aped  the  tma  llolirew  nuraola! 
Some  few  vapors  thou  may'st  raise, 
The  weak  hroin  mi 
Bat  to  the  rdas  an 
Oon'st  HOT  life  nor 

Brother  of  Bacol 
■   lyie  old  world  waa 
WoDting  thee,  that 
The  god's  victories 
All  his  poutbcrs,  at 
Of  his  pipiog  BoDcl 
These,  as  stole,  we 
Or  juilgi)  of  thee  mi 
His  true  Indian  cnnquus^  mi,; 
And,  for  ivy  round  his  dart, 
The  reformed  god  now  weaves 
A  finer  thyrans  of  thy  leaves. 

Boent  to  match  tby  rich  perfume 
Ohendo  art  did  ne'er  presome — 
Throngh  her  qoaint  alembic  strain, 
Kone  BO  sovereign  to  the  brain. 
Sotnre,  that  did  in  tbee  excel, 
IVamed  again  no  second  smell, 
Roses,  violets,  bnt  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys. 
Or  for  greens  damsels  meant ; 
Tbon  art  the  only  manly  soent. 

Stinkingest  of  the  stinking  kind  1 
nith  of  the  moaUi  and  fog  of  the  mind  I 
AiHca,  that  brags  her  foyson, 
Breeds  no  such  prodigious  poison! 
Henbane,  nightshade,  both  together. 
Hemlock,  aconite 

Nay,  rather, 
Plant  divine,  of  rarest  virtne  I 
BBatara  on  the  toogne  would  hurt  ^onl 


1 

r«4thJ 
idetaJ 


T  Tos  but  in  a  son  1  blamed  tl 
None  e'er  prospered  who  drf 
Irony  nil,  and  feigned  abuse, 
Such  as  porplext  loven  use 
At  a  Deed,  when,  in  deepnir 
To  paint  fortii  tboir  Purest  fiuft 
Or  in  part  but  to  ezpreM  . 

That  exceeding  comeliness 
Which  their  fsodes  doth  so  ttiil^ 
They  borrow  language  of  dislikt;i 
And,  instead  of  dcsresl  Jlias       1 
Jewel,  honey,  sweetheart,  Misi^   i 
And  those  forma  of  old  odmirli^i 
Ooll  ber  cockatrice  and  siren. 
Basilisk,  and  all  that 's  evil, 
Witch,  byena,  mermaid,  devil, 
Elhiop,  wench,  and  blackaiitoot, 
Uonkey,  ape,  and  twenty  mor*— 
Friendly  tralt'reas,  loving  foc^ 
Not  that  she  is  tmly  co. 
But  no  other  way  they  kaov, 
A  oootentment  to  espreM  I 

Borders  so  upon  exoeas 
That  they  do  not  rightly  wot 
Whether  it  be  from  poio  or  not. 


Or,  OS  men,  constrained  to  port 
With  what's  nearest  to  their  heir 

Wliile  their  sorrow  'a  at  the  hd^ 
Lose  discrimination  quite. 
And  their  hasty  wrath  let  fisll, 
To  appease  their  frantic  gall. 
On  the  darling  (liing,  whatever, 
Whence  they  feel  it  death  to  seve 
Though  it  be,  as  they,  perforce, 
Goiltless  of  the  sad  divorce. 


For  I  moat  (nor  let  it  grieve  tbi 
Friendliest  of  plants,  that  I  miut] 

thee. 
For  thy  sake,  tobacco,  I 
Would  do  anything  bnt  die, 
And  bnt  seek  to  extend  my  da;* 
Long  enongh  to  sing  thy  prtiss> 
But,  as  she,  who  once  hath  bsto 
A  king's  consort,  is  s  qieen 
Ever  after,  nor  will  hate 
Any  tittle  of  her  state 


FAIIHLBSS    HELLIB    OBAT. 


.  widow,  or  divorced — 
a  tb7  converse  forced, 
lame  and  stylo  rebtin, 
'atheriiie  of  Spun ; 
it,  too,  'inongst  the  jofB 
eat  tobacco  boys ; 
ongh  I,  by  bout  phjiiakn, 
rred  tie  full  fruition 
rora,  I  may  catch 
atenl  Eweets,  and  snatch 
odora,  that  give  life 
cee  from  a  neighbor's  wife  i 
Lve  in  the  by-places 
mborbs  of  thy  graces; 
ly  borders  take  delight, 
.qncred  Canaonite. 


USS  NELLY  GKAY. 


rLE  was  a  soldier  bold, 
cd  to  war's  alarm;; 
□on-ball  took  off  his  legs, 
lid  doint  bid  arms. 


ley  bore  him  off  tlio  field, 
,  "  Let  others  shoot  f 
I  leave  my  second  leg, 
e  Fortj-sccond  foot," 

-mrgeons  made  him  limbs: 
,  "Tliey  Ve  only  pegs ; 
's  as  iToodcu  members  quite, 
■esent  my  legs." 

he  loved  a  pretty  maid — 
me  was  Nelly  Gray; 
ot  to  pay  hor  his  devonrs, 
le  devoured  his  pay. 

he  called  on  Nelly  Gray, 
de  him  qute  a  scoff; 
1  she  saw  his  wooden  legi^ 
M>  take  them  off. 


"0,  Nelly  Grayl  0,  NeHy  Grajl 

Ts  this  yonr  love  so  warm  I 
The  love  that  lovea  a  scarlet  coat 

Shonldben 


Said  she,  "  I  loved  a  soldier  onoe, 
For  he  was  blithe  and  brave ; 

But  I  will  never  have  a  man 
With  both  1<^  in  the  grave. 

"  Before  yoa  had  those  timber  toes 

Yonr  love  I  did  allow ; 
Bnttben,  yon  know,  yon  stand  npon 

Another  footing  now." 

"  0,  Nelly  Gray !  0,  NeUy  Gray  I 
For  all  yonr  Jeering  speeches. 

At  duty's  call  I  left  my  legs 
In  Badqjos's  breaches." 

"  Why  then," said  she,  "you'velotrt  trie 
feet 

Of  legs  in  war's  alarms, 
And  now  yon  cannot  wear  yonr  shoid 

Upon  your  feats  of  arms." 

"  0,  false  and  fickle  Nelly  Gray  I 

I  know  why  you  refuse : 
Thongh  I've  no  feet,  some  other  man 

Is  standing  in  my  shoes. 


"I  wbh  I  ne'er  had  seen  your  face; 

But,  now,  a  long  farewell ! 
For  you  will  be  my  death ; — alae  I 

Yon  will  not  be  my  Nell  I " 


Now  ivhcD  be  went  from  NeUy  Orsy 

His  heart  so  hiiavy  got, 
And  life  was  snch  a  burden  grown. 

It  made  him  take  a  knoL 


So  round  his  melancholy  neok 
A  rope  he  did  entwine, 

And,  for  his  second  time  b  life, 
Enlisted  in  the  line. 


One  end  he  tied  aroand  a  beaia. 

And  tben  removed  his  pegs ; 
And.  as  his  logs  were  off, — of  coarse 
He  soon  yrns  off  his  lega 

And  there  ho  hang,  till  he  was  dead 

Aa  any  atai  io  town ; 
For,  though  distress  had  cat  him  np, 

It  could  not  cut  him  down. 

A  dozen  men  snt  on  his  corpse, 

To  find  out  why  he  died — 
And  they  hnried  BeQ  la  (bur  oroas-roada 

With  a  stake  in  his  ioBide. 

Tdoiiu  Hmp. 


?AITHLE88  SAIiY  BEOWN. 


Torsa  Bes  he  was  n  nice  young  man, 

A  carpent«r  hy  trade ; 
And  be  fell  in  lore  with  Sally  Brown, 

That  was  a  lady's  miud. 

But  as  they  fetched  a  wait  one  day, 

They  met  a  press-gang  crew ; 
And  Sally  elie  did  Mut  away, 

Whilst  Ben  he  was  bronght  to. 

The  boatJwain  swore  with  wicked  words. 

Enough  to  shock  n  saint, 
That  though  she  did  seem  in  a  tit. 

T  was  notliiiig  bnt  a  feint 

"  Come,  girl,"  said  be,"holdT;p  your  head- 
Hell  be  as  good  as  me ; 

For  when  yonr  swain  is  in  oor  boat 
A  boatswain  he  will  be." 

So  when  they  'd  made  their  game  of  her, 

And  taken  off  her  elf. 
She  ronsed,  and  foond  she  only  was 

A-«oming  to  herself. 

"  And  is  he  gone,  and  is  he  gone  t " 
She  cried,  and  wept  ontright ; 

"Then  I  wiD  to  the  water-ride. 
And  see  him  ont  of  right." 

A  waterman  came  np  to  her; 

"How,  yonng  woman,"  aeSd  he, 
"  If  yon  weqi  on  M,  yon  will  make 

£70  water  in  the  sea." 


"Alasl  they  Ve  taken  my  be«n,  fli 
To  sail  with  old  Benbow; " 

And  lier  woe  began  to  ran  ■fresh, 
As  if  she  'd  s^d,  Gee  woe  I 


Says  he,  "  They  Ve  only  taken  Idn 
To  the  tender  ship,  yon  see." 

■'  The  tender  ship,"  cried  SaUy  Bffll 
"  What  a  liard  diip  that  most  btt 

"  Ob  1  wonld  1  were  a  mermsid  M 
For  tben  I  'd  follow  him ; 

But  obi— I'm  not  a  fish  womm. 
And  so  I  cannot  swim. 

"  Alna!  I  was  not  bom  beneath 
The  virgin  and  the  scales. 

So  I  must  cnt-se  my  cmel  stsr^ 
And  walk  abont  !n  WoJo*." 

Now  Iten  bod  sai]>-<1  tn  nionj  a  |ilM 

Tbat'ii  underneath  tbe  world; 
Bnt  in  two  years  the  ship  came  boB 

And  all  her  stub  were  furled. 

But  wlien  he  called  on  Sally  Brewo 

To  see  how  she  got  on. 
He  found  she  'd  got  another  Ben, 

Whose  Christian -name  was  Jolui 

-O.  Sally  Brown,  0,  Sally  Brown, 

flow  could  yuu  serve  mo  soF 
I've  met  with  many  a  breece  befor 
Bat  never  ench  a  blow  I  " 


Then  reading  on  his  'baoco  txa, 
He  heaved  a  heavy  mgh. 

And  then  began  to  eye  his  pipe, 
And  then  to  pipe  his  eye. 

And  thea  he  tried  to  ring  "  All  *t  ^ 
Bnt  coold  not,  thongb  he  tried; 

Hie  head  was  turned — and  so  he  ct 
His  pigtail  dll  he  died. 

His  death,  which  happened  in  hi*' 

At  forty-odd  befell; 
They  went  and  told  the  sexton,  in 

Tbe  sexton  tolled  the  b^ 


THE     WHITE    SQUALL. 
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THE  LADY  AT  SEA. 

Cables  entangling  her; 
Ship-spars  for  mangling  her ; 
Ropes  sore  of  strangling  her ; 
Blocks  over-dangling  her ; 
TiUer  to  batter  her ; 
Topmast  to  shatter  her ; 
Tobacco  to  spatter  her; 
Boreas  blustering ; 
Boatswain  qnite  flostering ; 
Thnnder-donds  mustering, 
To  blast  her  with  solphnr — 
If  the  deep  don  *t  ingnlph  her ; 
Sometimes  fear 's  scrutiny 
Pries  out  a  mutiny, 
Sniffs  conflagration, 
Or  hints  at  starvation ; 
All  the  sea  dangers, 
Buccaneers,  rangers, 
I^ratea,  and  Sallee-men, 
Algerine  galleymen. 
Tornadoes  and  typhous. 
And  horrible  syphons, 
And  submarine  travels 
Thro*  roaring  sea-navels ; 
Every  thing  wrong  enough — 
Long-boat  not  long  enough ; 
Vessel  not  strong  enough ; 
Pitch  marring  frippery ; 
The  deck  very  slippery ; 
And  the  cabin — ^built  sloping; 
The  captain  a-toping; 
And  the  mate  a  blasphemer, 
That  names  his  Redeemer — 
With  inward  uneasiness ; 
The  cook  known  by  greasiness ; 
The  victuals  beslubbered; 
Her  bed — in  a  cupboard; 
Things  of  strange  christening, 
Snatched  in  her  listening ; 
Blue  lights  and  red  lights, 
And  mention  of  dead  lights ; 
And  shrouds  made  a  theme  of— 
Things  horrid  to  dream  of; 
And  baoya  in  the  water ; 
To  fear  aH  exhort  her. 
Her  Drlend  so  Leander— 
HflTMlf  so  tea  gander : 


And  ne'er  i\  cork  jacket 

On  board  of  the  j)acket ; 

The  breeze  still  a-stiffening; 

The  trumpet  quite  deafening ; 

Thoughts  of  repentance, 

And  doomsday,  and  sentence ; 

Every  thing  sinister — 

Not  a  church  minister ; 

Pilot  a  blunderer ; 

Coral  reefs  under  her, 

Ready  to  sunder  her : 

Trunks  tipsy -topsy ; 

The  ship  in  a  dropsy ; 

Waves  oversurging  her ; 

Sirens  a-dirging  her ; 

Sharks  all  expecting  her ; 

Sword-fish  dissecting  her ; 

Crabs  with  their  hand-vices 

Punishing  land  vices ; 

Sea-dogs  and  unicorns, 

Things  with  no  puny  horns; 

Mermen  carnivorous — 

"  Good  Lord  deliver  us  I  " 

Tboxas  Hqca 


THE  WHITE  SQUALL. 

On  deck,  beneath  the  awning, 
I  dozing  lay  and  yawning ; 
It  was  the  gray  of  dawning. 

Ere  yet  the  sun  arose ; 
And  above  the  funnel's  roaring, 
And  the  fitful  wind's  deploring, 
I  heard  the  cabin  snoring 

With  universal  nose. 
I  could  hear  the  passengers  snorting — 
I  envied  their  disporting — 
Vainly  I  was  courting 

The  pleasure  of  a  doze. 

So  I  lay,  and  wondered  why  light 
Came  not,  and  watched  the  twilight, 
And  the  glimmer  of  the  skylight. 

That  shot  across  the  deck ; 
And  the  binnacle  pale  and  steady. 
And  the  dull  glimpse  of  the  dead-eye, 
And  the  sparks  in  fiery  eddy 

That  whirled  from  the  chimney  neck. 
In  our  Jovial  floating  prison 


Tlicre  was  tieep  frura  fore  to  n^raen, 
And  never  a  scar  hod  risen 

Tbe  hazj  sky  to  speck. 
Strange  oouipauy  vre  harbored: 
We  'd  A  hundred  Jews  to  larboard, 
Ucirashed,  uncombed,  nnbarberod — 

Jews  blnck,  und  brown,  and  gray. 

With  terror  it  would  seiie  ye, 
And  make  your  Hoola  nnoasy. 
To  see  tlioae  Rabliis  greasy, 

Whodid  nonght^  ■       -■'->- 
Their  dirty  children 
Their  dirty  sancopan 
Their  dirty  fingers  h 

Their  swarmiDg  fli 

To  sUrboard  Tarks  i 
Whiskered  and  hrow 
EnurTQOQS  wide  thdj 

Their  pipea  did  pn 
Each  on  his  mat  ullr 
In  dilenoe  smoked  ai 
Wliilst  round  thi^ir  c 

In  prulty,  ploa&aut  play. 
He  can't  but  smile  who  traces 
The  smiles  on  those  brown  faces, 
And  the  pretty,  prattling  graces 

Of  those  small  heatheiis  gay. 

And  so  the  hours  kept  tolling — 

And  through  the  ocean  rolling 

Went  the  brave  Iberia  bowling, 

Before  the  break  of  day 

When  a  sqaall,  upon  a  sadden, 
Came  o'er  the  waters  scndding ; 
And  the  clouds  began  to  gather. 
And  the  sea  was  lashed  to  lather. 
And  the  lowering  thonder  grumbled. 
And  the  lightning  jumped  and  tumbled ; 
And  the  ship,  and  oil  the  ocean. 
Woke  np  in  wild  conunotton. 
Then  the  wind  set  np  a  howling. 
And  the  poodle  dog  a  yowling, 
And  the  cooks  began  a  crowing, 
And  the  old  coir  r^sed  a  lowing, 
As  she  beard  the  tempest  blowing; 
And  fowls  and  geese  did  cackle; 
And  the  cordage  and  the  tAckle 
I^'an  to  sbriek  ud  craoUe ; 


And  the  spray  dashed  u'er  the  fnni 
And  down  the  deck  In  nioDeli; 
And  the  nuhiDg  wat«r  soafci  til, 
From  the  seamen  in  the  fo'kial 
To  the  stokers,  whoso  blade  &dh 
Peer  out  of  their  bed-placoi ; 
And  the  captain  he  was  bavUo^ 
And  the  sailors  pnlling.  hanllogi 
And  the  quarter-deck  tarpanUof 
Wna  shivered  in  the  sqaalling; 
And  the  pasaengets  awalceo, 
}tfo9t  pitifully  shakeii ; 
And  the  Btevnrd  Jnmp«  np,  and  hu 
For  the  necessa/y  basinn. 

Then  the  Greeks  tliey  KToauod  ta 

And  they  knelt,  and  rauaned,  and  di 
As  the  plunging  waters  met  them, 
And  splsahed  and  orersel  tlieiB ; 
And  they  called  in  their  emujjeDM 
Upon  ooontless  sainta  and  virgins; 
And  their  marrowbones  are  bendt^ 
And  they  think  the  vorld  is  end«<l 
And  the  Turkish  wunien  for'nrd 
Were  frightened  and  behorrored, 
And,  shrieking  and  bewUdering, 
The  mothers  clutched  their  children 
The  men  sang  >•  AUah  1  Uah  1 
Mashallah  Uismillahl " 
As  the  warring  waters  doused  theui, 
And  splashed  them  and  sonsed  then 
And  they  called  npon  the  prophet, 
And  thought  bat  little  of  it 

Then  all  the  fleas  in  Jewry 
Jumped  np  and  bit  like  furj : 
And  the  progeny  of  Jacob 
Did  on  the  main-deck  wake  up, 
(I  wot  those  greasy  Rabbins 
Would  never  pay  for  cabins ;) 
And  each  man  moaned  and  Jabbered 
His  filthy  Jewish  gabardine, 
In  woe  and  lamentation, 
And  howling  consternation. 
And  the  splashing  water  drenchn 
Their  dirty  brsta  and  wenches; 
And  they  crawl  from  bales  and  band 
In  a  hnndrcd  thoosand  stendies. 

This  was  the  whit«  aqnall  fiunon--. 
Wbtoh  latterly  o'ereuna  n% 


PATBICK    WAB    A    OENTLEKAN. 


hioh  all  wUl  remember, 
I  38th  September: 
a  PniBsiui  captain  of  Lanoen 
tigbt-1ac«d,  whiskered  pranoen) 
on  the  deok  astonished, 
.t  wild  Bqnall  admonished, 
oodering  cried,  "Fotz  tausend, 
;  der  Stnrm  jetzt  bransenil ! " 
«ked  at  captain  Lewis, 
alml;  stood  and  blew  his 
n  all  the  bostle, 
iorned  the  tempest's  tnssle; 
I  we're  thoogbt  thereafter 
e  beat  the  storm  to  laughter ; 
ill  he  knew  bia  vessel 
hat  yeia  wind  could  wreetle; 
hen  a  wreck  we  thought  her, 
Mmed  onraelves  to  slaughter, 
ail;  he  foaght  her, 
irongb  the  hnbbub  bronght  her, 
I  the  tempest  oaugbt  ber, 
"  George,  some  brand;  and  water  I " 

hen,  its  force  expended, 
irmless  storm  was  ended, 
)  ibe  sunrise  splendid 
f  blushing -o'er  the  sea, — 
jht,  as  daj  was  breaking, 
:le  girls  were  waking, 
nUing,  and  making 
rayer  at  home  for  me. 


iTRICK  WAS  A  GENTLEMAN. 

SL  Patrick  was  a  gentleman, 
ho  camo  of  decent  people ; 
laill  a  cbnroh  in  Dahlia  town, 
id  on  it  pnt  a  etceple. 
lather  was  a  Gallagher; 
a  mother  was  a  Brad;  ; 
lant  was  an  O'Siiaiighncss;, 
s  uncie  an  O'Gradj. 
tipcat  atUnd  St.  PatrUk'tfitt, 
■r  A«'t  a  taint  to  elerer; 
hsgOM  &t  inaka  and  toadi  a  tioUt, 
id  bothered  than/or  ecerf 


The  Wioklow  hills  are  ver;  high. 

And  so 's  the  Hill  of  Ilowth,  sir : 
But  there 's  a  hill,  much  bigger  still, 

Uuob  higher  nor  tbein  both,  sir. 
T  was  on  tiie  top  of  this  high  hill 

SL  Patrick  preached  his  sarmint 
That  drove  the  frogs  into  the  bogs, 

And  banished  all  the  varmint. 
So,  tueeett  attend  St.  Patrieh^iftt, 

For  fta  'j  a  mint  to  eleter  ; 
C^/  legate  the tnaiet and  toadt  a  tteUt, 

And  bothered  them  for  eterf 

There  'e  not  a  mile  in  Ireland's  isle 

Where  dirt;  varmin  masters, 
Dnt  there  he  put  his  dear  fore-'foot, 

And  murdered  them  in  clnaters. 
The  toads  went  pop,  the  frogs  weot  top 

Slap-dash  into  the  water ; 
And  the  snakes  committed  suicide 

To  save  themselves  from  slanghter. 
So,  tueeett  attend  St.  Patrick' tJUt, 

For  ke't  a  taint  to  clener; 
Oh/  hegare  the  tnaiet  and  tendt  a  twUl, 

And  bothered  them  for  erer  ! 

Nine  bnndred  tliousand  reptiles  blue 
He  charmed  with  sweet  discourf«ts. 

And  dined  on  them  at  Kitlaloo 
In  soups  and  second  cour^^es. 

Where  blind  worms  crawling  in  thegrasi 
Disgusted  all  tlia  nation, 

He  gave  tbcra  a  rise,  whicb  opened  ttielt 

To  a  sense  of  their  situation. 
So,  tueeett  attend  St.  Patrieh't  JUt, 

For  he't  a  saint  to elecer  ; 
Okl  hegave  the tnatetand loadt a  taiet. 

And  bothered  them  for  ever .' 

No  wonder  that  those  Irish  lads 

Should  bo  so  gn;  and  friskv, 
For  suro  St.  Pat  be  taught  them  that. 

As  well  as  making  wbiskey ; 
No  wonder  that  the  saint  himself 

Should  understaud  distilling, 
Since  his  mother  kept  a  shebeen  sbci|i 

In  the  town  of  Enniskillcn. 
Si,  tueeett  attend  St.  Patrici^tfiil. 

For  h*'t  a  taint  to  etentr  ; 
Oh!  hegaretheBnaiaandtaadta  ttBtit, 

And  bothered  them  for  tter  ! 


POBIIS    OF    COMEDT. 


Oil !  WHS  I  bat  ao  hnaaata 

As  lo  ba  h&ck  ia  Munrt«r, 
T  is  1  'd  bo  bound  that  from  that  ground 

I  nerer  more  would  once  etir. 
For  there  St.  Patrick  pbuited  tnti; 

And  plentj  of  the  pmties, 
With  pigB  galore,  ma  gra,  nin  'eUiie, 

And  c.ibbogos — nod  ladies  I 
7%en  my  blating  on  St.  PalHeVl  Jftt, 

JitT  he  >  the  darlinji  taint  oh  ! 
Oh  I  ha  gate  tht  tnakf*  and  toad*  a  tvi*C  : 

Se'i  a  h«avl!/ vltfiOt 


3T.  PATRICK  OF  IRELa! 

A  Fio  Tor  St.  Denia  of  Fratii 

He 's  B  trumperj  fellow  tu 
A  lig  f<ir  St.  George  and  lib 

Which  spitted  a  boathcoish 
And  the  saints  of  the  Welshman  or  scot 

Are  a  cooplo  of  pitiful  pipers, 
Botli  of  whom  ma;  just  travel  tu  pot, 

Compaicd  with  that  patron  of  swipers — 
St.  Patrick  of  Ireland,  my  dear! 


Be  came  to  the  Emerald  Isle 

On  a  lump  of  a  paving-stone  moanted  ; 
The  steamboat  be  beat  b)r  a  mile, 

Which  mighty  good  sailing  was  connled. 
Bays  he,  "The  salt  water,  I  think. 

Has  made  me  most  bloodily  thirsty ' 
So  bring  uie  a  6agon  of  drink 

To  keep  down  the  mnlligrubs,  buret  ye! 
Of  drink  that  is  fit  for  a  siunt ! " 


tie  preached,  tlien,  with  wotderful  force, 

The  ignorant  niitivcs  a-teachingi 
With  a  pint  be  washed  down  his  disconrse, 

"For,"  saya  he,  "I  detest  your  dry  preach- 
ing." 
The  people,  with  wonderment  struck 

At  a  pastor  so  pious  and  dvi], 
Eiclttimed — "  Wo  're  for  you,  my  old  buck ! 

And  we  pitch  our  blind  gods  to  the  dedl, 
Who  dwells  In  hot  water  ^jeXowV" 


This  ended,  our  voraUpftil  ipoon 

Went  to  visit  an  elegftnt  f«Ilo», 
Whose  practice,  each  cool  afiemocn, 

Was  to  get  moat  delightfully  mellnir. 
That  day,  wiUi  a  bluk-Jaok  of  bwr. 

It  ohanoed  he  wu  tr««tiiHC  a  jiarty ; 
Says  the  saint—"  TUa  good  day,  do  <nit  Ua 

I  drank  nothing  to  i^aak  of,  mj  Twugl 
60  give  ma  n  poll  at  the  p 

The  pewter  he  lifted  in  sport 

lelieve  me,  I  t«ll  ynn  no  fabl*)^ 
allon  he  drank  from  the  ipiar^  ^ 
nd  then  placed  it  fnU  on  the  u" 
miriiole!"  every  o 
nd  tliuy  all  look  a  haul  at  the  » 
J  wore  capit.1l  hands  at  tbo  trade, 
ad  drunk  till  they  fell ;  yti,  by  jinp, 
The  pot  still  frothed  over  the  IHii 

t  day,  quoth  his  host,  "  T  is  a  bO. 
nd  I  Ve  nought  in  my  Larder  but  aaOa 
1  on  Fridays  who  M  make  such  nf»A, 
jLXCept  an  unohristian-like  Kliitlonl* 
Saya  Pat,  "  Cease  yonr  nonsense,  I  beg— 

What  you  tell  me  is  nothing  but  gaminH 
Take  my  compliments  down  to  the  le^ 
And  bid  tt  oome  hither  >  solmoal " 

And  the  leg  most  politely  canpU 

You  've  beard,  I  suppose,  long  ago. 

How  the  snakeo,  in  a  moaner  most  vix, 
He  marched  to  the  county  Mayo, 

And  trundled  them  into  tb'  Atlantic 
Hence,  not  to  u»e  water  for  drink, 

The  people  of  Ireland  det«rmine — 
With  mighty  good  reason,  I  tbink. 

Since  SL  Patrick  has  Glled  it  with  tensii 
And  vipers,  and  SQch  other  Koff' 

Oh  I  he  was  an  elegant  blade 
As  yon  'd  meet  from  Fairbead  to  EUo^ 

And  though  under  the  sod  be  !s  laid, 
Tet  here  goes  his  health  in  a  bnmpal 

I  wish  he  w-BB  here,  that  my  ^asi 
Ho  might  by  art  magic  replenish; 

But  since  he  is  not — why,  alasl 
My  ditty  must  come  to  &  Snith, — 
Because  all  the  Uqoor  b  oatl 
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THE  IBISHUAK. 


ru  a  Udj  lived  at  Leith, 
J  very  e^lifih,  man — 
C,  ia  spite  of  all  her  teeth, 
ell  in  love  with  an  Iruhman — 
Metj,  B^j  Irishman — 
irild,  tremendona  IrishmaD: — 

Ij     BWeuillg,    Mifimping      hnmptng. 

Iff,  roaring  IriahznaiL 


1  waa  no  waja  beaatifril, 
nth  emall-poi  'twos  scnrred  across; 
B  shoolden  (tf  the  ogly  dog 
I  alcioet  double  a  yard  acro«8. 
,  the  Inmp  of  an  Iriabnian — 
e  whiskey  devouring  Irishman — 
be-rogne  with  hJs  woitderfiil  brogac 
I  fightiug,  rioting  Iristiman  1 


his  eyes  was  bottle  green, 
ibe  other  eye  was  out,  my  dear ; 
e  calves  of  his  wicked-looking  legs 
:  more  tlion  two  feet  about,  my  dear ! 
I,  the  great  big  Irishman — 
e  rattling,  battling  Irishman- 
ping,  ramping,  swaggering,  stagger- 
leathering  awash  of  an  Irishman. 


k  so  mnch  of  Lnndy-foot 
he  nsed  to  snort  and  snuffle  oh  ; 
shape  and  size  the  fellow's  neck 
as  bad  as  the  neck  of  a  bnffolo. 
I,  the  horrible  Irishman — 
le  thuidering,  blundering  Irishmnn- 
bing,    dashing,    smashing,    laiihing, 
ihiDg,  bashing  Irishman. 


me  waa  a  terrible  name,  indeed, 
g  Timothy  Thady  Uolligan ; 
heaervr  be  emptied  hix  tnmbler  of 


He  'd  not  rest  till  he  filled  it  full  ag^n ; 

The  booring,  brnising  Irishman — 

The  'tozicated  Irishman — 
The  whiskey,  frisky,  nimmy,  gummy,  brandj^ 
no  dandy  Irishman. 


This  was  the  lad  the  lady  loved. 

Like  all  the  girls  of  quality ; 
And  he  broke  tbe  skalls  of  the  men  ol 
Leith, 
Jnst  by  the  way  of  jollity ; 
Oh,  the  leathering  Irishman — 
The  barbarons,  savage  Irishman — 
Tbe  hearts  of  tbe  maids  and  tbe  gentlemen's 
heads  were  botbored  I'm  sore  by  this 
Irishman. 

WiuuM  M>«m. 


THE  GROVES  OF  BLARNEY. 

The  groves  of  Blarney  they  look  so  charraiDg, 

Down  by  the  puriiugs    of  sweet    silent 
brooks- 
All  decked  by  posies,  that  &])ontaneous  grow 
there, 

Planted  in  order  in  the  rocky  nooks. 
Tis  there  the  daisy,  and  the  sweet  carnation, 

The  blooming  pink,  and  tbe  ruse  so  fair; 
Likewise  the  lily,  and  tbe  daffodilly — 

All  flowers  that  scent  the  sweet,  open  wr. 

'Tis  Lady  Jeffers  owns  this  plantation, 

Like  Alexander,  or  like  Helen  fair; 
There's  no  commander  in  all  the  nation 

For  regulation  can  with  her  compare. 
Such  walls  surround  her,  tlmt  no  nine-poundei 

Could  ever  plunder  her  place  of  strength ; 
But  Oliver  Cromwell,  he  did  her  pommel, 

And  made  a  breach  in  her  battlement. 

Ttiere's  gravel  walks  there  fur  speculation, 

And  conversayon  in  sweet  solitude ; 
'Tis  tbero  tlio  lover  may  licar  tlie  dove,  or 

Tbe  gentle  plover,  in  the  afternoon. 
And  if  a  3'oung  lady  should  lie  bo  engaging 

As  to  walk  alone  in  those  riudY  Viven, 
'Tis  there  her  conr6M\\6  vvwts  UMw^tirtVw 

In  some  dark  fort,  or  miAut  1.V*  %iiwa^ 
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For  'tis  there's  the  cave  where  no  daylight 
enters, 

Bnt  hats  and  hadgers  are  for  ever  hred; 
Being  mossed  hy  nator',  that  makes  it  sweeter 

Than  a  coach  and  six,  or  a  feather  hed. 
T  is  there  's  the  lake  that  is  stored  with 
perches, 

And  comely  eels  in  the  verdant  mad ; 
Besides  the  leeches,  and  the  groves  of  heechea, 

All  standing  in  order  for  to  goard  the  flood. 

'T  is  there 's  the  kitchen  hangs  many  a  flitch 
in. 

With  the  maids  a-stitching  npon  the  stair ; 
The  hread  and  hiske',  the  heer  and  whiskey. 

Would  make  yon  frisky  if  yon  were  there. 
T  is  there  yon  'd  see  Peg  Murphy's  daughter 

A  washing  praties  forenent  the  door, 
With  Roger  Cleary,  and  Father  Healy, 

All  blood  relations  to  my  Lord  Donough- 
more. 

There 's  statues  gracing  this  noble  place  in, 

All  heathen  goddesses  so  fair — 
Bold  Neptune,  Plutarch,  and  Nicodemus, 

All  standing  naked  in  the  open  air. 
So  now  to  finish  this  brave  narration, 

Which  my  poor  genP  could  not  entwine ; 
But  were  1  liomer,  or  Nebuchadnezzar, 

'T  is  in  every  feature  I  would  make  it  shine. 

RiOHASi)  Aunuu)  MxLUxm. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  LBIERIOK. 

Yb  genii  of  the  nation, 

Who  look  \i'ith  veneration. 
And  Ireland^s  desolation  onsaysingly  deplore, 

Ye  sons  of  Gineral  Jackson, 

Who  thrample  on  the  Saxon, 
Attend  to  the  thransaction  upon  Shannon 
shore. 

When  William,  Duke  of  Schumbug^ 
A  tyrant  and  a  humbug. 
With  cannon  and  with  thunder  on  our  city 
bore. 
Our  fortitude  and  valliance 
Insthructed  his  battalions. 
To  rispict  the  galliant  Irish  upon  Shannon 
shore. 


Since  that  capitulation, 

No  dty  in  the  nation 
So  grand  a  reputation  could  boast  b«fo 

As  Limerick  prodigious, 

That  stands  with  quays  and  bridge 
And  ships  up  to  the  windies  of  the  Sfa 
shore. 

A  chief  of  ancient  line, 
Tis  William  Smitiii  O'Brine, 
Beprisints  this  darling  Lhnerick  this  ten 
or  more ; 
Oh  the  Saxons  cant  endure 
To  see  him  on  the  flare, 
And  thrimble  at  the  Goero  from  Sh; 
shore! 

This  valiant  son  of  Mars 

Had  been  to  visit  Par's, 
That  land  of  revolution,  that  grows  tl 
color; 

And  to  welcome  his  return 

From  pilgrimages  furren. 
We  in^ted  him  to  tay  on  the  Shannon 

Then  we  summoned  to  oar  board 
Young  Meagher  of  the  sword ; 
T  is  he  wiU  sheathe  that  battie-axe  in 
gore; 
And  MitchU  of  Belfast 
We  bade  to  our  repast. 
To  dthrink  a  dish  of  coffee  on  the  SI 
shore. 

Convanientiy  to  honld 
Theee  patriots  so  bould. 
We  took  the  opportunity  of  Hm  D 
store; 
And  with  omamints  and  banners 
(As  becomes  gintale  good  manner 
We  made  the  loveliest  tay-room  upon  SI 
shore. 

'T  would  binifit  your  sowls 
To  see  the  butthered  rowls, 

The  sugar-tongs  and  sangwidges  and 
galyore. 
And  the  muffins  and  the  orampets 
And  the  band  of  harps  and  thmm 

To  celebrate  the  sworry  upon  Why»iTyw» 
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Sure  the  imperor  of  Bohay 
Wonid  be  proad  to  dthrink  the  taj 
iiat  Ifisthreas  Biddy  Rooneyfor  O'Brine  did 
pour; 
And,  since  the  days  of  Stroogbqw, 
There  never  was  saoh  Oongo-^ 
tddl  dthrank  siz  qnarts  of  it^-by  Shannon 
shore. 

Bat  Glamdon  and  Oorry 
Gonnellan  beheld  this  sworry 
ith  rage  and  imnlationin  their  black  hearts* 
core; 
And  they  hired  a  gang  of  mffins 
To  interrupt  the  muffins, 
d  the  fragrance  of  the  Oongo  on  the  Shan- 
non shore. 

When  fdll  of  tay  and  cake, 

O'Brine  began  to  spake, 
t  juice  a  one  oonld  hear  him,  for  a  sudden 
roar 

Of  a  ragamuffin  rout 

Began  to  yell  and  shout, 
ifiighten  the  propriety  of  Shannon  shore. 

As  Smith  O^Brine  harangued, 
They  batthered  and  they  banged; 
I  Doolan^s  doors  and  windies  down  they 

tore; 
They  smashed  the  lovely  windies 
(Hung  with  muslin  from  the  Indies), 
shuing  of  their  shindies  upon  Shannon 

shore. 

With  throwing  of  brickbats, 
Drowned  puppies  and  dead  rats, 
se  ruffin  democrats  themselves  did  lower ; 
Tin  kettles,  rotten  eggs, 
Cabbage-stalks,  and  wooden  legs, 
7  flung  among  the  patriots  of  Shannon 
shore. 

Oh,  the  girls  began  to  scrame, 

And  upset  the  milk  and  crame ; 

I  the  honorable  jintlemin  they  cursed  and 

swore : 
And  Hitchil  of  Belfast, 
T  was  he  that  looked  aghast, 
m  they  roasted  him  in  effigy  by  Shannon 

shore.  1 


Oh,  the  lovely  tay  was  spflt 
On  that  day  of  Ireland^s  guilt; 
Says  Jack  MitchD,  "  I  am  kilt  I  Boys,  where  '& 
the  back  door  ?  « 

T  is  a  national  disgrace ; 
Let  me  go  and  veil  me  f&ce !  " 
And  he  boulted  with  quick  pace  from  th 
Shannon  shore. 

"Out  down  the  bloody  horde  I  " 
Says  Meagher  of  the  sword, 
"This  conduct  would  disgrace  any  blacka* 
moor ; " 
But  millions  were  arrayed. 
So  he  shaytbed  his  battle-blade, 
Bethrayting  undismayed  from  the  Shannon 
shore. 

Immortal  Smith  O'Brine 
Was  raging  like  a  line ; 
T  would  have  done  your  sowl  good  to  have 
heard  him  roar ; 
In  his  glory  he  arose. 
And  he  rushed  upon  his  foes, 
But  they  hit  liim  on  the  nose  by  the  Shannori 
shore. 

Then  the  futt  and  the  dthragoons 
In  squadthrons  and  platoons, 
With  their  music  playing  chunes,  down  upon 
us  boro ; 
And  tliey  bate  the  rattatoo, 
And  the  Peelers  came  in  view, 
And  ended  the  shaloo  on  the  Shannon  shore 

William  Makxpxaoi  Thaoksoay. 


MOLONY'S  LAMENT. 

0  Tim,  did  you  hear  of  thim  Saxons, 

And  read  what  the  peepers  repoort  ? 
They  're  goan  to  rccal  the  liftinaut, 

And  shut  up  the  castle  and  coort  I 
Our  desolate  counthry  of  Oireland 

They  're  bint,  the  blagyards,  to  desthroy ; 
And  now,  having  murdthered  our  coiinthr> 

They  Ve  goin  to  kill  the  viceroy, 
Dear  boy  I— 

'T  was  he  was  our  ^To\^ft  mA  o\«  V^i% 
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And  wUl  we  no  longer  behoold  Mm, 

Snrronnding  bis  carriage  in  throngs, 
As  he  weaves  his  cocked  hat  from  the  win- 
d^es, 

And  smiles  to  his  bonld  ud-de-oongs? 
I  liked  for  to  see  the  joong  haroes, 

All  shoining  with  sthripes  and  with  stars, 
A  horsing  about  in  the  Phajniz, 

And  winking  the  girls  in  the  cjrars — 
Like  Mars, 

A  smokin'  their  poipes  and  cigyars, 

Dear  Mitchel,  cxoiled  to  Bermudies, 

Your  beautiful  oilids  you  '11  ope  I — 
And  there  ^  be  an  abondance  of  crojin 

From  O'Brine  at  the  Keep  of  Good  Hope- 
When  they  read  of  this  news  in  the  peepers, 

Aorass  the  Atlantical  wave, 
That  the  last  of  the  Oinsh  lifUnants 

Of  the  oisland  of  Scents  has  tuck  lave. 
God  save 

The  queen — she  should  betthcr  behave ! 

And  what 's  to  beoome  of  poor  Dame  sthreet, 

And  who  'U  ait  the  puffs  and  the  tarts, 
Whin  the  coort  of  imparial  splindor 

From  Doblin's  sad  city  departs  ? 
And  who  '11  have  the  fiddlers  and  pipers 

When  the  deuce  of  a  coort  there  remmns ; 
And  where  '11  bo  the  bucks  and  the  ladies. 

To  hire  the  coort-shuits  and  the  thrains  ? 
In  stlirains 

It's  thus  that  ould  Erin  complains! 

There 's  Counsellor  Flanagan's  leedy, 

'T  was  she  in  the  coort  didn't  fail, 
And  she  wanted  a  plinty  of  popplin 

For  her  d^hress,  and  her  flounce,  and  her 
tail; 
She  bought  it  of  Misthress  O'Grady— 

Eight  shillings  a  yard  tabinet — 
But  now  that  the  coort  is  concluded 

The  divvle  a  yard  will  she  got : 
I  bet, 

Bedad,  that  slio  wears  tlie  old  set. 

There 's  Surgeon  O'Toole  and  Miss  Leary, 
They'd  daylings  at  Madam  O'Riggs'; 

Each  year,  at  the  dthrawing-room  sayson, 
Ihej  mounted  the  natest  of  wigs. 


When  spring,  with  iti  bads  and  Us  d» 
Comes  oat  in  her  beanty  and  bloom, 

Thim  tu  '11  never  think  of  new  jaaea, 
Because  there  is  no  dthrawing-room 

For  whom 
They  'd  choose  the  expenao  to  aahim 

There 's  Alderman  Toad  and  his  ladj, 

rr  was  they  gave  the  dart  and  the  p 
And  the  pouie-applea,  torbots,  and  lob 

To  feast  the  lord  liftinant's  coort. 
Bat  now  that  the  quality 's  goin, 

I  wamt  that  the  ailing  will  stop, 
And  you  'U  get  at  the  alderman's  teebl 

The  diwle  a  bite  or  a  dthrop. 
Or  chop, 

And  the  batcher  may  shut  up  his  sh 

Yes,  the  grooms  and  the  oahers  are  go; 

And  his  lordship,  the  dear,  honest  n 
And  the  duchess,  his  eenuable  leedy ; 

And  Corry,  the  boald  Connellan ; 
And  little  Lord  Hyde  and  the  cbildthn 

And  the  chewter  and  governess  ta; 
And  the  servants  are  pacldng  their  boi 

Oh,  murther,  but  what  shall  I  dae 
Without  you? 

O  Meery,  with  ois  of  the  blue  I 

William  Makxpxaob  Thaci 


MR.  MOLONY'S  ACCOUNT  OF 

BALL 

GIVEN  TO  THE  NEPACTLESE  AMBA88AD0B  ] 
PEXIXSULAB  AND   OBIENTAL  C0MPA5 

On  will  ye  choose  to  hear  the  news  f 

Bedad,  I  cannot  pass  it  o'er : 
I  '11  tell  you  all  about  the  ball 

To  the  Naypanlase  ambassador. 
Bcgor  I  this  f&te  all  balls  does  bate 

At  which  I  worn  a  pump,  and  I 
Must  here  relate  the  splendthor  great 

Of  th'  Oriental  company. 

These  men  of  sinse  dispoised  expinse, 
To  f^te  these  black  Achillesea. 

"We'll  shew  the  blacks,"  says  tnt*y, 
mack's. 
And  take  the  rooms  at  Willis's." 


ood  shawls,  for  these  Nepanls, 
□g  the  roomB  of  Willu  up, 
d  the  walls,  uid  atairs,  and  halls, 
Ks  and  n-itb  lilies  np- 
o'e  band  it  tnck  its  etaud, 
tlj  ID  the  middle  there, 
assoona  plftjed  iieavenly  ohiuies, 
iioa  did  fiddle  there, 
the  ooort  wea  tired  of  epoort, 
jron,  boja,  to  think  there  waa 
fot  )>efore  Ihem  seL, 
ashiDs  of  good  dhdnk  there  was ! 

fore  the  ball-room  door 
fhtj  ezoelloncy  was ; 
I  aad  bowed  to  ull  the  crowd— 
■ooB  and  immense  he  was. 
shoit,  sablime  and  mote, 
door-way  foUoved  him; 
e  noise  of  the  blackguard  boja, 
hurrood  and  hollowed  himl 

chftlr  stnd  at  the  stair, 

le  the  dchruma  to  thump;  and  to 

rioce  to  thnt  black  prince 

come  of  his  company. 

i  gills,  and  rich  the  curls, 

ght  the  oys  jon  saw  there,  waa ; 

each  oje,  ya  there  could  spoi, 

ral  Jung  Bahawther  was! 

al  great  then  tnck  his  sate, 
the  other  ginerals, 
9  troat,  his  heli,  his  coal, 
led  with  preciona  minerals;) 
there,  with  princely  air, 
n  on  his  coshion  was, 
aboQt  his  royal  ehair 
eezin  and  the  paebin  was. 

h  girls,  such  jukes  and  earls, 
ihion  and  nobllitee  I 
of  Tim,  aod  fancy  hira 
the  hoigh  gentility  I 
1  LorJ  De  L'Hnys,  and  the  Forty- 

er  and  hi*  lady  there ; 
konizod,  with  mnch  surprise, 
Mmati^  Bob  O'Gradf,  there. 


There  was  Baroness  Branow,  that  looked 
like  Jnno, 
And  Baroness  Rehaosen  there. 

And  Coant«BS  BouUier,  that  looked  pectdiar 
Well  in  her  robes  of  gaoze,  in  there. 

There  was  Lord  Crowhurst  (I  know  bim  fiiii 
When  only  Mr.  Pips  he  was), 

And  Miok  O'Toole,  tlie  great  big  fooU 
That  after  supper  tipsy  was. 

There  was  Lord  Fmgall  and  his  ladies  aU. 

And  Lords  Eillcen  and  Bufferio, 
And  Paddy  Fife,  with  bis  fat  wife — 

I  wondtber  how  he  oonld  staff  her  in. 
There  waa  Lord  Belfast,  that  by  me  paat, 

And  seemed  to  ask  how  should  /  go  there ; 
And  the  widow  Macrae,  and  Lord  A.  Hay, 

And  the  marchioness  of  Sligo  there. 

Yes,  jnkesand  earls,  and  diamonds  and  pearls 

And  pretty  girls,  waa  spoorttng  there ; 
And  some  beside  (the  rognes!)  I  spied 

Behind  the  windies,  coorting  there. 
Oh,  there 's  one  I  know,  bedad,  would  ahon> 

As  beantiAil  as  any  there; 
And  I'd  like  to  hear  tbe  pipers  blow. 

And  shake  a  fut  with  Fanny  there  1 


THE  RAIL. 

I  HBT  lilm  in  the  cars, 
Where  resignedly  he  sat; 

His  hair  was  full  of  dust, 
And  so  was  his  cravat ; 

He  was  furthermore  embellished 
By  a  ticket  in  his  hat. 

The  eondncCor  touclied  liis  ami. 
And  awoke  bim  from  a  nap ; 

Wlieo  he  gave  the  feeding  flies 
An  admonitory  elap, 

And  his  ticket  to  the  man 
In  llic  yellow-lottered  cap. 

So,  launching  into  talk. 
We  rattlel  on  our  way. 

With  allusions  to  the  crops 
That  along  the  meadows  lay  — 

Wberenpon  tis  ejcs  •kctwXA 
"Witb  a  specolftti^e  ■»"}. 
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The  heads  of  manj  men 
Were  bobbing  as  in  sleep, 

And  manj  babies  lifted 
Their  voices  up  to  weep ; 

While  the  coal-dnst  darkly  fell 
On  bonnets  in  a  heap. 

All  the  while  the  swaying  oars 
Kept  rambling  o*eT  the  rail, 

And  the  frequent  whistle  sent 
Shrieks  of  angmsh  to  the  gale, 

And  the  cinders  pattered  down 
On  the  grimy  floor  like  hail. 

When  suddenly  a  jar, 

And  a  thrice-repeated  bump, 
Made  the  people  in  alarm 

From  their  easy  cushions  jump ; 
For  they  deemed  the  sounds  to  be 

The  inevitable  trump. 

A  splintering  crash  below, 
A  doom-foreboding  twitch, 

As  the  tender  gave  a  lurch 
Beyond  the  flying  switch — 

And  a  mangled  mass  of  men 
Lay  writhing  in  the  ditch. 

With  a  palpitating  heart 
My  friend  essayed  to  rise ; 

There  were  bruises  on  his  limbs 
And  stars  before  his  eyes, 

And  his  face  was  of  the  hue 
Of  the  dolphin  when  it  dies. 


I  was  very  well  content 

In  escaping  with  my  life ; 
But  my  mutilated  friend 

Commenced  a  legal  strife- 
Being  therennto  incited 
By  his  lawyer  and  his  wife. 

And  he  writes  me  the  result, 
In  his  quiet  way  as  follows : 

That  his  case  came  up  before 
A  bench  of  legal  scholars, 

\fho  awarded  him  his  claim, 
Of  $1500 1 

QiosoB  H.  Olaxx. 


ST.  ANTHONY'S  SERMON  TO  TI 

FISHES. 

St.  Aetthont  at  church 
Was  left  in  the  lurch, 
So  he  went  to  the  ditchee 
And  preached  to  the  fiabes ; 
They  wriggled  their  taila, 
In  tiiie  son  glanced  their  scakiL 

The  carps,  with  their  spawn, 

Are  all  hither  drawn ; 

Have  opened  thdr  jaws, 

Eager  for  each  dause. 
No  sermon  beside 
Had  the  carps  so  edified. 

Sharp-snouted  pikes. 
Who  keep  fighting  like  tikes, 
Now  swam  up  harmonious 
To  hear  St  Antonius. 
No  sermon  bemde 
Had  the  pikes  so  edified. 

And  that  very  odd  fish, 
Who  loves  fast  days,  the  ood-fiafa 
The  stock-fish,  I  mean, — 
At  the  sermon  was  seen. 
No  sermon  beside 
Had  the  cods  so  edified. 

Good  eels  and  sturgeon, 
Which  aldermen  gorge  on, 
Went  out  of  their  way 
To  hear  preaching  that  day. 
No  sermon  beside 
Had  the  eels  so  edified. 

Crabs  and  turtles  also, 
Who  always  move  slow. 
Made  haste  from  the  bottom 
As  if  the  devil  had  got  'em. 
No  sermon  beside 
Had  the  crabs  so  edified. 

Fish  great  and  fish  small, 
Lords,  lackeys,  and  all, 
Each  looked  at  the  preacher, 
Like  a  reasonable  creature : 
At  God's  word, 
They  Anthony  heard. 


THE    TICAR    OF    BkAT. 


Ml 


Mrmon  now  ended, 
I  tamed  and  descended ; 
pikea  went  on  stealing, 
eels  wait  on  eeling ; 
Mnoli  delighted  were  ther, 
Bat  preferred  the  old  way. 

orabs  are  bock^den, 
stook-flah  thiok-uders, 
carps  are  sharp-set, 
the  sermon  forget; 
Ifoch  delighted  were  they, 
Bnt  preferred  the  old  way. 


IE  VIOAB  OF  BRAY. 

Sing  Oharles's  golden  daya, 
lojtJt;  no  harm  meant, 
i  high-chnrchmaD  was  I, 
1 1  got  prefortnent. 
ray  Book  I  never  missed : 
were  by  Giod  appointed. 
are  those  that  dare  redst 
ch  the  Lord's  anointed. 
thu  it  late  that  I'll  maintain 
ntil  my  df/iitg  day,  tir, 
t  whaUomer  king  thallreiffn, 
'ill  I'llhftht  tiear  <^  Bray^  Hr. 

f  al  James  posaesged  the  crown, 

ipery  grew  in  fashion, 

1  laws  I  hooted  down, 

ad  the  declaration ; 

-ch  of  Rome  I  foand  wonld  fit 

ill  my  constitation ; 

d  been  a  Jesuit, 

*  the  rerointion. 

Ihit  it  laiB  that  I'llmaintain 

%til  my  dying  day,  tir, 

:  uhaltomtr  hing  thall  reign, 

ill  I'll  be  tht  vicar  of  Bray,  lir. 


lliam  was  oar  king  declared 
I  the  nation's  grievanco ; 
new  wind  about  I  steered, 
rore  to  him  allegiance ; 
iplea  T  did  revoke, 
jdence  at  a  distance ; 


Fasdve  obedience  was  ajoke, 
A  jest  was  non-reaistance. 
And  thitit  law  that  I'll  maintain 

UitiU  my  dying  day,  tir, 
TKdf  ahatiomer  iinff  thall  rtign, 
Still  I'll  bt  tht  vitsar  tif  Sray,  tir. 

When  royal  Anne  became  oar  qneen, 

The  chnrch  of  England's  glory, 
Another  foce  of  things  was  seen 

And  I  became  a  tory ; 
Occasional  confbrmista  base, 
I  blam'd  their  moderation ; 
And  thonght  the  chnrch  in  danger  waa, 
By  such  prevarication. 
And  Ihit  it  taw  that  I'll  maintaitt, 

Uhtii  my  dying  day,  tir, 
That  uhattotMT  Hag  thall  rrign, 
Still  ru  h»  the  ticar  ^Broy,  tir. 

When  George  in  padding-time  came  o'er, 

And  moderate  men  looked  big,  sir, 
My  principles  I  changed  onco  more. 

And  BO  became  a  whig,  sir ; 
And  thns  preferment  I  procnred 

From  onr  new  faith's  defender ; 
And  almost  every  day  abjured 
The  pope  and  ihe  pretender. 

And  thit  it  lav  that  I'll  maintain, 

Until  my  dying  day,  tir, 
That  what*omer  king  ihall  rei^n, 
Still  ril  be  the  tiear  of  Bray,  tir. 

Th'  illnstrions  house  of  Hanover, 

And  Protestant  snccesaon, 
To  these  I  do  allegiance  swear — 

While  they  con  keep  posseadon : 
For  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 
I  never  more  will  falter. 
And  George  my  lawthl  king  ihall  be — 
Until  the  times  do  alter. 
And  thit  ii  lain  that  I'll  maintain 

Until  my  dying  day,  tir, 
That  tehattaecer  king  thall  reiyji, 
sun  I'll  be  the  wiar  of  Bray,  tir 
AnonmocK 
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THE  VICAR. 

Some  years  ago,  ere  time  and  taste 

Had  turned  our  parish  topsy-torvy, 
When  Darnel  park  was  Darnel  waste, 

And  roads  as  little  known  as  scurvy, 
The  man  who  lost  his  way  between 

St  Mary's  Hill  and  Sandy  Thicket 
Was  always  shown  across  the  green, 

And  guided  to  the  parson's  wicket. 

Back  flew  the  bolt  of  lissom  lath; 

Fair  Margaret,  in  her  tidy  kirtle, 
Led  the  lorn  traveller  np  the  path, 

Through  dean-clipt  rows  of  box  and  myrtle ; 
And  Don,  and  Sancho,  Tramp  and  Tray, 

Upon  the  parlor  steps  collected, 
Wagged  all  ^eir  tails,  and  seemed  to  say, 

"Our  master  knows  yon;  you 're  expected." 

Up  rose  the  reverend  Doctor  Brown, 

Up  rose  the  doctor's  "  winsome  marrow ;" 
The  lady  laid  her  knitting  down. 

Her  husband  clasped  his  ponderous  Barrow. 
Whate'er  the  stranger's  caste  or  creed, 

Pundit  or  papist,  saint  or  sinner. 
He  found  a  stable  for  his  steed. 

And  welcome  for  himself,  and  dinner. 

I^  when  he  reached  his  journey's  end. 

And  warmed  himself  in  court  or  college. 
He  had  not  gained  an  honest  friend. 

And  twenty  curious  scraps  of  knowledge ; 
If  he  departed  as  he  came, 

With  no  new  light  on  love  or  liquor. 
Good  sooth,  the  traveller  was  to  blame. 

And  not  the  vicarage  or  the  vicar. 

His  talk  was  like  a  stream  wliich  runs 

With  rapid  change  from  rocks  to  roses ; 
It  slipped  from  politics  to  puns  ; 

It  passed  trom  Mahomet  to  Moses ; 
Beginning  with  the  laws  which  keep 

Tlie  planets  in  their  radiant  courses, 
And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  dressing  eels  or  shoeing  horses. 

He  was  a  shrewd  and  sound  divine, 
Of  loud  dissent  the  mortal  terror ; 

And  when,  by  dint  of  page  and  line, 
He  'stablished  truth  or  startled  error. 


The  Baptist  found  him  feu*  too  deep, 
The  Deist  sighed  with  saving  aorrow, 

And  the  lean  Levite  went  to  ai^ep 
And  dreamt  of  eating  pork  to-morroi 

Bib  sermon  never  said  or  showed 

That  earth  is  foul,  that  hearen  is  gnd 
Without  refreshment  on  the  road. 

From  Jerome  or  from  Athanisias; 
And  sure  a  righteons  zeal  inspired 

The  hand  and  head  that  penned  and  pk 
them. 
For  all  who  understood  admired. 

And  some  who  did  not  nnderstand  the 

He  wrote  too,  in  a  quiet  way, 

Small  treatbes,  and  smaller  verses. 
And  sage  remarks  on  chalk  and  day, 

And  hints  to  noble  lords  and  nurses; 
True  histories  of  last  year's  ghost ; 

Lines  to  a  ringlet  or  a  tnrban ; 
And  trifles  for  the  *^ Morning  Post; " 

And  nothings  for  Sylvanus  Urban. 

He  did  not  think  all  mischief  fiur, 

Although  he  had  a  knack  of  joking; 
He  did  not  make  himself  a  bear, 

Although  he  had  a  taste  for  smoking 
And  when  religious  sects  ran  mad, 

He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learning. 
That  if  a  man's  belief  is  bad. 

It  will  not  be  improved  by  burning. 

And  he  was  kind,  and  loved  to  sit 

In  the  low  hut  or  garnished  cottage, 
And  praise  the  farmer's  homely  wit, 

And  share  the  widow's  homelier  pott 
At  his  approach  complaint  grew  mild. 

And  when  his  hand  unbarred  the  shn 
The  dammy  lips  of  fever  smUed 

The  welcome  that  they  could  not  uiU 

He  always  had  a  tale  for  me 

Of  Julius  CsBsar  or  of  Venus; 
From  him  I  learned  the  rule  of  three, 

Cat's-cradle,  leap-frog,  and  Qua  genu. 
I  used  to  sange  his  powdered  wig, 

To  steal  the  staff  he  put  such  tmst  in 
And  make  the  puppy  dance  a  jig 

When  he  began  to  quote  Angmtine. 


TWENTT-BIGHT    AKD    TWEKTT-NINE. 


La  «haiige  I   In  v^  I  look 
nDta  in  vhidh  my  bofhood  trifled; 
.  Uwn,  the  trickHng  brook, 
Ks  I  olimbed,  tb«  beds  I  rifled  1 
(>h  is  Urger  than  before, 
laoh  it  bj  a  carriage  entr^ ; 
Lhiee  bondred  people  more, 
ewB  are  fitted  for  the  gentry. 

)  ncar'a  seat ;  jou  11  hear 

Mtrine  of  a  gentle  Johnian, 

ood  ia  white,  wbose  voice  ia  clear, 

)  tone  U  very  Oioeronian. 

I  the  old  roan  lud  t    Look  down 

ooBtme  on  the  slab  before  joa — 

wt  OvUdmut  Brwen, 

alld  non  donandui  lauro." 


T-EIGHT  AND  TWENTY-NINE. 

w  a  nek  man's  dying  High, 
I  ui  infant's  idle  langhter : 
Id  year  went  with  moaming  by — 

new  came  dandng  aiter! 
now  shed  her  lonely  tear — 
reveliy  hold  her  ladle ; 
boughs  of  cjprees  for  the  bier — 
g  rosea  on  the  cradle ; 

lo  wait  on  the  ftmeral  state, 
es  lo  poor  the  wine ; 
liem  for  twenty-eight, 

a  health  to  twenty-nine  I 

ir  haman  happmeasi 
I  for  hnman  sorrow  t 
«t«rday  is  nothingness— 
t  else  will  be  onr  morrow  ? 
reatj  most  be  stealing  hearts, 

knavery  stealing  pnrses ; 
oka  most  live  by  making  tarts, 

wits  by  making  verses ; 
aagea  prate,  and  conris  debate, 
same  stars  set  and  shiae ; 
le  world,  as  itroUed  throngh  twen- 
ty-eight, 
:  roll  through  twenty-nine. 

Uog  win  come,  in  Heaven's  good 

tinMs 

he  tomb  faia  bther  come  to ; 


Some  thief  will  wade  Umragh  blood  and 

To  a  orown  he  has  no  ehum  to ; 
Some  Bnfiering  land  will  rend  in  twuu 

The  manacles  that  bonnd  her. 
And  gather  the  links  of  the  broken  chain 

To  bsten  tliem  proudly  roond  her ; 
The  grand  and  great  will  love  and  hate. 

And  combat  and  combine ; 
And  much  where  we  were  in  twenty-eigh^ 

We  shall  be  in  twenty-nine. 

O'Oonnell  will  toil  to  ruse  the  rent, 

And  Eenyon  to  snk  the  nation ; 
And  Shiel  will  abnse  the  Parliament, 

And  Peel  the  assodation  ; 
And  thought  of  bayonets  and  swordk 

Will  make  az-ohancellora  merry; 
And  jokee  will  be  ont  in  the  honae  of 
lords, 

And  throats  in  the  county  of  Kerry ; 
And  writers  of  weight  will  specnlate 

On  the  cabinet's  design ; 
And  jnst  whatit  did  in  twenty-eight 

It  will  do  in  twenty-nine. 

And  the  godded  of  love    vill  keep  hci 
smiles. 

And  the  god  of  cups  his  orgies ; 
And  there  '11  be  riots  in  St.  Gilea, 

And  weddings  in  St.  George's: 
And  mendicants  will  sop  like  kings. 

And  lords  will  swear  iika  lacqueys; 
And  black  eyes  oft  will  lead  to  rings. 

And  lings  will  lead  to  black  eyes ; 
And  pretty  Koto  will  soold  lier  mate. 

In  a  dialect  all  divine ; 
Alas !  they  mniricd  in  twcntj-cigbt, 

They  will  part  in  twenty-nine. 

My  uncle  wilt  swathe  his  gouty  limbs, 

And  talk  of  his  oils  and  blubbers; 
Uy  aunt.  Miss  Dobbs.  will  play  lonsvr 
hymus, 

And  rather  longer  rubbers: 
My  consin  in  Parliament  will  prove 

How  utterly  mined  trade  is ; 
My  brother,  at  Eton,  will  fall  in  love 

With  half  a  hundred  l»d\«a . 
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My  patron  will  sate  his  pride  from  plate, 
And  his  thirst  from  Bordeanz  wine — 

Ifis  nose  was  red  in  twenty-eight, 
'  T  will  be  redder  in  twenty-nine. 

And  oh  1  I  shall  find  how,  day  by  day, 
All  thoughts  and  things  look  older — 

How  the  langh  of  pleasure  grows  less  gay. 
And  the  heart  of  Mendship  oolder; 


But  still  I  shall  be  what  I  have  1 

Sworn  foe  to  Lady  Reason, 
And  seldom  troubled  with  the  s 

And  fond  of  talking  treason  ; 
I  shall  buckle  my  skate,  and  lea 

And  throw  and  write  my  Une 
And  the  woman  I  worshipped 
eight 

I  shall  worship  in  twenty-nin* 

WnmnoF  Mackwo) 


PART    VII. 
OEMS   OF   TRAGEDY   AND   SORROW. 


The  mourDful  (uneral  slow  proceeds  behind, 
Arrayed  in  black,  the  heavj  head  declined ; 
Wide  yswDS  the  grave  ;  dull  tolls  [be  solemn  bell ; 
Dark  lie  tbe  dead ;  and  long  Ihe  last  fareirell. 
There  music  sounds,  and  dsncen  shake  the  ball  i 
But  here  <be  silent  tears  iaccasnnt  full. 
Ere  Uirth  can  veil  her  ctimedj  begin, 
The  tragic  demon  on  conies  thundering  in, 
Confoands  tbe  actors,  damps  (he  merry  sbov. 
Jliid  tnroB  tbe  loodett  laugh  to  deepest  Roe. 


as   OF   TRAGEDY   AND   SORROW. 


PATRICK  8PENS. 


he  blude-red  wine; 

Till  I  get  a  Bkcely  skipper 

lis  new  sLip  of  Tiiitiel  " 

nko  an  eldern  knight, 
ting's  right  knee : 
Spens  is  the  best  sailor 
lailed  the  sea." 

writtea  a  braid  letter, 

it  with  Ms  band, 
3  Sir  Patrick  Spens, 
ig  on  tbe  strand. 

y,  to  Noroway, 
ty  o'er  the  tamx ;, 
aghtcr  of  Noroway, 
uauD  bring  berhamel" 

i  thai  Sii  Fatnck  read, 

>ad  langbed  he ; 

rd  that  Sir  Patrick  read, 

liis  lias  done  this  deed, 

:ho  king  o'  me, 

it  at  tltis  time  of  the  year, 


be  it  weet,  be  it  hail,  be  i 

oat  «ul  the  faem ; 
nghter  of  Korowaj, 
nt  fetch  ber  haine." 


Tbey  hoysed  their  eaila  on  Uonanday  mom 

Wi'  a'  the  speed  they  may ; 
They  bae  lauded  in  Noroway 

Upon  a  Wodensday, 

They  hadua  been  a  week,  a  week 

In  Noroway,  bnt  twae. 
When  that  the  lords  o'  Noroway 

Began  aloud  to  say : 

"  7e  Soottishmeo  spend  a'  onr  king's  gowd 

And  a'  onr  qneenis  fee." 
"  Ye  lie,  ye  lie,  ye  liars  loud  1 

Fn'  lond  I  hear  ye  lie ! 

"For  I  hae  brought  as  much  white  monio 

As  gane  my  men  and  me, — 
And  I  bae  brought  a  half-fou  o*  gnde  red 
gowd 


Onto 


"Make   ready,    make    ready,  my  merry 

Our  gude  ship  sdls  the  mom." 
"  Now,  ever  alake  I  my  master  dear. 
I  fear  a  deadly  storm  I 

"  1  saw  the  new  moon,  late  yestreen, 
Wi'  the  auld  moon  in  her  arm ; 

And  if  we  gang  to  sea,  master, 
I  fear  we  '11  come  to  harm." 

Tbey  hadna  smled  a  league,  a  lea^e, 

A  league,  but  barely  three, 
When  the  lift  grew  dark,  and  the  wind 
blew  loud, 

And  gnrly  grew  the  ae&. 


Tiie  ankers  bTak,  and  the  topmasts  Up, 

It  was  Bic  B,  deadly  storm ; 
And  the  waves  come  o'er  Oxe  broken  ehip 

Till  a'  her  sides  were  torn. 

'  Oh  where  will  I  get  a  gude  sailor 

To  take  tn;  helm  in  hand. 
Till  I  get  up  to  the  tall  tojimast 

To  see  if  I  can  spy  land  ? " 

"  Oh  here  am  I,  a  sallur  goAe, 

To  take  the  holm  ic  '-— ■" 
Till  yon  go  up  to  the  i 

But  r  fear  you  'U  oe 

He  hadoa  gone  a  step, 

A  step,  but  barely  s 
When  a  boult  flew  ou 

Aud  the  salt  sea  it  c 

"Gae  fetch  a  web  o'  t 

Another  o'  the  twir 
And  wnp  them  into  o 

And  ktiia  the  sea  coj^,. 

They  fetched  a  web  o'  the  silken  claith. 

Another  o'  the  twine, 
And  they  wapped  them  ronn'  that  gnde 
ship's  side, 

— But  still  the  sea  came  in. 

Oh  laith,lflith  were ourgude  Scots  lords 
To  weet  their  cork-heeled  shoon  1 

But  lang  or  a'  the  play  was  played, 
Tliey  irat  their  hats  aboon. 

And  monj  was  the  feather-bed 

That  floated  on  the  fiiem ; 
And  mony  vas  the  gnde  lord's  son 

That  never  mair  come  hame. 

Tlie  ladyes  wrang  their  fingers  white, — 

The  m^dens  tore  their  hur ; 
A'  for  the  sake  of  their  trne  lovca, — 

For  them  they  1]  see  na  mair. 

Ob  lang,  lang  may  the  ladyes  ut, 
Wi'  their  fans  into  their  band. 

Before  they  see  Sir  Patrick  Spent 
Come  sailing  to  the  strand  I 


And  tang  lang  may  the  mald«u  i^j 
W  tbeir  gowd  kaims  In  their  i4 

A'  irMting  for  ihcir  ain  door  lori^ 
For  tbeio  tb«y  '11  nvc  ua  coatr. 

Oh  forty  miles  offAbcrdoor 

T  is  Glty  fathoms  d<9ep,  , 

And  there  lies  gnde  Sir  Patrick  Spi 
W  the  Scota  lords  at  his  feet 

AMU 

CHILD  NORTOE.        ' 

Cbild  Nobtoz  1b  a  clever  youug  m 
Ho  wavers  wi'  the  wind ; 

His  horse  was  silver  shod  before, 
With  the  beaten  gold  behind. 

Ho  caUed  to  Iiis  little  man  John, 

Saying,  "  You  don't  see  wliat  I  Ml 
For  ob  yonder  I  see  the  very  firfivt 
That  ever  Jovtd  me. 

"  Here  is  a  glove,  a  glove,"  he  mi, 
"  Lined  with  tlie  silver  gray ; 

Ton  may  tell  her  to  come  to  the 
green  wood, 
To  speak  to  child  Nory. 

"  Here  is  a  ring,  a  ring,"  he  says, 
"It's  all  gold  bnt  the  staoe; 

You  may  tell  her  to  come  to  the 
green  wood, 
And  ask  the  leave  o'  nane." 

"  So  well  do  I  love  your  errand,  mj  i 
But  far  better  do  I  love  my  life ; 

Oh  would  ye  have  me  go  to  Loii  Be 
cutel. 
To  betray  away  his  wife  t "' 

"Oh  do  n't  I  give  you  meat,"  he  saji, 
"  And  do  n't  I  pay  yon  feel 

How  dare  yon  stop  my  errand  I "  he 
"My  orders  yon  most  obey," 

Oh  when  he  came  to  Lord  Barnard's 

He  tinkled  at  the  ring ; 
Who  was  as  ready  as  LordBantiidti 

To  let  this  little  boy  in  I 
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t  glove,  s  glove,"  he  nja, 

with  the  ulver  gray; 

idden  to  come  to  the  morr;  green 

od, 

k  to  ChUd  Nory. 

a  riDg,  &  ring,"  be  says, 

Jgoldbot  thestane: 

idden  to  come  to  the  merry  green 

od, 

L  the  leave  o*  none." 

lard  he  iras  standing  by, 
angry  man  was  he : 
>  did  I  think  there  woe  a  lord  in 

'loved  bnt  mel" 

sedbimBclfinthellolliLndBniooka, 

rmeDts  that  was  gay ; 
away  to  the  merry  green  wood, 
k  to  Child  Nory. 

7ce  sits  on  yonder  tree — 
sties  and  he  sings : 
lie  to  nie,"  says  Child  Noryce, 
(r  my  mother  comes !  " 

■jee  he  came  off  the  tree, 
iher  to  take  ofTthe  horse; 
;e,  aIaoel"says  Child  Noryce, 
other  was  ne'er  so  gross." 

lard  he  had  a  little  small  sword, 
ing  low  down  by  his  knee ; 
B  head  off  Child  Noryce, 
t  the  body  on  a  tret. 

I  he  came  to  his  cnstcl, 
Ilia  lody's  hall, 
the  head  into  her  hip, 
"  Ijuly,  there  is  a  ball  I ' 

d  np  the  bloody  head, 
Tod  it  frae  check  to  chin : 
er  do  I  love  this  bloody  head 
I  my  royal  kin. 

wa«  in  my  father's  castel, 
firginitie, 

w  a  lord  into  the  north, 
Ud  Tforjta  with  me," 
01 


"Oh  wae  be  to  tliee,  L»dy  Uai^aret,"  hf> 
•wd, 

"And  an  ill  death  may  yon  die; 
For  if  yon  had  told  me  he  waa  yonr  son. 

He  had  ne'er  been  slain  by  me." 
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"  On  wha  will  ahoe  my  &ir  fotit, 
And  wha  will  glove  my  han't 

And  wha  will  lace  my  middle  jimp 
Wi'  a  new  made  London  ban' t 

"  Or  wha  will  kemb  my  yellow  Lair 
Wi'  a  new-made  silver  kemb  f 

Or  wha  11  be  father  to  my  yonng  bairn, 
nil  love  Gregor  come  harae? " 

"  Year  father  'II  shoe  yonr  fiur  foot, 
Yonr  mother  glove  your  han' ; 

Your  sister  lace  your  middle  junp 
Wi'  a  new-made  London  ban' ; 

"Your brethren  will  kcnib  yonr yeUf>w  ball 

Wi'  a  new  made  silver  kemb; 
And  the   king  o'    heaven  will  fatlier  yoni 

Till  love  Gregor  come  iiame." 

"  Oh  gin  I  had  a  bonny  ship, 

And  men  to  sail  wi'  me, 
It  'b  I  wad  gang  to  my  trne  love, 

Sinhowinna  come  tome!" 

Iler  father's  ^eo  her  a  bonny  ship. 

And  sent  her  to  the  stran' ; 
She 's  taeu  her  young  son  in  her  arni«. 

And  turned  her  back  to  the  Ian,' 

She  hadna  been  o'  the  sea  sailin' 

About  a  month  or  more, 
Till  landed  has  she  her  bonny  ship 

Near  her  true-love's  door. 

Thenicbtwasdark,  and  the  wind  blew  cold. 

And  her  love  was  fast  aslee[i. 
And  the  bairn  that  was  in  her  twa  arine 

Fa'  aair  began  to  greet. 


^^B^^^^l^ 

1 
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Laog  stood  aha  at  Ler  Irae  liive'g  door, 

»  Awa,  awa,  J  eiU  woman  I 

And  kng  tirled  at  tlie  pin ; 

Oao  frae  my  door  for  ahame; 

At  leoglh  up  gnt  his  fnuae  mother, 

For  I  hae  gotten  anitlier  Mrlwe- 

Saj-8,  "Wha's  that  wnd  be  int" 

Sae  ye  may  hie  jo«  Lame-" 

*•  Oh  it  is  Annie  of  I-ochrojan, 

"Oh  bae  ye  gotten  (Lnitliw  Mr  latt, 

Your  love,  come  o'er  the  »ea, 

For  a'  the  oatLa  ye  s«rar«t 

But  tmd  joai  jonng  son  in  her  arms; 

Then  fnre  ye  weel,  now,  fans*)  Ci-tf 

So  open  the  door  lo  me." 

For  me  je's  never  see  mair!- 

"Awa,  awft,  ye  ill  womanl 
Yon 're  niw  cornel 

Oh  hooly,  hooiy  gacd  she  b«It, 
As  tho  day  begatt  to  pocp; 

You'rebntanitch,' 

Siio  act  her  fool  on  good  ship  b«mi, 

Or  mermaid  o'  the 

And  aair,  »air  did  she  w««p. 

"Tnkdown,  t«k  down  the  mart  o"! 

"  I  'm  uae  a  witch  or 

Set  Dp  t!i«  niaat  o'  tree ; 

Or  mennaidon,"  ri 

ni  seia  it  a  fonwlten  lady 

"I'm  but  your  Aunt 

To  Hul  «ae  gallantUe. 

Oh  open  the  door  i 

"  Tiik  down,  tak  down  tho  uik  o'  i 

"Oh  gin  ye  be  Annie 

SetuptheaaiUo'«kin; 

Aa  I  trust  nol  ye  b 

111  aets  the  onUide  to  be  pkj. 

Wliat  taiken  cm  jo  ^ 

ffhnn  Uitre ''  sic  gri«f  witliini " 

I  kept  yonr  companie 

"  Oh  dimia  ye  mbd,  love  Gregor,"  she  says, 

*  Whan  we  sat  at  the  wine, 
Elow  we  changed  the  napkins  frae  oar 
necks t 

It  'a  nae  sae  lang  Biiisyne. 

"And  yonrs  was  gndc,  and  gude  enough, 

But  nae  eao  gude  as  mine ; 
For  yonrs  was  o'  tho  cnmbrick  clear, 

But  mine  o'  the  silk  sao  fine. 

■'  And  dinna  ye  mind,  love  Gregor,"  she 
eayj, 

"  Aa  we  twa  sat  at  dine, 
HiiW  we  changed  the  rings  frae  onr  fingers. 

And  I  can  shew  thee  thine: 

"And  yonrs  was  gnde,  and  gade  enough. 

Yet  nae  sae  gude  as  mine ; 
For  yonrs  was  o'  the  gude  red  gold, 

But  mine  o'  the  diamonds  fine. 

"Sau  open  Uie  door,  now,  love  Oregor, 

And  open  it  w{'  speed ; 
Or  your  jonng  aon,  that  is  in  my  arms, 
For  cnM  will  aonn  be  dead."* 


Love  Gregor  started  fme  his  sleep, 
And  to  his  mother  did  say ; 

"I  dreamt  a  dream  this  night,  mhhe 
That  moka  my  heart  richt  wae; 

"  I  dreamt  that  Annie  of  LochroTSii 
Tho  flower  o'  a'  her  kin, 

Was  stondin'  mournin'  at  my  door; 
Butnanewad  lat  her  in." 

'  Oh  there  was  a  woman  stood  at  the  d< 
Wi'  a  bairn  intill  her  arms; 
But  I  wadua  let  her  within  the  bowl 
For  fear  she  hud  done  you  hurtu," 

Oh  quickly,  quickly  raise  he  up, 
And  fast  ran  to  the  strand ; 

And  there  he  saw  ijer,  ftur  Annie, 
Was  sailing  froe  the  land. 

And  "  heigh,  Annie  1  "  and  "  how, . 

O,  Annie,  winna  ye  bide  T " 
But  ay  the  loader  that  he  cried  "i 

Tho  higher  raired  the  tide. 

And  "heigh,  Annie  1 "  and  "how, : 
O,  Annie,  speak  to  me  1 " 

But  ay  the  louder  that  be  cried  *i 
1\t«  Xciu&tiT  i«iii«d  the  sea. 
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r  load,  and  tbe  sea  grew  I     Aa  he  gaed  up  the  Teanies  bank, 
I  wot  he  gaed  wi'  sorrow, 

waa  rent  in  twdn  ;  Till,  down  in  a  den,  lie  spied  niiM  armed 

IT  her,  fair  Annie,  men, 

On  the  dowie  honms  of  Yarrow. 


g  o'er  the  maio. 

ing  son  in  her  arms, 
aboon  the  tide ; 
lands,  and  fast  he  ran, 
in  the  sea  sae  wide. 

■  by  the  yellow  hair, 
>r  to  the  strand; 
,iff  was  every  limb, 
ached  the  land. 

,  her  cherry  cheek, 
kiat  her  chin : 
it  her  ruby  lips, 
13  noo  breath  witbiu. 

.rned  o'er  fair  Annie, 
was  ganging  down ; 
.  bis  heart  it  briist, 
to  licaveD  has  liuwn. 


DESS  OF  YARROW. 

.rinking  the  wine, 
f  paid  the  Inwing, 
ibat  tbuin  between, 
I  the  dan'ing. 

irac,  my  noble  lord ! 

ler  will  yon  hutriiy 
e  houms  of  Yarrow." 

eel,  mj  ladjugaje! 

.ocl,  my  Sarah  1 

e,  though  I  ne'er  rtturc 

cheek,  she  kaimed  bis  hair, 
td  done  before,  oh ; 
.  with  his  noble  lirnnd, 
raj  to  Yarrow, 


"  Oh  coQW  ;e  here  to  part  yonr  land, 

The  bonnie  forest  thorough  I 
Or  come  ye  here  to  wield  your  brand, 

On  the  dowie  houms  of  Yarrow  I " — 

"  I  come  not  here  to  part  mj  land, 
And  neither  to  beg  nor  borrow ; 

I  come  to  wield  my  uohle  brand, 
On  the  bonnie  banks  of  Yarrow. 

"  If  I  see  all,  ye 're  nine  to  ane ; 

And  that 's  an  nnequal  marrow : 
Yet  will  I  fight,  while  lasts  my  brand. 

On  the  bonnie  banks  of  Yarrow." 

Fonr  lioa  he  hurt,  and  five  lias  slain, 
On  the  bloody  braea  of  Yarrow, 

Till  that  stubborn  knight  came  him  beliind 
And  ran  liis  body  thorongh. 

"  Gne  haiiie,  gae  Jiame,  good  brotlier  Jolin, 

And  tell  your  sifter  Sarab, 
To  come  and  lift  her  leafu'  lord ; 

He's  aleepin'  soond  on  Yarrow," — 

"  Yestreen  I  dreamed  a  dolefu'  dream ; 

I  fear  there  will  be  sorrow  I 
1  dreamed  I  pu'd  the  heather  green, 

Wi'  my  true  love,  on  Yarrow, 

"O  gentle  wind,  that  blowctli  south, 
From  where  my  lovo  rcpairelh, 

Convey  a  kisa  from  his  dear  month. 
And  tell  me  bow  he  fareth  1 

"lint  in  the  glen  strive  armed  men; 
They  've  wronght  mo  dole  and  sorrow ; 

Tlioy've  slain — the  comelicst  knight  they  Ve 

lie  bleeding  lies  on  Yarrow." 

As  she  sped  down  yon  high,  high  bill, 
She  gaed  wi'  dole  and  sorrow. 

And  in  the  den  spied  ten  slain  men, 
On  the  dowie  banks  of  Yenvw. 


POEMS  OF  TBAGKDT  AND  SORROW, 


Bhe  kisBcd  Lis  cheeks,  Ai6  kaimed  his  boir, 
She  Marched  hia  wounds  all  tliorongh; 

Bhe  kissed  them,  till  her  iips  grew  red. 
On  the  dowie  houms  of  Tarrow. 

"Now   hand   jour   tongue,  my  dnughter 
dearl 

For  ft'  this  breeds  but  sorrow; 
111  wed  ya  to  a  better  lord, 

Thftn  him  ye  lost  on  Yarrow."— 

"Oil  hand  yoar  toopne,  ray  fa 

Ye  rabd  me  but  of  sorrow ; 
A  fairer  ruee  did  never  bloom 

Than  now  lies  cropped  on  Yi 


THE  RRAES  OF  YAW 

'  Bdik  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonnie,  bonnle  bnae: 
Bnek  ye,  busk  jc,  my  winsome  marrow ! 

Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonnie,  bonnie  bride, 
And  think  nae  raoir  of  the  brae*  of  Yarrow." 

"  Where  got  ye  that  bonnie,  bonnie  bride. 
Where  got  ye  that  winsome  marrow  ? " 

"I.got  her  where  I  danrna  weel  be  seen, 
Pn'iag  the  bjrks  on  the  briies  <if  Yarrow. 

'Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  bonnie,  bonnie 

Weep  not,  weep  nol,  my  winsome  marrow ! 
Nor  let  thy  lieiirt  lament  to  leave 
Pu'ing  tho  birka  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow.*' 

"Why  dots  she  weep,  thy  bonnie,  bonnie 
bride  f 

Why  does  she  weep,  thy  winsome  marrow? 
And  why  duur  ye  nae  mair  weel  be  seen 

Pu'ing  the  birka  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow!" 

'Lang  maun  slje  weep,  lang  mnun  she,  maun 
she  ncep— 
Lang  maim  she  weep  wi'  dule  and  sorrow; 
dnd  Jang  iii:mn  I  ime  ninir  weel  be  »een 


"  For  ilie  has  lint  her  lorer,  lover  deipv     1 
Her  lover  dear,  tie  canse  vtntmr; 

And  I  hne  slain  the  comelieat  swiSe 
That  e'er  pu'dbirks  on  the  braes  of  Yanm 

"Why  runs  thy  stream,  0  Yarrow,  Tiwr- 
red) 
Why  on  thy  brnea  heard  the  veixt  of  w 

And  why  yon  melancholions  weeds 
Kung  on  the  lionoie  birks  of  Yarrow  I 

,t'B  yonder  floats  on  tUe  rueful,  nuU 

flood? 
it's  yonder  floataT — Oh,  dule  aiul  >■(- 

rowl 

t,  the  comely  swain  I  dew 
in  tlio  dulefti'  braes  of  Ynmw, 

h,Oh  waslihia  wonnds,  hi*  woqdIiIi 
team, 

wounds  in  t«rirs  o'  dnle  aad  pamn; 
rrsp  his  limbs  in  monming  wted^ 
AiiJ  lay  him  on  the  banks  of  Yarrow. 

"  Then  build,  then  build,  ye  sisters,  sister*  sal 
Ye  sisters  sad,  his  tomb  wi'  sorrow; 

And  weep  around,  in  waeftil  wise. 
His  hapless  fate  on  the  braes  of  Yairo*! 

"  Curse  ye,  cnrse  ye,  his  useless,  D»elee»  sliieU. 

The  arm  that  wrought  the  deed  of  torn; 
The  fatal  apear  that  piereed  his  breait, 

Ilis  comely  breast,  on  the  braes  of  Yirrv*' 

"Did  I  not  B-orn  thee  not  to,  not  to  lofe, 
Ajid  warn  from  fight  t     Bnt,  lo  my  Mm)*, 

Too  raiildy  bold,  a  stronger  arm  thoo  oict'A 
Tliou  met'st,  and  fell  on  the  braea  of  Tir 


Sweet  smella  tiie   birk ;   green  grows,  pM 
grows  the  grass; 

Yellow  oa  Tarrow'a  braes  the  gowu; 
Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock ; 

Sweet  the  wave  of  Yarrow  flowiBgl 

"Fiowa  Yarrow  sweet?     As  awcel,  M  f* 
flows  Tweed ; 
As  green  ite  grass ;  its  gowan  U  ydl*"; 
As  aweet  smella  on  its  braes  t!ie  "•^' 


Pa'iag  the  Wrks  on  the  brnes  of  Ymyow.    \     T\ui  o.\(\At  ^roai'** itwits  w 
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isthflorel  £ur,  fur  indeed  th J  love  1 
rer;  bands  thoa  didat  him  fetter; 
be  naa  f^,  and  well-beloved  again, 
I  he  never  loved  thee  better. 

;e,  then,  busk,  m^  boooie,  bonnie 

fe,  bosk  je,  my  winsome  marrow  I 
,  and  lo'e  me  on  the  banka  of  Tweed 
hink  nae  mair  on  the  braes  of  Yar- 


an  I  bask  a  bonnie,  bonnie  bride! 
^ao  I  bmk  a  winsome  marrow  t 
1 1  lo'e  him  on  the  bonks  of  Tweed, 
lew  my  love  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow  t 

UTow  fields  m^  never,  never  rain, 
ew,  thy  tender  blossoms  cover  I 
■e  was  basely  slain  my  love, 
ve,  as  he  had  not  been  a  lover. 

17  pot  on  his  robea,  his  robes  of  green, 
orple  vest — 'twas  my  ain  sewing; 
Itched  me  I  I  little,  little  kenned 
as,  in  these,  to  meet  his  ruin. 

>j  took  ont  his  milk-white,  milk-white 

ndful  of  my  dnle  and  sorrow; 

the  too  fa'  of  the  night, 

r  a  corpse  on  the  banks  of  Yarrow  1 

I  rejoiced  that  waefa',  wnefii'  day ; 
;,  my  voice  the  woods  rctaraing; 
',  ere  night  the  sptar  was  flown 
ilew  my  lore,  and  left  ine  mourning. 

:an  my  borbarouB,  barbarous  father  do, 

ith  his  cruel  rage  pursue  me! 

r's  blood  is  on  thy  spear — 

(^nst  thon,  barbarous  man,  then  woo 

let 

[ij.v  Bisters  may  be,  may  be  proud; 
cmol  and  tingentle  twoffing 
me  seek,  on  Yarrow  braefi, 
ver  nailed  in  his  coffin, 

sther  Donglas  may  upbraid, 

strive,   with  threatening  words,  to 


"  Yes,  yes,  prepare  the  bed,  the  bed  uf  love  I 
With  bridttl-sheeta  my  body  covert 

Unbar,  ye  bridal-maids,  the  door  I 
Let  in  the  expected  hnsband-lover] 

"  Bat  who  the  cipccted  husband,  husband  it  ? 

^is  hands,  metliinks,  are  bathed  in  slangli- 
terl 
Ah  me  I  what  ghastly  spectre 's  yon 

Comes  ia  his  pale  shroud,  bleeding  after! 

"Pale  as  he  is,  here  lay  him,  lay  him  down; 

Oh  lay  his  cold  head  on  my  pillow ! 
Take  off,  take  off  these  bridal  weeds. 

And  crown  my  carefHil  head  with  willow. 

"  Pale  though  thon  art,  yet  best,  yet  be«t  be- 

Oh  could  my  warmth  te  life  restore  thee  I 
Yet  lie  all  night  within  my  arms — 
No  yonth  lay  ever  there  before  thee  1 

"  Pale,  pale  indeed,  0  lovely,  lovely  yonth  1 
Forgive,  forgive  so  fonl  a  slaughter. 

And  lie  all  night  within  my  arms. 
No  youth  shall  ever  lie  there  after! " 

"  Return,    return,     0    mournful,    monmfU 

Return,  and  dry  thy  useless  sorrow  1 
Thy  lover  heeds  nought  of  thy  sighs ; 

He  lies  a  corpse  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow." 
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"Willy's  rare,  and  Willy's  fair, 
And  Willy 's  wondrona  bonny; 

And  Willy  teght  te  marry  me, 
Gin  e'er  he  married  ony. 

'■  Ycaireen  I  made  my  bed  fu'  braid, 
This  night  I'U  make  it  narrow; 

For  a'  the  livolang  winter  night 
I  ly  twined  of  my  marrow. 

"Oh  came  you  by  yon  water-side! 

Pou'd  you  tlie  rose  or  lily  t 
Or  came  you  by  yon  meadow  greeo  I 

Or  saw  you  my  swi-et  Willy  t" 


She  songbt  him  east,  eliesougLtliim  weat, 
She  soiiglit  liiui  braid  and  narrow ; 

tiyne  in  tlio  L'leuvmg  of  r  erdg. 
She  found  him  drcwned  in  Tarrow. 


SONG. 


Tar  braes  were  buimv,  Tarrow  stream  1 

When  firat  <.b  iLem  ~ 
Thy  braea  liow  dreary 

When  now  thy  wav 

Fm  ever  now,  O  Tan 

Thou  art  to  mo  a  sV 
For  never  on  thy  banl 

Behold  Diy  love,  th* 

He  promieed  me  a  mi 

To  bear  me  to  liis  ti 
He  promised  me  n  litt 

He  promiBed  me  a  wedding-ring — 
Tiie  wedding-day  waa  flied  to-morrow ; 

Now  he  is  wedded  to  hia  grave, 
Alaa,  Ilia  watery  grave,  in  Tarrow! 

Bweet  were  bis  words  when  lost  we  met; 

My  passion  I  aa  freely  told  him  I 
OUsped  in  his  arms,  I  little  thonght 

That  I  should  never  more  behold  liim! 
Scarce  was  he  gone,  I  saw  his  ghost ; 

It  vanished  with  a  shriek  of  sorrow; 
Thrice  did  the  water- wraith  aseend. 

And  gavo  a  doleful  gronn  thro'  Yarrow. 

Bis  motlier  from  the  window  looked. 

With  all  the  longing  of  a  mother ; 
Uia  little  sister  weeping  walked 

The  green-wood  path  to  meet  her  brother. 
They  sought  him  east,  they  sought  him  west, 

They  sought  him  all  the  forest  thorough  ; 
They  only  saw  the  ciond  of  night, 

They  only  heard  the  roar  of  Tarrow  I 

No  longer  from  thy  window  look, 
ThoD  hast  no  son,  thon  tender  mother ! 

Ko  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  maid; 
Alas,  thoQ  hast  no  more  a  brot\ieT\ 


The  tear  shall  never  l«ave  ntf  tj 
No  other  youth  shall  ■>«>  my  n 

111  eeek  thy  l>ody  in  the  « 
And  then  with  tlira  I'll 
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THE  CRUEL  SISTER. 

LB  were  two  ustars  aat  in  a  boqr, 

a  came  a  knight  to  he  their  vtMB 
Bj/  tht  bonny  mitlAtmt  9/Bimi 


e  oourt#d  tlie  eldcet  with  glora  ondl 

Binncrit,  OlHtuwnt;  I 

it  he  lo'ed  the  yonog«st  abiine  a'  tU 

By  the  icnny  milldatm  of  Shu 

He  courted  the  eldest  with  broach  and 

SiniwrU,  0  BirmorU ; 
But  he  lo'ed  the  yoongest  abone  bis  lif' 
By  the  bonny  milldamt  efBiniu 

The  eldest  she  was  vexed  sair, 

BinncrU,  0  Binnorie; 
And  sore  envied  her  siat«r  fur; 

By  the  bimny  tailldatn*  ^Btntu 

The  eldest  said  to  the  youngeat  ane, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnotit — 
"  Will  ye  go  and  see  oar  father's  ship! 
in?" 
By  the  bonny  miRdaou  o/Binu 

She 's  tn'ea  her  by  the  lily  band, 

Binnorie,  O  Bmnorie— 

And  led  her  doivn  to  the  river  strand; 
By  the  bonny  miUdatiu  qfBi'i'' 

The  yoQDgest  stnde  npon  a  stane, 

Binnorie^  O  Biimori* ; 
The  eldest  came  and  pushed  her  tn : 
\  Bti  llia  fcinvnu  miUiamt 
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took  her  by  the  middle  sma', 

Binnorie^  0  Binnorie  ; 
I  dashed  her  bonnj  back  to  the  jaw ; 
By  the  "bonny  milldams  qf  Binnorie. 

sister,  sister,  reach  your  hand, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 

I  ye  shall  be  heir  of  half  my  land." — 

By  the  hormy  miUdams  of  Binnorie. 

sister,  111  not  reach  my  hand, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie; 

I I  '11  be  heir  of  all  your  land ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

ame  fa'  the  hand  that  I  should  take, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie : 
twined  me  and  my  world's  make." — 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

sister,  reach  me  but  your  glove, 
Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
sweet  William  shall  be  your  love." — 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie, 

ik  on,  nor  hope  for  hand  or  glove  1 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
sweet  William  shall  better  be  my  love, 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

ur  cherry  cheeks  and  your  yellow  hair, 

Binnorie,  0 Binnorie; 
ed  me  gang  maiden  evermair." 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

etimes  she  sunk,  and  ^metimes  she  swam, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
I  she  cam  to  the  miller's  dam  ; 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

father,  father,  draw  your  dam ! 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
e's  either  a  mermaid,  or  a  milk-white 

swan," 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

miller  hasted  and  drew  his  dam, 
Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
there  he  found  a  drowned  woman ; 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 


You  could  not  see  her  yellow  hair, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
For  gowd  and  pearls  that  were  so  rare ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie 

You  could  not  see  her  middle  sma', 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
Her  gowden  girdle  was  sae  bra' ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

A  famous  harper  passing  by, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
The  sweet  pale  face  he  chanced  to  spy ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

And  when  he  looked  that  lady  on, 

Binnorie,  0 Binnorie; 
He  sighed  and  made  a  heavy  moan ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

He  made  a  harp  of  her  breast-bone, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
Whose  sounds  would  melt  a  heart  of  stono ; 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

The  strings  he  framed  of  her  yellow  hair, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie — 
Whose  notes  made  sad  the  listening  ear ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

He  brought  it  to  her  father's  hall, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
And  there  was  the  court  assembled  all ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie 

He  laid  his  harp  upon  a  stone, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
And  straight  it  began  to  play  alone ; 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

**0h  yonder  sits  my  father,  the  king, 
Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
And  yonder  sits  my  mother,  the  queen  ; " 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

"And  yonder  stands  my  brother  Hugh, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
And  by  him  my  William,  sweet  and  true." 
By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binnorie. 

But  the  last  tune  that  the  harp  played  then, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
Was — "  Woe  to  my  sister,  false  Helen  I " 

By  the  bonny  millda/im  of  Biu-ixotV*. 
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LORD  RANDAL. 

"  Oh  where  hae  ye  been,  Lord  Randal,  my 

son? 
Oh  wLero  hae  ye  been,  my  landsome  young 

man  ? " 
"I  hae  been  to  the  wild  wood;    mother, 

make  my  bed  soon, 
For  I  'm  weary  wi*  hunting,  and  fain  wald  lie 

down." 

"Where  gat  ye  your  dinner,  Lord  Randal, 

my  son? 
What  gat  ye  to  your  dinner,  my  handsome 

young  man  ? " 
"I  dined  wi'  my  true-love;  mother,  make 

my  bed  soon. 
For  I'm  weary  wi'  hunting,  and  fiun  wald  lie 

down." 

"  What  gat  ye  to  your  dinner,  Lord  Randal, 

my  son? 
What  gat  ye  to  your  dinner,  my  handsome 

young  man  ? " 
'*  I  gat  eels  boiled  in  broo ;  mother,  make  my 

bed  soon, 
For  Pm  weary  wi'  hunting,  and  fain  wald  lie 

down." 

**  What  became  of  your  bloodhounds,  Lord 
Randal,  my  son  ? 

What  became  of  your  bloodhounds,  my  hand- 
some young  man  ? " 

^*  Oh  they  swelled  and  they  died ;  mother, 
make  my  bed  soon, 

For  Vm  weary  wi'  hunting,  and  fain  wald  lie 
down." 

*  Oh  1  fear  ye  are  poisoned.  Lord  Randal,  my 

sou ! 
Oh  I  fear  ye  are  poisoned,  my  handsome  young 

man  I  " 
'  Oh  yes  1  I  am  poisoned ;  mother,  make  my 

bed  soon, 
For  I  *m  sick  at  the  heart,  and  I  fain  wald  lie 

down." 

AKOXTIIOUIl 
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EDWARD,  EDWARD. 

"  QuHT  dois  zour  brand  sae  drop  wi'  Uaid, 

Edward,  Edwii4 
Quhy  dois  zoor  brand  sae  drop  wT  Uidd, 
And  quhy  sae  sad  gang  zee  oh! 
<t  Oh  I  hae  Idlled  my  haake  sae  gold. 

Hither,  mither: 
Oh  I  hae  killed  my  hauk  sae  gaid, 

And  I  had  nao  mair  hot  hee  oh* 

"  Zoor  haokis  blmd  was  nevir  sae  reid, 

Edward,  Edwirf: 
Zour  hankis  bluid  was  nevir  sae  reid— 
My  ddr  son,  I  toll  thee  Dh.** 
"  Oh  I  hae  killed  my  reid-roan  stdd, 

IGtber,  mither: 
Oh  I  hae  killed  my  reid-roan  steid, 

That  erst  was  sae  fidr  and  free  oh.* 

"  Zonr  steid  was  auld,  and  ze  hae  gat  mair, 

Edward,  Edwirfi 
Zour  steid  was  anld,  and  ze  hae  got  mair^ 

Sum  ether  dnle  ze  drie  oh.** 
"  Oh  I  hae  killed  my  fader  deir, 

^ther,  mitber: 

Oh  I  hae  killed  my  fader  deir — 

Alas  I  and  wae  is  mee  oh  I  ** 

"  And  quhatten  penance  wul  ze  drie  for  tint 

Edward,  Edwirdl 
And  quhatten  penance  wnl  ze  drie  for  tliati 

My  deir  son,  now  tell  me  oh." 
"  He  set  my  feit  in  zonder  boat, 

Mither,  mither: 

He  set  my  feit  in  zonder  boat, 

And  lie  faro  ovir  the  sea  oh.** 

"  And  quhat  wul  ze  doe  wi*  zour  towiis  **• 
zour  ha*, 

Edward,  Edwirdl 
And  qnhat  wul  ze  doe  wi'  zonr  towin  t^^ 
zour  ha'. 
That  were  sae  fair  to  see  oh  t  ** 
"  He  let  thame  stand  til  they  donn  ia', 

Mither,  nuther: 

lie  let  thame  stand  til  they  doun  &*, 

For  here  nevir  mair  maan  I  bee  oh** 
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at  wnl  z«  leive  to  zoor  bairus  and 
rwife, 

Edward,  Edward  I 
wol  le  leive  to  zour  burns  and 
r  wife, 

tnhan  za  g&ng  ovir  the  sea  oh  ?  " 
dis  room— late  them  beg  throw  life, 

Uither,  mitber: 
is  room — late  tbem  beg  throw  life, 
or  tbame  nevir  mur  wol  Isee  ob." 


at  wnl  ze  leive  to  z> 


a  mitber 


Edward,  Edward? 
wol  ze  leive  to  zour  eia  mither 
! 

[y  deir  eon,  now  tell  me  oh.  " 
a  of  hell  frae  me  sail  ze  beir, 

Hither,  mither: 
of  hell  frae  me  sail  ze  beir — 
ic  connset!*  ze  gave  to  me  ob. " 


'HE  TWA  BROTHERS. 

-e  twa  brothers  at  the  scule, 

en  tboj  got  flwfl', — 

ye  pla;  at  the  stane-chacliiDg, 

fe  p!a;  at  the  ba'? 

gae  up  to  jon  bill  head, 

rewell  waraelafa'?" 

play  at  the  stane-chncking, 
I  play  at  the  ba'; 
le  up  to  yon  bonnie  green  hill, 
re  we  11  waraelafa'?" 

led  Dp,  they  warsled  down, 
1  fell  to  the  ground ; 
out  of  William's  pouch, 
e  John  a  deadly  wound. 

le  upon  your  back — 

to  yon  well  fair; 

my  blnidy  wounds  o'er  and  o'er 

y  11  ne'er  bleed  nae  romr." 

I  hia  brother  npon  bis  back, 
m  to  yon  well  fair; 
ed  hie  blnidy  wounds  o'er  and  o' 
r  bleed  ay  mur  and  niair. 


"  Tak  ye  aff  my  Holland  sark. 

And  rive  it  gair  by  gair. 
And  row  il  in  my  blnidy  wounds, 

And  they  '11  ne'er  bleed  nae  mair." 

He 's  taken  aff  bis  Holland  sark. 

And  torn  it  gair  by  gair ; 
He 's  rowit  it  in  his  bluidy  wounda, 

But  they  bleed  ay  mur  aud  mair. 

"Tak  now  aff  my  green  cteidiog. 

And  row  me  saftly  in ; 
And  tak  me  up  to  yon  kirk  style, 

Wbare  the  grass  grows  fair  and  green." 

He 's  token  aff  the  green  oleiding, 

And  rowed  him  saltly  in ; 
He 's  It^d  him  down  by  yon  kirk  style, 

Wbare  the  grass  grows  fur  and  green. 

"What  will  ye  say  to  your  father  dear, 

When  ye  gae  home  at  e'en  ? " 
"111  say  ye 're  lying  at  yon  kirk  style, 
Wbare  the  grass  grows  fair  aud  green." 

"  Oh  no,  oh  no,  mj  brother  dear, 

Oh  you  must  not  say  so ; 
But  say  that  I  am  gane  to  a  foreign  land 

Where  nae  man  does  me  know." 

When  be  sat  in  his  father's  chair, 
He  grew  baitb  pale  and  wan : 

"  Oh  what  blade 's  that  npon  your  brow 
0  dear  son,  tell  to  me." 

'■  It  is  the  blndc  o'  my  gnde  gray  steed — 
He  wadna  ride  wi'  me." 


red, 


"  Oh  thy  steed's  blade  was 

Nor  e'er  sae  dear  to  me. 
Oh  what  blnde  's  this  npon  your  cheek  I 

O  dear  son,  tell  to  me." 
"  It  is  the  blnde  of  my  greyhound — 

He  wadna  hunt  for  me." 

"  Oh  thy  hound's  blude  was  ne'er  sue  red, 
Nor  o'er  sae  dear  to  me. 

Oh  what  blude 's  this  upon  your  hand  t 
0  dear  son,  tell  to  me." 

"  It  is  the  blnde  of  my  gay  goaa  hawk- 
He  wadna  flee  for  me." 
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"  Oh  thy  hawk's  hlade  was  ne'er  sae  red, 

Nor  e'er  sae  dear  to  me. 
Oh  what  blude  's  this  upon  your  dirk? 

Dear  Willie,  tell  to  me." 
»'  It  is  the  blude  of  my  ae  brother, 

Oh  dnle  and  wae  is  me ! " 

**  Oh  what  will  ye  say  to  your  father? 

Dear  WClie,  tell  to  me." 
"  I  'U  saddle  my  steed,  and  awa'  I  '11  ride 

To  dwell  in  some  far  countrie." 

"  Oh  when  will  ye  come  hame  again? 

Dear  Willie,  tell  to  me." 
**  When  sun  and  mune  leap  on  yon  hill — 

And  that  will  never  be." 

She  turned  hersel'  right  round  about, 

And  her  heart  burst  into  three : 

'*My  ae  best  son  is  deid  and  gane, 

And  my  tother  ane  I  '11  ne'er  see." 

Ahohtmovb. 


THE  TWA  CORBIES. 

As  I  gaed  doun  by  yon  house-en' 

Twa  corbies  there  were  sittan  their  lane : 

The  tane  unto  the  tother  sae, 

"  Oh  where  shall  we  gae  dine  to-day  ?  " 

**0h  down  beside  yon  new-faun  birk 

There  lies  a  new-slain  knicht ; 

Nae  livin  kens  that  he  lies  there, 

But  his  horse,  his  hounds,  and  his  lady  fair. 

"  His  horse  is  to  the  huntin  gane. 

His  hounds  to  bring  the  wild  deer  hame ; 

His  lady 's  taen  another  mate ; 

Sae  we  may  make  our  dinner  swate. 

'^  Oh  we  11  sit  on  his  bonnie  briest-bane, 
And  we  11  pyke  out  his  bonnie  grey  een ; 
Wi  ae  lock  o'  his  gowden  hair 
We  11  theek  our  nest  when  it  blaws  bare. 

'*•  Mony  a  ane  for  him  maks  mane, 
But  Lane  sail  ken  where  he  is  gane ; 
Ower  his  banes,  when  they  are  bare, 
The  wind  sail  blaw  for  evermair  I " 

AvoMmom. 


BONNIE  GEORGE  CAMPBEU 

Hie  upon  Hielanda, 

And  low  npon  Tay, 
Bonnie  George  Campbell 

Rade  out  on  a  day. 
Saddled  and  bridled 

And  gallant  rade  he ; 
Hame  cam  his  gade  horse. 

But  never  cam  he ! 

Out  cam  his  auld  mither. 

Greeting  fu'  sair ; 
And  out  cam  his  bonnie  bride 

Rivin'  her  hair. 
Saddled  and  bridled 

And  booted  rade  be ; 
Toom  hame  came  the  saddle. 

But  never  cam  he  I 

"  My  meadow  lies  green, 
And  my  com  is  unshorn ; 

My  barn  is  to  big. 
And  my  baby 's  nnbonu" 

Saddled  and  bridled 
And  booted  rade  ho ; 

Toom  hame  cam  the  saddle, 

But  never  cam  he  I 

Amom 


LAMENT  OF  THE  BORDER  WI 

My  love  he  built  me  a  bonny  bowei 
And  clad  it  a'  wi'  lilye  flour ; 
A  brawer  bower  ye  ne'er  did  eee 
Than  my  true  love  he  built  for  me. 

There  came  a  man,  by  middle  day ; 
He  spied  his  sport,  and  went  away 
And  brought  the  king  that  very  nij 
Who  brake  my  bower,  and  slew  my 

He  slew  my  knight,  to  me  sae  dear 
He  slew  my  knight,  and  poio'd  his 
My  servants  all  for  life  did  flee, 
And  left  me  in  extreraitie. 


B  Bbo6tt  mfllring  my  nian^  \ 

the  corpse,  myself  alane ; 
hia  bodj,  DighC  aDd  daj ; 
creature  came  that  waj. 

loAj  on  mj  back, 
8  I  gaed,  and  whiles  1  atA ; 
grave,  and  laid  him  in, 

:d  him  with  the  Bod  sae  green. 

na  ;e  mj  heart  was  stur, 
id  the  moni'  on  his  yellow  hair? 
la  ye  my  beort  was  was, 
rned  aboot,  awa j  to  gae  } 

man  I  'U  !ova  again, 

my  lovely  knigbt  is  slain ; 

k  of  bis  yellow  hair 

my  heart  for  evenufur. 


FAIR  HELEN. 

e  where  Helen  lies ; 
ly  on  me  she  ones. 
^re  where  Helen  licR, 
rconnell  ]e«I 

heart  that  thongbt  the  thooglit, 
e  hand  that  fired  the  shot, 

arms  bnrd  Helen  drojit, 
to  aaccoarmel 

ye  my  heart  was  snir, 
'e  dropt  down  and  epak  noo  mair? 
e  swoon  wi'  meiklo  care, 
rconnell  lee. 

iwn  the  water  side, 

■  foe  to  be  my  gnidc — 

■  foe  to  be  my  gnide, 
rconnell   lee — 

rn  my  sword  to  draw ; 

1  in  pieces  sma', 
ke  that  died  for  me. 

beyond  compoje, 
;arland  of  thy  hair, 
J  heart  for  evermwr, 
lay  I  die  I 


Oh  that  I  were  where  Helen  lies  I 
Night  and  day  on  me  she  cries ; 
Oot  of  my  bed  she  bids  me  rise — 
Says,  "  Haste  and  come  to  me ! " 

0  Helen  fair  1  O  Helen  chaste  I 
If  I  were  with  thee  1  were  blest. 
Where  thon  lies  low,  and  takes  thy  rest, 

On  fair  Eirconnell  lee. 

1  wish  my  grave  were  growing  green, 
A  winding-sheet  drawn  ower  my  een. 
And  I  in  Helen's  arms  lying, 

On  Mr  Kircounell  lee. 

I  wish  I  were  where  Helen  lies! 
Night  and  day  on  me  she  cries ; 
And  I  am  weary  of  the  skies, 
For  her  sake  that  died  for  me. 


SONG. 

"  0  MiBT,  go  and  call  the  cattle  borne, 

And  cull  the  cattle  home. 
And  call  the  cattle  home. 
Across  the  sanda  o'  Due  !  " 
The  western  wind  was  wild  and  dank  wi'  foair. 
And  all  alone  went  she. 

The  creeping  tide  came  np  along  the  sand. 
And  o'er  and  o'er  the  sntid, 
And  round  and  round  the  sand, 
As  far  as  eye  could  see ; 
The  blindingmistcamedownnnd  hid  the  land. 
And  never  home  came  she. 


ir  float) Tig  hair— 


"  Oh  is  it  weed,  or  fish, 
A  tress  o'  golden 
O'  drowned  maideo's  hair — 
Above  the  nets  at  sea ! 
Was  never  salmon  yet  that  shone  so  fair, 
Among  the  stakes  on  Dee." 

They  rowed  her  in  across  the  rolling  foftiu  - 
The  crael,  crawling  foam. 
The  cmel,  hungry  foant— 
To  her  grave  beside  the  sea; 
But  still  the  bootmen  hear  her  call  tbe  cattlo 

Across  the  sands  o'  Dee. 


460 


POEMS   OF   TRAGEDY    AND    SORROW. 


80HRAB  AND  RUSTUM. 

AN   BPISODB. 

And  the  first  gray  of  morning  Mled  the  east, 
And  the  fog  rose  out  of  the  Oxns  stream ; 
But  all  the  Tartar  camp  along  the  stream 
Was  hushed,  and  still  the  men  were  plunged 

in  sleep. 
Sohrab  alone,  he  slept  not ;  all  night  along 
lie  had  lain  wakeful,  tossing  on  his  bed ; 
But  when  the  graj  dawn  stole  into  his  tent. 
He  rose,  and  clad  himself,  and  girt  his  sword. 
And  took  his  horseman^s  cloak,  and  left  his 

tent. 
And  went  abroad  into  the  cold  wet  fog. 
Through  the  dim  camp  to  Peran-Wisa's  tent. 
Through  the  black  Tartar  tents  he  passed, 

which  stood, 
Clustering  like  bee-hives,   on  the  low  flat 

strand 
Of  Oxus,  whore  the  summer  floods  overflow 
When  the  sun  melts  the  snows  in  high  Pa- 
mere  : 
Through  the  black  tents  he  passed,  o'er  that 

low  strand, 
And  to  a  hillock  came,  a  little  back 
From  the  stream's  brink,  the  spot  where  first 

a  boat. 
Crossing  the  stream  in  summer,  scrapes  the 

land. 
Tlie  men  of  former  times  had  crowned  the 

top 
With  a  clay  fort.     But  that  was  fallen ;  and 

now 
The  Tartars  built  there  Peran-Wisa's  tent, 
A  dome  of  laths ;    and  o'er  it  felts  were 

spread. 
And  Sohrab  came  there,  and  went  in,  and 

stood 
Upon  the  thick-piled  carpets  in  the  tent, 
And  found  the  old  man  sleeping  on  his  bed 
Of  rugs  and  felts ;  and  near  him  lay  his  arms. 
And  Peran-Wisa  heard  him,  though  the  step 
Was  dulled ;  for  he  slept  light,  an  old  man's 

sleep; 
And  he  rose  quickly  on  one  arm,  and  said : 
*'Who  art  thouf  for  it  is  not  vet  clear 

dawn. 
Speak  I  v^  there  newa,  or  any  night  alarm  ?  ^ 


But  Sohrab  came  to  the  bedride,  and  hU 
'^  Thou  know'st  me,  Peran-Wiaa ;  it  if  L 
The  sun  is  not  yet  risen,  and  the  foe 
Sleep ;  but  I  sleep  not    All  night  long  I  fii 
Tossing  and  wakefhl ;  and  I  come  to  theei 
For  so  did  King  Afraaiab  bid  me  seek 
Thy  counsel,  and  to  heed  thee  as  thy  son, 
In  Samarcand,  before  the  army  marched; 
And  I  will  tell  thee  what  my  heart  desirei 
Thou  knowest  if,  since  firom  Ader-bayan  in 
I  came  among  the  Tartars,  and  bore  ano% 
I  have  still  served  Afrasiab  well,  and  shon 
At  my  boy's  years,  the  coorage  of  a  mia. 
This,  too,  thou  know*st,  that  while  I  rtl 

bear  on 
The  conquering  Tartar  enogns  throogfa  fl 

world, 
And  beat  the  Persians  back  on  every  field, 
I  seek  one  man,  one  man,  and  one  alone. 
Rustam,  my  father;  who,  I  hoped,  shod 

greet. 
Should  one  day  greet  upon  some  well-foo^ 

field 
Ilis  not  unworthy,  not  inglorions  son. 
So  I  long  hoped,  but  him  I  never  find. 
Come  then,  hear  now,  and  grant  me  vlul 

ask. 
Let  the  two  armies  rest  to-day ;  but  I 
Will  challenge  forth  the  bravest  Persian  kii 
To  meet  me,  man  to  man.     If  I  prevail, 
Rustum  will  surely  hear  it ;  if  I  fall — 
Old  man,  the  dead  need  no  one,  claim  no  ki 
Dim  is  the  rumor  of  a  common  fight, 
Where  host  meets  host,  and  many  names  M 

sunk; 
But  of  a  single  combat  fame  speaks  clear/ 
He  spoke :  and  Peran-Wisa  took  the  baa 
Of  the  young  man  in  his,  and  sighed,  ti 

said: 
*^  O  Sohrab,  an  unquiet  heart  is  thine! 
Canst  thou  not  rest  among  the  Tartar  chiefi 
And  share  the  battle's  common  chance  wil 

us 
Who  love  thee,  but  must  press  for  ever  iirt 
In  single  fight  incurring  single  risk, 
To  find  a  father  thou  hast  never  seen  t 
That  were  far  best,  my  son,  to  stay  with  w 
Unmurmuring — in  our  tents,  while  it  is  wa 
And  when  His  truce^  then   in 

towns. 
But,  if  this  one  desire  indeed  rolea  alL 
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nek  oQt  Riutam — seek  him  not  through 

fight; 
t  him  in  peooe^  and  oany  to  his  arms— 
ohnb,  autj  vk  miTroanded  son  I 
,  tai  henne  seek  him ;  for  he  is  not  here, 
now  it  is  not  as  when  I  wu  ^onng, 
en  Bustnm  was  in  front  of  ever;  fray ; 
I  now  he  keeps  spart,  and  sits  at  home, 
Ji«9t«u,  with  ZaI,  his  fother  old ; 
ether  that  hte  own  mightj  strength  at  laat 
Is  the  abhorred  approaches  of  old  age 
in  s<Mne  qoarrel  with  the  Persian  kin) 
m  go; — Thon  wilt  noti  yet  my  heart 

forebodes 
agar  or  death  awaits  thee  on  this  field, 
n  would  I  know  thee  safe  mtd  wall,  thongh 

lost 
us-^in  therefore  send  thee  heace,  in 

seek  thy  father,  not  seek  eingle  fights 
Tain.    Bat  who  can  keep  the  lion's  cnb 
■a  ravening!  and  vho  govern  Rnstum' 

son) 
!  Iwillgrant  thee  what  thy  heart  desires." 
ki  s(ud  be,  and  dropped  Sohrab's  hand,  and 

left 

I  bed,  and  the  warm  mgs  ^'hereon  he  lay; 
d  o'er  bis  chilly  limbs  his  woollen  coat 
passed,  and  tied  his  eandab  on  bis  feet, 
d  threw  ■  white  cloak  round  him ;  and  be 

took 
his  right  hand  a  rnler's  staff,  no  sword 
d  on  his  head  he  placed  hia  sheep-akin 

lek,  glossy,  cnrled,  the  fleece  of  Kara-Kul . 
d  raised  the  cnrtsin  of  his  tent,  and  called 
■  herald  to  his  nde,  and  went  abroad. 
rhe  sun,  by  this,  had  risen,  and  cleared  the 

fog 
nn  the   broad   Oius   and    the    glittering 

id  from  their  tents  the  Tartar  horsemen  filed 
.0  the  open  pl^ :  bo  Uamon  bade — 
man,  who,  next  to  Pernn-Wisa,  ruled 
e  host,  and  still  was  in  his  Insty  prime. 
xa  their  black  tents,  long  files  of  horse, 
th«j  streamed : 
when,  Nine  grey  November  morn, 

nurohing  mder  qiread,  of  long-necked 


Stream  over  Oasbin,  and  the  southern  slopes 
Of  Elburi,  from  the  Aialian  estuaries, 

otne  frore  Caspian  recd-bed — sonlhward 

bound 
the  warm  Persian  sea-board:  no  they 

streamed — 
Tartars  of  the  Oins,  the  king's  guard, 
First,  with  blaok  sheep-skin  caps,  and  with 

long  spears ; 
Large  men,  large  steeds ;  who  from  Bokhara 

And  Khiva,  and  ferment  the  milk  of  mares. 
Next  the  more  temperate  Toorkmnns  of  the 

The  Tukas,  and  the  lances  of  Salore, 

And  those  from  Attmck  and  the  Caspian 

Light  men,  and  on  light  steeds,  who  on^ 

The  acrid  milk  of  camels,  and  their  wells. 
And  then  a  swarm  of  wondering  horse,  who 


From    far,    and    a    more    doubtful    service 

The  Tartars  of  Ferghana,  from  the  banks 
Of  tbe  Jaxartes — men  with  scanty  beards 
And  close-set  sknll-caps;   and  those  wilder 

Who  roam  o'er  Kipchak  and  the  northern 

Ealmuks  and  unkcmped  Kuzzaka,  tribes  who 

Nearest  the  pole ;  and  wandering  Kirghizes, 
Who  come  on  shaggy  ponies  from  Pamere. 
These  all  filed  ont  from  camp  into  the  plain. 
And  on  the  other  side  the  Persians  formed : 
First  a  light   cloud   of  horse,   Tartars  they 

seemed. 
The  Ilyats  of  Khorossan ;  and  behind. 
The  royal  troops  of  Persi.i,  borso  and  foo^ 
Marslinlled  battalions  bright  in    bnrnished 

But  Peran-Wisa  with  his  herald  came 
Threading  the  Tartar  squadrons  to  the  front. 
And  with  his  staff  kept  back  the  foremost 

And  when  Ferood,  who  led  the  Persians,  saw 
That  Peran-Wisa  kept  tlio  Tartar*  back, 
He  took  bis  spear,  and  to  the  front  he  came 
And  clieckcd  his  ranks,  and  fixed  them  when 
they  stood. 
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And  the  old  Tartar  came  upon  the  sand 
Betwixt  the  silent   hosts,   and   spal^e,   and 

said: — 
"Ferood,  and  ye,  Persians  and  Tartars, 

hear ! 
Let  there  be  truce  between  the  hosts  to-dav. 
But  choose  a  champion  from  the  Persian  lords 
To  fight  our  champion,  Sohrab,  man  to  man." 

As,  in  the  country,  on  a  morn  in  June, 
When  tlie  dew  glistens  on  the  pearled  ears, 
A  shiver  runs  through  the  deep  corn  for  joy — 
So,  when  they  heard  what  Peran-Wisa  said, 
A  thrill  through  all  the  Tartar  squadrons  ran, 
Of  pride  and  hope  for  Sohrab,  whom  they 

loved. 
But  as  a  troop  of  pedlars,  from  Cabool, 
Cross  underneath  the  Indian  Caucasus, 
That  vast  sky-neighboring  mountain  of  milk 

snow. 
Winding  so  high,  that,  as  they  mount,  they 

pass 
Long  flocks  of  travelling  birds  dead  on  the 

snow, 
Clioked  by   the  air;   and  scarce  can  they 

themselves 
Slake  their   parched  throats  with  sugared 

mulberries — 
In  single  file  they  move,  and  stop  their  breath, 
For  fear  they  should  dislodge  the  overhanging 

snows — 
ISo  the  pale  Persians  held  their  breath  with 

fear. 
And  to  Ferood  his  brother  chiefs  came  up 
To  counsel.     Gudnrz  and  Zoarrah  came; 
And  Feraburz,  who  ruled  the  Persian  host 
Second,  and  was  the  uncle  of  the  king ; 
These  came  and  counselled ;  and  then  Gudiu*z 

said : — 
'^Ferootl,  shame  bids  us  take  their  chal- 
lenge up, 
Yet  champion  have  we  none  to  match  this 

vouth ; 
Ue  has  the  wild  stag's  foot,  the  lion's  heart. 
But  Rustnni  came  last  night;  aloof  he  sits, 
And  sullen,  and  has  pitched  his  tents  apart : 
Him  will  1  seek,  and  caiTy  to  his  ear 
The  Tartar  challenge,  and  this  young  man's 

name. 
Haply  he  will  forget  his  wrath,  and  fight. 
Stand  forth  the  while,  and  take  their  chal- 


So  spake  he ;  and  Ferood  stood  forth  nd 

said: — 
"  Old  man,  be  it  agreed  as  thoa  bast  said. 
Let  Sohrab  arm,  and  we  will  find  a  man.'' 
lie  spoke ;  &nd  Peran-Wisa  tamed,  and  strotb 
Back  through  the  opening  squadrons  to  hii 

tent. 
But  through  the  anxious  Persians  Gudorz  n^ 
And  crossed  the  camp  which  lay  behind,  ui 

reached. 
Out  on  the  sands  beyond  it,  Rustuin's  tenti 
Of  scarlet  cloth  they  were,  and  glittering  gq; 
Just  pitched.    The  high  pavilion  in  the  midit 
Was  Hustum's;    and  his  men  lay  campfli 

around. 
And  Gudurz  entered  Rustnm's  tent,  and  fool 
Hustum.    His  morning  meal  was  done;  W 

still 
The  table  stood  beside  him,  charged  wiA 

food — 
A  side  of  roasted  sheep,  and  cakes  of  brei^ 
And  dark  green  melons.    And  there  Bosta 

sate 
Listless,  and  held  a  falcon  on  his  wrist, 
And  played  with  it ;  but  Gudnrz  came  flri 

stood 
Before  him ;   and  he  looked  and  saw  Ui 

stand ; 
And  with  a  cry  sprang  up,  and  dropped  tin 

bird. 
And  greeted  Gudurz  with  both  hands,  lad 

said: — 
"  Welcome  I  these  eyes  could  see  no  betta 

sight. 
What  news  ?    But  sit  down  first,  and  esXvA 

drink." 
But  Gudurz  stood  in  the  tent  door,flB^ 

said: — 
"  Not  now.     A  time  will  come  to  eat  iD^ 

drink, 
But  not  to-day :  to-day  has  otlier  ;ieed& 
The  armies  are  drawn  ont,  and  stand  at  gstt< 
For  from  the  Tartars  is  a  challenge  brougbt 
To  pick  a  champion  from  the  Persian  lordi 
To  fight  their  chamjnon — and  thon  know^i 

his  name — 
Sohrab  men  call  him,  but  his  birth  is  bid. 
O  Rustum,   like  thy  might  is  this  joap 


lenge  up 


»t 


mans! 


'"f 


He  has  the  wild  stag's  foot,  the  lion^  heart 
And  he  is  yoong,  and  Iran's  chiefii  are  oUL 
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aba  too  weak ;  aod  all  eyes  turn  to  thee. 
iM  down  and  help  OS,  Enstom,  or  we  lose." 
I«  qwke.    But  Rnstom  answered  with  a 

'  Go  to !  if  Iraa's  chie&  are  old,  then  I 
I  older.    If  the  yonng  are  weak,  the  king 
m  rtrugely ;  for  the   king,  for  Eai  Ehos- 

roo, 
Melf  ia  young,  and  honors  yonnger  men 
d  lets  the  aged  moolder  to  their  graves. 
Ann   he   loves  no    more,   bnt  loves  the 

jonng — 

t  jowig  may  rise  at  Sohrah's  vaunts,  not  I. 
r  what  care  I,  though  all  speak  Sohrab' 

fiunel 
r  would  that  I  myself  had  snch  a  son, 
d  not  that  one  slight  helpless  girl  I  bave- 
un  BO  famed,  so  brave,  to  send  to  war, 
d  I  to  tarry  with  the  snow-haired  Zol, 
'  &itber,  whom  the  robber  Afghans  vex, 
d  clip  his  borders  short,  and  drive  his 

herds; 
d  he  has  none  to  gnard  his  weak  old  age. 
ere  wonld  1  go,  and  hang  my  armor  up, 
d  with  my  great  name  fence  that  weak  old 


d  spend  the  goodly  treasures  I  have  got, 
d  rest  my  age,  and  hear  of  Sohrah's  faine, 
d  leave  to  death  the  hosts  of  thankless 

kings, 
d  with   these   slaughterous   hands   draw 

le  spoke,  and  smiled;  and  Gndnrz  made 

'Vlat  then,  O  Knstnm,  will  men  say  to 

this, 
Mn  Sohrab  dares  onr  bravest  forth,  and 

■eeks 
X  most  of  all ;  and  thou,  whom  most  he 

seeks, 
lest  thy  face  ?    Take  heed,  lest  men  should 

say, 
« tMM  M  mi»er  Ru*tum  hoard*  his  fame, 
i  stuns  U>  peril  it  with  younger  num." 
Jid,  greatly  moved,  then  Rustum  made 

reply:— 
0  Oodnn,  wherefore  dost  thon  say  sach 

a  knowert  better  words  than  this  to  say. 
rt  is  oae  mot%  one  less,  obscnre  or  famed, 
iMt  or  nxrao,  young  or  old,  to  me ! 


Are  not  they  mortal!  Am  not  I  myself! 
But  who  for  men  of  nought  would  do  great 

deeds? 
Come,  thou  shalc  see  how  Bostnm  hoards  his 

But  I  will  fight  unknown,  and  in  plain  arras, 
Let  not  men  say  of  Rnstum,  he  was  matched 
In  single  fight  with  any  mortal  man." 
He  spoke,  and  frowned ;  and  Gudnrz  turned, 

Bock  quickly  through  the  camp  in  fear  and 

joy- 
Fear  at  his  wrath,  bntjoy  that  Rustum  came. 
Bat  Rustum  strode  to  his  tent  door,  and 

called 
His  followers  in,  and  bade  them  bring  his 

And  clad  himself  in  steel.    The  arms  he 

Were  plain,  and  on  Lis  shield  was  no  device^ 

Only  his  helm  was  rich,  inlaid  with  gold; 
And  from  the  fluted  spine,  atop,  s  plume 
Of  liorse-hatr    waved,  a  scarlet  horse-hair 

plum.. 
So  armed,  he  issaed  forth ;  and  Ruksb,  his 

Fullowcd    liiin,  like  a    faithful    hound,  at 

Rnksh,  whoso  renown  was  noised  through 

all  the  earth — 
The  horse,  whom  Rustum  on  a  foray  once 
Did  in  Bokhara  by  the  river  find. 
A  colt  beneath  its  diim,  and  drove  him  home 
And  reared  him ;  a  bright  buy,  with  lofty 

Dight  with  a  saddle-cloth  of  liroidored  green 
Crusted  with  gold ;  and  on  tlie  ground  were 

All  beasts  of  chase,  all  bea^its  which  hunters 

So  followed,  Rustum  left  his  tcnt<>,  and  crossed 
The  camp,  and  to  the  Persian  host  appeared. 
And  all  the  Persians  knew  hinj,  anil  with 

Hailed:  but  tho  Tartars  knew  not  who  he 

And  dear  as  the  wet  diver  to  the  eyes 

Of  his  pale  wife,  who  wa'ts  and  weeps  on 

By  sandy  Bahrein,  in  the  Persian  Gnlf — 
longing  all  day  in  tbeblvib  wi««^«!(.i&i^]k^ 
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Having  made  up  his  tale  of  precions  pearls, 
Rejoins  her  in  their  hut  upon  the  sands — 
So  dear  to  the  pale  Persians  Knstmn  came. 

And  Kustum  to  the  Persian  front  advanced: 
And  Sohrab  armed  in  Haman's  tent,  and 

came. 
And  as  a-field  the  reapers  cnt  a  swathe 
Down  through  the  middle  of  a  rich  man's 

com, 
And  on  each  side  are  squares  of  standing 

com, 
And  in  the  midst  a  stubble,  short  and  bare : 
So  on  each  side  were  squares  of  men,  with 

spears 
Bristling;  and  in  the  midst,  the  open  sand. 
Aiud  Rustum  came  upon  the  sand,  and  cast 
His  eyes  towards  the  Tartar  tents,  and  saw 
Sohrab    come  forth,  and  eyed  him  as  he 

came. 
As  some  rich  woman,  on  a  winter's  morn, 
Eyes  through  her  silken  curtains  the  poor 

drudge 
Who  with  numb-blackened  fingers  makes  her 

fire — 
At  cock-crow,  on  a  starlit  winter's  morn. 
When  the  frost  flowers  the  whitened  window 

panes — 
And  wonders  how  she  lives,  and  what  the 

thoughts 
Of  that  poor  drudge  may  be:  so  Rustum 

eyed 
The  unknown  adventurous  youth,  who  from 

afar 
Came  seeking  Rustum,  and  defying  fortli 
All  the  most  valiant  chiefs.     Long  he  perused 
His  spirited  air,  and  wondered  who  ho  was. 
For  very  young  he  seemed,  tenderly  reared; 
Like  some  young  cypress,  tall,  and  dark,  and 

straight. 
Which  in  a  queen's  secluded  garden  throws 
Its  slight  dark  shadow  on  the  moonlit  turf. 
By  midnight,  to  a  bubbling  fountain's  sound — 
So  slender  Sohrab  seemed,  so  softly  reared. 
And  a  deep  pity  entered  Rustum's  soul 
As  he  beheld  him  coming ;  and  he  stood, 
And  beckoned  to  him  with  his  hand,  and 

said: 
"  Oh,  thou  young  man,  the  air  of  heaven 
is  soft. 
And  warm,  end  pleasant;   but  the  grave  is 

cold. 


Heaven's  air  is  better  than  the  cdd  dm 

grave. 
Behold  me :  I  am  vast,  and  dad  in  iron, 
And  tried ;  and  I  have  stood  on  many  i  fid 
Of  blood,  and  I  have  fought  Kith  manj 

foe; 
Never  was  that  field  lost,  or  that  foe  saved. 
O  Sohrab,  wherefore  wilt  thou  rush  on  deatl 
Be  governed :  quit  the  Tartar  host,  and  ooo 
To  Iran,  and  be  as  my  son  to  me, 
And  fight  beneath  my  banner  till  I  die. 
There  are  no  youths  in  Iran  brave  as  (hot 
So  he  spake,  mildly.     Sohrab  heard  U 

voice, 
The  mighty  voice  of  Rustum«;  and  he  saw 
His  giant  figure  planted  on  the  sand — 
Sole,  like  some  single  tower,  which  a  chief 
Has  builded  on  the  waste  in  former  yean 
Against  the  robbers ;  and  he  saw  that  hei 
Streaked  with  its  first  gray  hiura.    Hope  filk 

his  soul; 
And  he  ran  forward  and  embraced  his  knee 
And  clasped  his  hand  within  his  own  in 

said: — 
**  Oh,  bj  thy  father's  head  I  by  thine  oir 

soul  I 
Art  thou  not  Rustum  ?    Speak  I  art  thoa  » 

he?" 
But  Rustum  eyed  askance  the  kneelin 

youth. 
And  turned  away,  and  spoke  to  his  own  stfll 
^^  Ah  me,  I  muse  what  this  young  fox  mil 

mean. 
False,  wily,  boastful,  are  these  Tartar  boj'i 
For  if  I  now  confess  this  thing  he  asks, 
And  hide  it  not,  but  say — Rustum  it  hen^ 
He  will  not  yield  indeed,  nor  quit  our  foes, 
But  he  will  find  some  pretext  not  to  fight 
And  praise  my  fame,  and  profifer  conrteov 

A  belt  or  sword  perhaps — and  go  his  way. 
And  on  a  feast  day,  in  AfrasiaVs  haH, 
In  Samarcand,  he  will  arise  and  cry — 
^  I  challenged  once,  when  the  two  nntoi 

camped 
Beside  the  Oxus,  all  the  Persian  lords 
To  cope  with  me  in  single  fight;  but  they 
Shrank ;  only  Rustum  dared.    Then  he  aoA 
Changed  gifts,  and  went   on  equal  tern 

away.' 
So  will  he  speak,  perhaps,  while  men  ap|to 
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D  were  the  chiebof  Iran  shamed  through 

nd  then  he  tnnied,  and  aternlj  spake 

■load: 
Rise  I    Wherefore  dost  thoD  vainl;  qaes- 

tioD  thaa 
Kostaint    J  am  here,  whom  thon  hast 

caUed 
challenge  forth.    Make  good  thy  vaaat, 

or  yield. 
'.  with  Baatnm  only  thoa  woaldst  fight  1 
h  boy,  men  look  on  Raatnm'a  face  and  flee. 
wdl  I  know,  that  did  great  Enstam 

ore  thy  bee  thia  day,  and  were  revealed, 
n  would    be  then   no  talk  of  fighting 

.  being  what  I  am,  I  tell  thee  this — 
thoa  record  it  in  thine  inmost  soul — 
aer  thon  ahalt  renonnce  thy  vannt,  and 

yield  \ 
else  thy  bonu  ahall  strew  this  sand,  till 

tch  them,  or  Oius  with  his  summer  floods, 

u  iu  snmmer,  wash  them  all  away." 

le  spoke ;  and  Sohrab  answereil,  on  liis 

feet: 
'Art  thon  so  fierce  i    Thon  wilt  not  fright 

n  no  girl,  to  be  nuide  pale  by  words. 

t  this  thon  hast  suid  well :  did  Rastnm 

re  on  this  field,  there  were  no  fighting 

then. 
t  Bnstnm  is  far  hence,  and  we  stand  here, 
gin!    Thon  art  more  vast,  more  dread, 

thani; 
■d  thoa  art  proved,  I  know,  and  I  am 

young— 
t  yet  success  swsjs  with  the  breath  of 

hesTea. 
d  Ihoagh  thou  thinkest  that  thoa  Icnowest 

T  victory,  yet  thoa  canst  not  surely  know, 
'  we  are  all,  like  swimmers  in  the  sea, 
ised  on  the  top  of  a  hage  wave  of  Fate, 
licb  bangs    uncertain  to  which  side    tc 

Ul; 
i  whether  It  will  heave  ns  ap  to  land, 
wbatbet  it  will  rdl  db  out  to  seft— 
ik  cot  to  tM,  to  the  deep  waves  of  death— 


We  know  not,  and  no  search  will  make  de 

Only  the  event  will  teach  ns  in  its  honr." 
He  spake ;  and  Rnatnm  answered  not,  bat 

hurled 
Eis  spear.    Bown  from  the  shoulder,  down 

it  came — 
As  on  some  partridge  in  the  com,  a  hawk, 
That  long  Las  towered  in  the  airy  clouds, 
Drops  like  a  plummet    Sohrab  saw  it  come^ 
And  sprang  aside,  quick  as  a  flash.    The  spear 
Hissed,  and  went  quivering  down  into  the 

Which  it  sent  flying  wide.     Then  Sohrab 

In  turn,  and    full  struck  Rastom's  shield. 

Sharp  rang. 
The  iron  plates  rang  sharp,  but  inrned  the 

And  Rastum  seized  bis  club,  which  none  buf 

be 
Could  wield — an  untapped  trunk  it  was,  and 

Still  rough ;  like  tbose  which  men,  iu  tree- 
less pidns. 
To  build  them  boats,  fish  from  the  flooded 

river?, 
Ilyphasis  or  llydospes,  when,  high  up 
By  their  dork  springs,  the  wind  in  winter- 
Has  made  in  Himalayan  forests  wrack. 
And  strewn  tlie  clianoels  with  torn  houghs — 

BO  huge 
The  club   which    Hustnm  lifted  now,  and 

One  stroke ;  but  again  Sohrab  sprang  aside, 
Lithe  as   the  glancing  snake,  and   the  olub 

Tliundering  to  earth,  and  Icajit  from  Bus- 

And  Kastiim  followed  his  own  blow,  and  fell 
To  his  knees,  and  with  his  lingers  cintchetl 

the  sitnd. 
And  now  might  Sohrab  hare  ausheathed  hit 

And  pierced  the  mighty  Rnatnm  while  Ii« 

Dizzy,  aud  on  his  knees,  and  choked  with 

Bat  he  looked  on.  and  smiled,  nor  bared  hif 
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But  courteously  drew  back,  and  spoke,  and 

said: 
^*  Thou  strik  ^st  too  hard ;  that  dab  of  thine 

will  float 
CpoL  the  summer  floods,  and  not  my  bones. 
But  rise,  and  be  not  wroth ;  not  wroth  am  I. 
So,   when   I  see  thee,  wrath  forsakes  my 

soul. 
Thou  sayest  thou  art  not  Hustum ;  be  it  so. 
Who  art  tliou  then,  that  canst  so  touch  my 

soul? 
Boy  as  I  am,  I  have  seen  battles  too ; 
Have  waded  foremost  in  their  bloody  waves, 
And  heard  their  hollow  roar  of  dying  men ; 
But  never  was  my  heart  thus  touched  before. 
Are  they  from    heaven,  these  softenings  of 

tlie  heart? 
O  thou  old  warrior,  let  us  yield  to  heaven  I 
Come,   plant  we  here  in  earth  our  angry 

spears, 
And  make  a  truce,  and  sit  upon  this  sand, 
And  pledge  each  other  in  red  wine,    like 

friends ; 
And  thou  shalt  talk  to  me  of  Kustum's  deeds. 
There  are  enougli  foes  in  the  Persian  host 
Whom  I  may  meet,  and  strike,  and  feel  no 

pang; 
Champions  enough  Afrasiab  has,  whom  thou 
May'st  fight :  fight  them,  when  tliey  confront 

thy  spear. 
But  oil,  let  there  bo  peace  'twixt  thee  and 

me  I" 
He  ceased.     But  while  he  spake,  Rustum 

had  risen, 
And  Bt()v)d  erect,  trembling  with  rage.     His 

club 
He  left  to  lie,  but  had  regained  his  spear. 
Whose  fiery  point  now  in  his  mailed  right 

hand 
Blazed  bright  and  baleful — ^liko  that  autumn 

star. 
The  baleful  sign  of  fevers.    Dust  had  soiled 
His  stately  crest,  and  dimmed  his  glittering 

arms. 
His  breast  heaved;    his  lips  fojiraed;    and 

twice  his  voice 
Was  choked  with  rage.     At  last  these  words 

broke  way : — 
**  Girl  I  nimble  with  thy  feet,  not  with  thy 

hands ! 
Curled  minion,  dancer,  coiner  of  sweet  words! 


Fight !   let  me  hear  thy  hateM  voice  v 

more! 
Thou  art  not  in  AfrasiaVs  gardens  now 
With  Tartar  girls,  with  whom  thoa  art  wont 

to  dance ; 
But  on  the  Oxus  sands,  and  in  the  danoe 
Of  battle,  and  with  me,  who  make  no  play 
Of  war.    I  fight  it  out,  and  hand  to  hand. 
Speak  not  to  me  of  truce,  and  pledge,  id 

wine! 
Remember  all  thy  valor ;  try  thy  feints 
And  cunning ;  all  the  pity  I  had  is  gone ; 
Because  thon  hast  shamed  me  before  both  th 

hosts. 
With  thy  light  skipping  tricks,  and  thy  giA 

wiles.'' 
He  spoke ;    and  Sohrab  kindled   at  U 

taunts. 
And  he  too  drew  his  sword.    At  once  thq 

rushed 
Together ;  as  two  eagles  on  one  prey 
Come  rushing  down  together  from  the  doodi 
One  from  the  east^  one  from  the  west    TbA 

shields 
Dashed  with  a  clang  together ;  and  a  din 
Rose,  such  as  that  the  sinewy  woodcntten 
Make  often  in  the  forest's  heart  at  mora, 
Of  hewing  axes,  crashing  trees ;  such  blows 
Rustum  and  Sohrab  on  each  other  hailed. 
And  yon  would  say  that  sun  and  stars  toot 

part 
In  that  unnatural  conflict ;  for  a  cloud 
Grew  suddenly  in  Heaven,  and  darkened  tb 

sun 
Over  the  fighters'  heads ;  and  a  wind  rose 
Under  their  feet,   and  moaning  swept  ^ 

plain, 
x\nd  in  a  sandy  whirlwind  wrapped  the  ptii 
In  gloom  they  twain  were  wrapped,  and  the? 

.    alone ; 
For  both  the  on-looking  hosts  on  either  han< 
Stood  in  broad  daylight,  and  the  sky  was  pun 
And  the  sun  sparkled  on  the  Oxns  stream. 
But  in  the  gloom  they  fought,  with  bloodabf 

eves 
And  laboring  breath.    First  Rastnmstmc 

the  shield 
Which  Sohrab  held  stiff  ont    The  8teel-5pil^« 

spear 
Rent  the  tough  plates,  but  fieuled  to  readi  tl 

skin: 
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«» 


id  Rnttmu  plnoked  it  back  with  angr; 
groan. 

en  Sohrab  with  his  sword  smote  Bnatntn's 

ir  cloTQ  its  Bte«l  quite  through ;  but  all  the 

creat 
I  (bore  away;   and  that  prowl  horaehair 

mt  till  now  defiled,  annk  to  the  dnat ; 
id  Roatmn  bowed  his  head.     Bat  then  the 

«v  blacker ;  thimder  rambled  in  the  air, 
id  lightnings  rent  the  clond ;  and  Rnksb, 

the  borse, 
bo  itood  At  hand,  uttered  a  dreadful  crj. 
I  horse's  cry  was  that,  most  like  the  roar 
'some  puned  desert  lion,  who  all  day 
I)  trailed  the  banter's  jarolin  in  his  side, 
id  comes  at  night  to  die  upon  the  sand. 
« two  hotta  heard  the  cry,  and  quaked  for 

fear; 
id  OxDS  cardled  as  it  crossed  his  stretun. 
It  Sohrab   heard,  and  qaailed    not— bat 

roshedon, 
id  struck  agaia ;  and  again  Bastum  bowed 
1  bead.     But  this  time  all  the  blade,  like 

glass, 
nng  in  a  thousnnd  shivers  on  the  helm, 
id  in  his  hand  tbe  liilt  remained  alone, 
«n  Bnstum  raised  his  head ;  his  dreadful 

ir«d,  and  be  shook  on  high  bis  menocing 

spear, 
idshonted  "Rnetum! ''   Sohrab  hoard  that 

id  shrank  amazed ;  back  he  recoiled  one 

step, 
id  scanned  with  blinking  eyes  the  advanc- 
ing form ; 
id  then    he    stood  bewildered ;    and  he 

dropped 
I  covering  shield,  and  tbe  spear  pierced  bis 

side. 
reeled,  and  staggering  bock,  ennk  to  tbe 

ground. 
d  then  the  gloom  dispersed,  and  the  wind 

fell, 
d  the  bright  sun  broke  forth,  and  melted 

iD 
)  clond ;    »aA  Uie  two  nrmies  saw  the 


Saw  Rnstnm  standing,  safe  upon  his  feet. 
And  Sohrab  wouoded,  on  the  bloody  sand. 
Then  with  a  bitter  smile,  Rustum  began : — 
"Sohrab,  thon  thoughlest  in  thy  mind  to 
kill 
A  Persian  lord  this  day,  and  strip  his  corpse^ 
And  bear  thy  trophies  to  Afrasiab's  tent; 
Or  else  that  the  great  Rostnni  would  come 

down 
Himself  to  fight,  and  that  thy  wiles  would 

His  heart  to  take  a  gift,  and  let  thee  go. 
And  then  all  tbe  Tartar  host  would  praise 
Thy  courage  or  thy  craft,   and  spread  thy 

To  glad  thy  father  in  his  weak  old  age. 
Fool  I  thoa  art  slain,  and  by  an  unknown 

Dearer  to  the  red  jackals  sholt  thou  bo, 
Than  to  thy  friends,  and  to  thy  father  old." 
And  with  a  fearless  mien  Sohrab  replied : — 
"  Unknown  thon  art;  yet  thy  fierce  vaunt 

Thou  dost  not  slay  me,  prond  and  boastful 

No!  Rustum  sinys  me,  and  tltt.'<  filial  heart. 
For  were  I  matched  with  ten  such  oien  as 

thou, 
And  I  were  he  who  till  to-day  I  was. 
They  should  bo  lying  here,  1  standing  there. 
But  that  beloved  name  unnerved  my  arm — 
Tliat  nnine,  and  souietbing,  1  coiifi's.%  in  thee, 
Which  troubles  all  my  heart,  and  made  my 

sliield 
Fall ;  and  thy  spear  transfixed  an  unarmed 

foe. 
And  now  thou  boastest,  and  insult'st  my  fate. 
But  bear  tlioii  this,  fierce  iimn— tremble  to 

The  mighty  Rustum  shall  aveitgo  my  death! 
My  father,  whom  I  seek   tlirongh  all  the 

lie  shall  avenge  iny  dentli,  nod  punish  theel' 
As  when  some  hunter  in  the  spring  hath 

A  breeding  eogle  sitting  on  her  nest, 
0pon  tlie  craf.'gy  isle  of  a  hill  lake, 
And  pierced  her  with  on  arrow  as  she  rose. 
And  followed  her  to  find  her  wnere  she  fell 
For  olf  i — anon  her  mate  comes  vringing  booh 
From  bunting,  and  a  great  waj  ofi  &ft«tinM 
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His  bnddliug  young  left  sole ;    at  that,  he 

checks 
Uis  pinioD)  and  with  short  uneasy  sweeps 
Circles  above  his  ejrv,  with  loud  screams 
Chiding  his  mate  back  to  her  nest ;  but  she 
Lies  dying,  with  the  arrow  in  her  side, 
In  some  far  stony  gorge  out  of  his  ken — 
A  heap  of  fluttering  feathers.     Never  more 
Shall  the  lake  glass  her,  flying  over  it ; 
Never  the  black  and  dripping  precipices 
Echo  her  stormv  scream,  as  slio  sails  bv. 
As  that  poor  bird  flies  hDme,  nor  knows  his 

loss — 
So  Kustnm  knew  not  his  own  loss ;  but  stood 
Over  his  dying  son,  and  knew  him  not. 
But  with  a  cold,   incredulous  voice,   he 

said: 
**  What  prate  is  this  of  fathers  and  revenge  ? 
The  mighty  Rustum  never  had  a  son/' 

And,  with  a  failing  voice,  Sohrab  replied : 
"  Ah  yes,  he  had  1  and  that  lost  son  am  I. 
Sorely  the  news  will  one  day  reach  his  ear — 
Reach  Rustum,  where  he  sits,  and  tarries 

long. 
Somewhere,  I  know  not  where,  but  far  from 

here; 
xVnd  pierce  him  like  a  stab,  and  make  him 

leap 
To  arms,  and  cry  for  vengeance  upon  thee — 
Fierce  man,  bethink  thee — for  an  only  son  1 
What  will  that  grief,  what  will  that  vengeance 

be  I 
Oh,  could  I  live  till  I  that  grief  had  seen  I 
Yet  him  I  pity  not  so  much,  but  her. 
My  mother,  who  in  Ader-baijan  dwells 
With  tliat  old  king,  her  father,  who  prows 

gray 
With  age,  and  rules  over  the  valiant  Koords. 
Her  most  I  j)ity,  who  no  more  will  see 
Sohrab  returning  from  the  Tartar  camp, 
With  spoils  and  honor,  when  the  war  is  done. 
But  a  dark  rumor  will  be  bruited  up, 
From  tribe  to  tribe,  until  it  reach  her  ear ; 
And  then  will  that  defenceless  woman  learn 
That  Soiirah  will  rejoice  her  sight  no  more; 
But  that  in  battle  with  a  namele-^is  foe, 
Bv  the  far-distant  Oxus,  he  is  slain." 

V  7 

He  spoke  ;  and  as  he  ceased  he  wept  aloud, 
Thinking  of  her  he  left,  and  his  own  death. 
He  spoke;  but  Rustum  listened,  plunged  in 


Nor  did  he  yet  believe  it  was  his  wm 
Who  spoke,  although  he  called  back  oMot 

he  knew ; 
For  he  had  had  sure  tidings  that  the  babe^ 
Which  was  in  Ader-ba^an  bom  to  him, 
Had  been  a  puny  girl,  no  boy  at  all : 
So  that  sad  mother  sent  him  word,  for  fetr 
Rustum  should  take  the  boy,  to  train  \a 

arms; 
And  so  he  deemed  that  either  Sohrab  took, 
By  a  false  boast,  the  style  of  Rustum's  son; 
Or  that  men  gave  it  him,  to  swell  his  fame. 
So  deemed  he ;  yet  he  listened,  plunged  ii 

thought ; 
And  his  soul  set  to  grief^  as  the  vast  tide 
Of  the  bright  rocking  ocean  sets  to  shore 
At  the  full  moon.    Tears  gathered  in  hi^ 


eyes; 


For  he  remembered  his  own  early  yonth, 
And  all  its  bounding  rapture.     As,  at  dawn, 
The  shepherd  from  his  moimtain  lodge  de^ 

cries 
A  far  bright  city,  smitten  by  the  sun, 
Through  many  rolling  clouds — so  Rustum  saw 
His  youth;  saw    SohraVs  mother,  in  bcr 

bloom; 
And  that  old  king,  her  father,  who  loved  wd 
His  wandering  guest,  and  gave  him  his  ftir 

child 
With  joy ;  and  all  the  pleasant  life  they  lei 
They  three,  in  that  long-distant  8UInme^ 

time — 
The  castle,  and  the  dewy  woods,  and  hnnt 
And  hound,  and  morn  on  those  deligbtf^^ 

hUls 
In  Ader-baijan.    And  he  saw  that  youth. 
Of  ago  and  looks  to  be  his  own  dear  son. 
Piteous  and  lovely,  lying  on  the  sand. 
Like    some    rich   hyacinth,   which   by  tbi 

scythe 
Of  an  unskilful  gardener  has  been  cut. 
Mowing  the  garden  grass-plots  near  its  bed, 
And  lies,  a  fragrant  tower  of  purple  bloom, 
On  the  mown,  dying  grass :  so  Sohrab  laf « 
Lovely  in  death,  upon  the  common  sand. 
And  Rustum  gazed  on  him  with  grief,  an 

said: 
^^  O  Sohrab,  thou  indeed  art  such  a  son 
Whom  Rustum,  wcrt  thou  his,  might  we 

have  loved  I 
\Tet\\^T«  \!KiQi\i  ^tt^%t^  Sohrab^  or  due  mff^ 
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Te  told  thee  folfie— thou  tut  m 

■on. 
r  RoBtam  had  do  son.    One  child  he  had- 
t  one — A  girl ;  who  with  lier  mother  noi 
es  some  light  female  task,  oar  dreams  ol 

09  ihe  droAms  not,  nor  of  wouDds, 

Snt  Sohrab  answered  him  in  wrath ; 


«  togaish  of  the   deep-fixed  apear  grew 

id  be  desired  to  draw  forth  the  steel, 
id  let  the  blood  flow  free,  and  so  to  die. 
Iflnt  he  woold  convince  his  stabbom  foe; 
d,  riung  aternlj  on  one  arm,  he  eaid : 
'lEan,  who  art  thou,  who  dost  denj  my 

ith  site  upon  the  lips  of  djing  men  ; 
id  Mseliood,  while  I  lived,  was  for  from 
mine. 

ell  thee,  pricked  npon  this  arm  I  bear 
at  seal  which  Bastam  to  m;  mother  gave, 
rtslieaiight  prick  it  on  the  baljo  she  bore." 
S«  spoke :  and  all  the  blood  left  Bastam's 

id  his  kneee  tottered;  and  he  smote  his 

jUDit  his  breast,  his  beav;  mailed  hand, 
lit  the  hard  iron  corslet  clejikod  aloud ; 
d  to  his  heart  he  pressed   the  other  hand, 
id  ia  a  hollow  voice  ho  spake,  and  said : 
'Sohrab,  that  were  a  proof  which  conld 

not  lie. 
thon  show  this,  then  art  thon  Rostnm's 

Ihen,  with  weak,  hasty  fingera,    Sohrsb 

IoDe«d 
■belt,  and  near  the  sboolder  bored  his  arm, 
d  thowed  a  sign  in  Sunt  vermilion  points 
tked.    As  a  cunning  workman,  in  Pekin, 
cks  with  vermilion  some  clear  porcelain 


Bostnm's  1  Rnstnm's  great  father,  whom  the;  left  to 

A  helpless  babe,  among  the  mountain  rocks, 
Hiin  that  kind  creature  found,  and  reared, 

and  loved ; 
Then  Buatum  took  it  for  his  glorious  sign. 
And  Sohrab  bared  that  flgure  on  his  arm. 
And  himself  scanned  it  long  with  mournful 

eyes, 
And  then  he  touched  it  with  his  hand  and 

"How  sajest    thon?      Is  that  sign  the 

proper  sign 

Of  Bustnm's  son,  or  of  some  other  man's  ? " 

He  spoke:  but  Rnstnm  gazed,  and  gawd, 

and  stood 

Speechless;  and  then  he  uttered  one  sharp 


emperor's  gift ;  at  early  morn  be  paints, 
]  all  day  long ;  and,  when  night  comes, 

the  lamp 
tits  np  bis  stDdioas  forehead  and  thin 

leBcately  [iricked  the  aign  appeared 
Sohrftb'a  arm — the  sign  of  Bnetnm'a  seal. 
M  thatgHSn,  wbicb  ofoM  reared  ZaI, 


"O,  hoy — Thy  father!" — and  his  voice  chok- 
ed there. 
And  then  a  dark  cloud  passed  before  bis  eyes, 
And  his  head  swam,  and  he  sank  down  to 

But  Sohrjib  crawled  to  where  be  lay,  and 

His  arms  about  his  neck,  and  kissed  his  lips, 
And  with  fund,  faltering  fingers  stroked  bis 

cheeks. 
Trying  to  call  him  back  to  life.    And  life 
Came  back  to  Rustum,  and  he  oped  his  eyea, 
And  they  stood  wide  witli  iiurror;  and  he 

In  both  his  hands  the  dnst  which  lay  around, 
And  tltrew  it  on  his  heod,  and  smirched  his 

His  hair,  and  face,  and  beard,  and  glittering 

And  strong,  convulsive  groanings  sliook  hia 

And  his  sobs  clioked  him;  and  he  clutched 
Iii3  sword 


To  draw  it,  and  for  ever  let  life  out. 

But  Sohrab  saw  his  thouglit,  and  held  hii 

And  with  a  soothing  voice  he  spoke,  and 

Father,  forbear !  for  I  but  meet  to-day 
The  doom  that  at  my  birth  was  written  down 
In   heaven,  and  t\\OM  art  WsstwC*  i\-m^»- 
nons  lia'nii. 
(Soroly  ray  lieart  wiei  ovA  fti&^  "A  ■»n*'Oos«- 


m 


POEMS    OF    TRAGEDY    AND   SORROW. 


When  first  I  saw  thee ;  and  thy  heart  spoke 

too, 
r  know  it.    Bnt  fate  trod  those  promptings 

down 
Under  its  iron  heel ;    fate,  fate  engaged 
The  strife,  and  hnrled  me  on  my  father's 

spear. 
But  let  ns  speak  no  more  of  this — I  find 
My  father ;  let  me  feel  that  I  have  fonnd. 
Come,  sit  beside  me  on  this  sand,  and  take 
My  head  betwixt  thy  hands,  and  kiss  my 

cheeks, 
And  wash  them  with  thy  t«ars,  and  say, 

*My  son  I ' 
Qnick!  quick!  for  numbered  are  my  sands 

of  life, 
And  swift;  for  like  the  lightning  to  this  field 
I  came,  and  like  the  wind  I  go  away — 
Sudden,  and  swift,  and  like  a  passing  wind. 
But  it  was  writ  in   heaven  that  this  should 

be." 
So  said  he:    and  his  voice  released  the 

heart 
Of  Rustum,  and  his  tears  broke  forth;  he 

cast 
Bis  arms  round  his  son's  neck,  and  wept 

aloud, 
And  kissed  him.     And  awe  fell  on  both  the 

hosts 
When  they  saw  Rustum's  grief;  and  Ruksh, 

the  horse. 
With  liis  head  bowing  to  the  ground,  and 

mane 
Sweeping  the  dust,  came  near,  and  in  mute 

woe, 
First  to  the  one  then  to  the  other  moved 
His  head,  as  if  enquiring  what  their  grief 
Might  mean;   and  from  his  dark,  compas- 
sionate eyes, 
Tlie  big,  warm  tears  rolled  down,  and  caked 

the  sand. 
But  Rustum  chid  him  with  stern  voice,  and 

said : 
*'  Ruksh,  now  thou  grievest ;  but,  0  Ruksh, 

thy  feet 
Bhould  then  have  rotted  on  thy  nimble  joints, 
When  first  thev  bore  tliv  master  to  this  field." 
But  Sohrab  looked  upon  the  horse  and 

said; 
'^  Is  this  then  Ruksh  ?    How  often,  in  past 
days, 


My  mother  told   me  of  thee,  thoa  br 

steed — 
My  terrible  father's  terrible  horse  1  and  i 
That  I  should  one  day  find  thy  lord  i 

thee. 
Come,  let  me  lay  my  hand  upon  thy  maoe 
O  Ruksh,  thou  art  more  fortunate  than  I; 
For  thou  hast  gone  where  I  shall  never  go 
And  snnfiTed  the  breezes  of  my  father's  hoi 
And  thon  hast  trod  the  sands  of  Selstan, 
And  seen  the  river   of  Helmond,  and  1 

lake 
Of  Zirrah ;  and  the  aged  Zal  himself 
Has  often  stroked  thy  neck,  and  given  tl 

food — 
Corn  in  a  golden  platter  soaked  with  wine 
And  said — ^  O,  Ruksh  I  bear  Bostom  well 

But  I 
Have  never  known  my  grandsire's  forrov 

face, 
Nor  seen  his  lofty  house  in  Selstan, 
Nor  slaked  my  thirst  at  the  dear  Helma 

stream; 
Bnt  lodged   among  my  father's  foes,  ai 

seen 
Afrasiab's  cities  only,  Samarcand, 
Bokhara,  and  lone  Khiva  in  the  waste, 
And  the  black  Toorkmun  tents;  and  on 

drunk 
The  desert  rivers,  Moorghab  and  Tejend, 
Kohik,  and  where  the  Kalmuks  feed  the 

sheep, 
The    northern  Sir;     and    this   great  Oxi 

stream — 
The  yellow  Oxus,  by  whose  brink  I  die." 

And,  with  a  heavy  groan,  Rustum  replies! 

"  Oh  that  its  waves  were  flowing  over  mel 

Oh  that  I  saw  its  grains  of  yellow  silt 

Roll  tumbling  in  the  current  o'er  my  head! 

And,  with  a  grave,  mild  voice,  Sohrab  p 

plied : 
"  Desire  not  that,  my  father  I    Thoa  mn 
live ; 
For  some  are  born  to  do  great  deeds,  and  liv 
As  some  are  bom  to  be  obscured,  and  die. 
Do  thou  the  deeds  I  die  too  young  to  do, 
And  reap  a  second  glory  in  thine  age ; 
Thou  art  my  father,  and  thy  gain  is  mine. 
But  come  I  thou  seest  this  great  host  of  m 
Which  follow  me;    I  pray  thee^  slij  n 
these  I 
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entrcut  for  them — wLat  have  th«j 

llowed  me,  mj  hope,  my  fame,  m; 

1  all  croBS  the  Ons  back  in  peace, 
thou  muBt  bear  hence,  not  send  viiih 

J  me  with  thee  to  Selston, 

:e  mti  on  a  bed,  and  moura  for  me — 

id  the  BDow-hured  Zal,  and  all  thj 

Q  most  lay  me  in  that  lurelj  earth, 
.p  a  Etatel;  moDod  above  mj  bones, 

It  a  far-seen  pillar  over  ftll ; 
tbe  paasing  horeeman  on  the  waate 
mj  tomb  a  great  wa/  uCT,  And  eaj : 
the  mights  Eatturn't  ton,  lit*  thtn, 
i»  great  father  did  in  ignorance  kill — 
»  not  forgotten  in  mj  grave." 
with  a  monrnful  voice,  Riutuin  re- 
lied: 
'  not !  aa  thou  hast  said,  Sohrab,  mj 

it  be ;  for  I  will  burn  mj  tents, 

:  the  host,  and  bear  tltce  hence  with 

ry  theo  away  to  Selstan, 

;e  thee  on  a  bed,  and  monra  for  thee, 

le    suow-headed   Zal.   and    all    my 

ill  liiy  thee  in  that  lovely  earth, 
ip  a  stately  mound  above  thy  bones, 
it  a  fur-seen  pillar  over  all ; 
1  shall  not  forget  thee  in  thy  grave; 
ft-ill  spare  thy  host — yoa,  let  thein 

1  all  cross  the  Oiua  back  in  puace. 
onld  I  do  with  slaying  any  more? 
Id  that  nil  whom  I  have  ever  sl^n 
i  once  more  alive — my  bitterest  foes, 
f  who  were  called  champions  in  their 

)ngh  whose  death  I  won  tliat  fame  I 


ere  nothing  but  a  commoci  man, 
mean  soldier,  and  without  renow 
mightest  Uve  too,  my  son,  my  so 
r,  would  that  I,  even  I  myself, 
nr  be  lying  on  this  bloody  sand, 
atfa,  and  by  an  ignorant  stroke  of 


Not  thou  of  mine ;  and  I  might  die,  not  thou : 

And  I,  not  thou,  be  twrne  to  Selaton ; 

And  Zal  might  weep  above  my  grave,  net 

thine; 
And  say — 0  nm,  I  weep  thee  not  too  tore. 
For  vUiittgly,  I   knote,   thou  met'tt    thint 

end/— 
But  now  in  blood  and  battles  was  my  youth. 
And  f\ill  of  blood  and  battles  ia  tny  age ; 
And  I  shall  never  end  this  life  of  blood." 
Then  at  the  point  of  death,  Sohrab  re- 
plied:— 
"  A  life  of  blood  indeed,  thou  dreadful  man  I 
ButthoneholtyethAvepeaoe;  only  not  now, 
Not  yet.    But  thou  shalt  have  it  on  that  day 
When  thou  shalt  sail  in  a  high-masted  ship, 
Thon  and  the  other  peera  of  Kai-Khosroo, 
Betaming  home  over  the  salt,  blue  sea, 
From  laying  thy  dear  master  in  his  grave." 
And  Rustum  gnzcd  on  Sohrab's  face,  and 

"Soon  be  that  day,  my  son,  and  deep  that  sea! 
Till  then,  if  fate  no  wills,  let  me  endure.*' 
He  spoke:  and  tSobrab  smiled  on  him,  and 

The  »pear,  and  drew  it  from  his  side,  and 

eased 
His  wound's  imperious  anguish.     But  the 

Came  welling  from  the  open  gaKh,  and  life 
Flowed  with  tbe  stream ;  all  down  his  ooM 

white  side 
The    crimson    torrent    ran,  dim  now,  and 

Like  the  soiled  tissue  of  white  violets 
Left,  freshly  gathered,  on  their  native  bank 
By  romping  children,  whom  their  nurses  call 
From    the   hot   tii;l<ia   nt  noun.      His   head 

drooped  low ; 
His  liinbs  grew  slack;  motionless,  white,  be 

White,  with  eyes  closed ;  only  when  heavy 

gasps, 
Deep,  heavy  gn-'^p.*,  qiiivoriog  through  all  his 

Convulsed  hiin  back  to  life,  he  opened  them. 
And  tiled  them  feebly  on  Lis  father's  face. 
Till  now  all  strength  was  ebbed,  and  from  hi« 

Unwillingly  tbe  spirit  tied  away, 
Begretting  the  natm  mM«vou  ■9j\i\Ai"w.\';^ 
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clod  jouth  and  bloom,  and  this  delightfhl 

world. 
So,  on  the  bloody  sand,  Sohrab  lay  dead. 
A.nd  tlie  great  Rustuui  drew  his  horseman^s 

cloak 
Down  o'er  his  face,  and  sate  by  his  dead  son. 
As  those  black  granite  pillars,   once  high- 
reared 
By  Jeuishid  in  Persepolis,  to  bear 
His  house,  now,  mid  their  broken  flights  of 

steps, 
Lie  prone,  enormous,  down  the  moantain  side — 
So  in  the  sand  lay  Rustum  by  his  son. 
And  night  came  down  over  the  solemn 

waste, 
And  the  two  gazing  hosts,  and  that  sole  pair. 
And  darkened  all ;  and  a  cold  fog,  with  night, 
Crept  from  the  Oxus.    Soon  a  hum  arose. 
As  of  a  great  assembly  loosed,  and  fires 
Began  to  twinkle  through  the  fog;  for  now 
Both  armies  moved  to  camj),  and  took  their 

meal ; 
The  Persians  took  it  on  the  open  sands 
Southward ;  the  Tartars  by  the  river  marge. 
And  Kustuin  and  his  son  were  left  alone. 

But  the  mjyestic  river  floated  on, 
Out  of  the  mist  and  hum  of  that  low  land, 
Into  the  frosty  starlight,  and  there  moved, 
Rejoicing,  through  the  hushed  Chorasmian 

waste, 
Under  the  solitary  moon.     lie  flowed 
Right  for  the  polar  star,  pftst  Orgunje, 
Brimming,   and    bright,   and    large.      Then 

sands  begin 
Tu  hem  his  watery  march,   and   dam  his 

streams. 
And  split  his  currents — that    for    many  a 

le«'igue 
The  shorn  and  parcelled  Oxus  strains  along 
Through   beds  of  sand,   and  matted,  rushy 

isles — 
Oxus  forgetting  the  bright  speed  he  had 
In  his  high  mountain  cradle  in  Pamere — 
A  foiled,  circuitous  wanderer.     Till  at  last 
The  longed-for  dash  of  waves  is  heard,  and 

wide 
His  luminous  home  of  waters  opens,  bright 
And  trancjuil,  from  whose  floor  the   new- 
bathed  stars 
Emerge,  and  shine  upon  the  Aral  sea. 

Mattusw  A&xolp. 


IPHIGENEIA  AND  AGAMEMXOX. 

IpmoENEiA,  when  she  heard  her  doom 
At  Anlis,  and  when  all  beside  the  ting 
Had  gone  away,  took  his  right  hand,  tn^ 

said: 
**  0  father  I  I  am  young  and  very  happy. 
I  do  not  think  the  pious  Calchas  heard 
Distinctly  what  the  goddess  spake; — old  ifi 
Obscures  the  senses.    If  my  nnrse,  who  knei 
My  voice  so  well,  sometimes  misunderstood, 
While  I  was  resting  on  her  knee  both  ann^ 
And  hitting  it  to  make  her  mind  my  wordi^ 
And  looking  in  her  face,  and  she  in  mine. 
Might  not  he,  also,  hear  one  word  amiss, 
Spoken  from  so  far  ofl^  even  from  Olymput' 
The  father  placed  his  cheek  npon  her  head, 
And  tears  dropt  down  it ;  but  the  king  oi 

men 
Replied  not.    Then  the  maiden  spake  oon 

more. 
^^0  father  I   sayest  thou  nothingt    Hemil 

thou  not 
Me,  whom  thou  ever  hast,  until  this  boar, 
Listened  to  fondly,  and  awakened  me 
To  hear  my  voice  amid  the  voice  of  birds, 
When  it  was  inarticulate  as  theirs. 
And  the  down  deadened  it  within  the  nest?" 
He  moved  her  gently  from  him,  silent  stiU; 
And  this,  and  this  alone,  brought  tears  froa 

her, 
Although  she  saw  fate  nearer.    Then  witb 

sighs : 
**  I  thought  to  have  laid  down  my  hair  befix* 
Benignant  Artemis,  and  not  dimmed 
Her  polished  altar  with  my  virgin  blood; 
I  thought  to  have  selected  the  white  flowen 
To  please  the  nymphs,  and  to  have  asked  ol 

each 
By  name,  and  with  no  sorrowful  regret. 
Whether,  since  both  my  parents  willed  tbi 

change, 
I  might  at  Hymen's  feet  bend  my  cliptbrovi 
And  (after  these  who  mind  us  girls  the  mort 
Adore  our  own  Athene,  that  she  would 
Regard  me  mildly  with  her  acuro  eye»— 
But,  father,  to  see  you  no  more,  and  see 
Your  love,  0  father  I  go  ere  I  am  gone!" 
Gently  he  moved  her  ofi^  and  drew  h«r  beol 
Bendinf?  his  lofty  head  flar  over  hem 
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*n 


id  the  dirk  depthi  of  natare  heaved  and 

I  tamed  away — Dot  far,  but  silent  still. 
«  now  flrat  ibiiddeTed ;  for  in  him,  so  nigh, 
hnig  a  aUenoe  wemed  the  approach  of 

death, 
id  like  it.    Once  again  ahe  raised  her  voice : 
)  htberl  if  the  ships  are  now  detained, 
A  all  ;oor  rows  more  not  the  gods  above, 
lien  the  knife  atrikeg  me  there  will  be  one 

prayer 
« leas  to  them ;  and  pnrer  can  there  be 
J,  or  more  fbrrent,  than  the  daughter's 

r  her  dear  firtber's  safety  and  Bnccesg ! " 
;iosn  that  ahook  him  shook  not  his  resolve. 
I  ^ed  man  now  entered,  and  without 
•  word,  stepped  slowly  on,  and   took  the 

the  pale  maiden.    She  looked  np,  and  saw 
a  fillet  of  the  priest  and  calm  cold  eyes. 
CO  tamed  she  where  her  parent  stood,  and 

}  hther  I  grieve  no  more     the  ships  cai 
sdl," 

Waltb  Batasi  LAmwB. 


THE  LAMENTATION  FOR  CELIN. 

I  Hit  gate  of  old  Granada,  when  all  its  bol  ts 

:  tnilight,  at  the  Vega-gate,  there  ia  a 
trampling  heard ; 

«n  is  a  trampling  heard,  aa  of  boraca  tread- 
ing slow, 

d  s  weeping  voice  of  women,  and  a  heavy 
soond  of  woe. 

ut  tower  is  fallen }  what  star  is  set?  what 
chief  cornea  these  bewailing? 

.  lower  is  fallen,  a  star  is  set !  Alas  I  olaa 
for  Celin ! " 

te  timea  they  knock — three  tlmca  they 
cry — and  wide  the  doors  they  tlirow ; 

Mtcdiy  tbey  enter,  and  moumf ally  they  go; 

;loomy  lines  they,  mustering,  stand  be- 
neath the  hollow  porch, 

li  bonanan  gniping  In  bis  bond  a  black 


Wet  is  eanb  eye  aa  they  go  by,  and  all  aronnd 

is  wailing, 
For  all  have  heard  the  miaery, — "Alas I  alas 

for  Celin  I " 
Hiui,  yesterday,  a  Moor  did  slay,  of  Bencer^ 

rnje's  blood — 
T  was  at  the  solemn  jonsting— around  the 

nobles  stood ; 
The  nobles  of  the  land  were  by,  and  ladies 

bright  and  fair 
Looked  from    their  latticed  windows,  the 

hanghty  sight  to  share; 
Bat  now  the  nobles  all  lament — theladiesare 

bewailing — 
For  be  wasOranada's  darlingknigbt — "Alasl 

alas  for  Oelin  I  " 

Before  him  ride  his  vassals,  in  order  two  b; 

With  ashes  on  their  turbana  spread,  mostpiti- 

fal  to  view ; 
Behind  him  his  four  sisters,  each  wrapped  in 

sable  veil, 
Between  the  tambour's  dismal  strokes  take 

up  tbeir  doleful  tale ; 
When  stops  the  muffled  dram  ye  bear  their 

brotlierlcss  bewailing. 
And  all  tlie  people,  far  and  nea 

alas  for  Celin  I " 


ry— "AlttsI 


Ohl  lovely  lies  he  on  the  bior,  above  the 
purple  pall, — 

The  flower  of  all  Granada's  youth,  the  love- 
liest of  them  all; 

nis  dark,  dork  eyes  are  closed;  bis  rosy  lip  is 

The  crust  of  blood  lli'S  black  and  dim  upon 

his  bnmisbed  mail ; 
And  ever  more  the  hoarse  tumbour  breaks  in 

upon  their  wailing — 
Ita  sound  ia  Uke   no  earthly  sonnd — "Alasl 

alas  fur  Celin  I  " 

The  Moorish  maid  at  tho  lattice  stands — the 

Moor  stands  at  hU  dour ; 
One  mud  is  wringing  of  licr  hands,  and  one 

ia  weeping  sore; 
Down  to  tbe  dust  men  bow  tbeir  beads,  and 

ashes  black  they  strew 
Upon  tbeir  broidered  garments  of  crimson 

green  and  blae; 


Before  escli  gaiM  the  bier  etaitcls  still — tbcn 

bursts  llio  loud  bewailing 
Vttm  door  and  lattice,  hign&ndlov — "jiliu! 
nlos  few  Celinl" 

An  old,  old  woman  Cometh  tOtih,  when  she 

hears  the  people  ory — 
Ber   liuir  is  wliite  as  silver,  like  horn  her 

glazed  eye  : 
*T  was  she  that  niiriod  him  at  her  breast — 

that  nnrsed  him  lung  ago; 
She  knows  not  whom 

soon  she  well  shai 
^Vith  one  deep  shriek,  she 

when  her  ears  reo 
*'  Let  me  l^iss  m j  Celin  ei 

lor  Celinl" 

TmaliUon  of  J.  O.  Looxstai 


A  VERY  MOUBNFbi 


TO    TUB    FOLLOWISO   PCTEPOBT ; 

The  Moorish  king  rides  ap  and  down 
Through  Granada's  royal  town; 
From  Elvira's  gates  to  those 
Of  Bivarombk  on  he  goes. 

Wo  u  me,  Alhama .' 

Letters  to  the  monarch  tell 

How  Albania's  city  fell: 

In  the  fire  the  scroll  he  threw, 

And  the  messenger  he  slew. 

Wo  it  m«,  Alhama .' 

He  ^uite  his  mule  and  mounts  bis  horse, 
And  throngh  the  street  direct*  bis  course; 
Through  the  street  of  Zacatin 
To  the  Albambra  spurring  in. 

Ho  M  me,  Alhama ! 

When  the  Alhanibra's  walls  he  gained. 
On  the  moment  ho  ordained 
That  the  trumpet  straight  sbonld  sound 
TTjib  the  silver  clarion  round. 

TFo  ii  flw,  Alftoma  I 


And  when  the  hollow  ilniiBg  at  M 
Beat  thu  loud  alonn  afar,  ■, 

That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plait 
Uigbt  answer  tn  the  tnortial  iOkm,  ^ 


Then  the  Moon,  by  this  wtn  i 
That  bloody  Mars  recalled  thMD  tkif 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two,  j 

To  H  mighty  squadron  grew.  .j 

Wo  a  Bw,  jOdfli 

Out  then  spake  an  aged  Uoor.  h 
111  those  words  tlie  king  bvforsT  ^ 
"  Wherefore  call  on  ns,  0  kJDgl  , 
What  may  mean  this  gntherii^t''  j 
Woum^AOtd 

"Friends I  ye  have,  das!  toknoiTi 
Of  a  most  disastrona  lilow —  , 

That  the  Christians,  et«ra  and  bold) 
Iluve  obtMned  AUiutua's  luild."     ^ 

Wo  u  BK.  AOm 

Ont  then  spake  old  Alfaqui, 
With  his  beard  so  white  to  see : 
"Good  king  I  thou  art  justly  serred 
Good  king!  this  thou  hast  de^rved. 


Wo  it 


t,  Alhan 


'■  Uy  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  hour, 
The  Abencerrage,  Granada's  flower 
And  strangers  were  received  by  the 
Of  Cordova  the  chivalry. 

WoUme,  AUaw, 

"And  for  thU,  O  kingi  is  sent 
On  thee  a  doable  chaadaement; 
Thee  and  thine,  thy  crown  and  r«l 
One  last  wreck  shall  OTorwhelm. 

Woi»me,Alliam 

"  lie  who  holda  no  laws  in  awe. 
He  must  perish  by  the  law ; 
And  Granada  must  be  won, 
And  thyself  with  her  undone." 

Wo  una,  AOtm 

Fire  flashed  fi^im  out  the  old  Hoor^ 
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be  aii.ewere<1,  and  because 
I  eioeeding  well  of  lows. 

Woiime,  Alhamal 

■a  Dj  law  to  s»;  auch  thingB 
lisgnst  tbe  ear  of  kings : " — 
)rtiiig  with  bis  choler,  eaid 
liBh  king^  and  doomed  him  dead. 
WoUme,  Alhama/ 

faqnil  Uoor  Alfaqui  1 

:bj  beard  bo  boary  be, 

:  liath  sent  to  have  thee  seised, 

ims's  loss  displeased — 

Wo  it  me,  Alhama  ! 

X  th;  head  Dpon 

lambra's  loftiest  stoae ; 
I  for  theo  should  be  the  law, 
irs  tremble  when  tbej  saw. 
Wo  U  me,  Alhama  I 

T,  and  roan  of  worth! 
■  words  of  mine  go  forth ; 
doorisli  monarch  know 
lim  I  nothing  owe. 

Woitme.Alham/il 

m;  soul  Albaroa  weighs, 
07  inmost  spirit  preja ; 
le  king  bis  land  hath  lost, 
rs  iDsj  bave  lost  tbe  most. 

Wo  it  me,  Alhama  ! 

ive  lost  their  children,  wives 
ds,  and  valiant  men  their  lives; 
t  best  bis  love  might  claim 
.;  another,  wealth  or  fume. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama! 

ilamsel  in  that  bour, 
I  land  tbe  loveliest  flower ; 
18  a  hundred  I  woald  pay, 
k  her  ransom  cheap  tliut  dnj." 
Wo  it  me,  Alhama  ! 

ie*e  things  the  old  Moor  said, 
ered  from  the  trunk  bis  head ; 
le  Alh&mbra's  walls  with  speed 
tried,  u  the  king  decreed. 

Wo  it  me,  Alhama/ 


And  men  and  infants  Iberein  weep 
.  Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  so  deep ; 
Granada's  ladies,  all  she  rears 
Within  her  walls,  burst  into  tears. 

Wo  it  me,  Alhama  I 

And  from  the  windows  o'er  the  if'alis 
The  sable  web  of  mourning  falls ; 
Tbe  king  weeps  as  a  woman  o'er 
Bis  loss,  for  it  is  mudi  and  sore. 

Wo  it  me,  Alhama  ! 

ARaKmon  (Bpuitah) 


THE  FISHERMEN. 

Thrks    fishers    went    soling  oat    into  tbf 
west— 
O'lt  into  the  west  as  the  snn  went  down ; 
Each  tbongbt  of  tbe  woman  who  loved  him 
the  best, 
And  tbe  children  stood  watching  them  ont 
of  the  town ; 
For  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep; 
And  there 's  little  to  earn,  and  many  to  keep, 
TJjougli  tbo  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

Tliree  wives  sat  up  in  the  liglit-liouso  tower 
And  trimmed  tbe  lamps  as  tbe  son  went 

And   they   looked   at   the   squall,   and   they 
looked  at  the  shower, 
And  tbe  rack  it  came  rolling  up,  ragged 
and  brown ; 
But  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep, 
Thongh  storms  bo  sudden,  and  waters  deep, 
And  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

Three  corpses  lay  out  on  tbe  shining  sands 
In   the  morning  gleam  as  the  tide  went 

And  tbe  women  are  watching  and  wringing 
tlieir  bands. 
For  those  who  will  never  come  back  to 
the  town ; 
For    men    must  work,   and    women   must 

And  tbe  sooner    it's   over,  the  sooner  tc 
sleep— 
And  good-bye  to  tbe  bar  and  its  moaning 
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THE  PRISONER  CF  OHILLON. 

Etsbnal  spirit  of  the  ^hainless  mind ! 
Brightest  in  dungeons,   liberty,  thou  art, 
For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart — 
The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind ; 
And  when  tliy  sons  to  fetters  are  consigned — 
To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault^s  dayless 

gloom — 
Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyr- 
dom. 
And    freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every 

wind. 
Chillon  I  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place, 

And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar — for  't  was  trod 
Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace, 

Worn  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod, 
By  Bonnivard! — May  none  those  marks  ef- 
face! 
For  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 

I. 

My  hair  is  gray,  but  not  with  years, 
Nor  grew  it  white 
In  a  single  night, 
As  men's  have  grown  from  sudden  fears ; 
My  limbs  are  bowed,  though  not  witli  toil, 

But  rusted  with  a  vile  repose ; 
For  they  have  been  a  dungeon's  spoil. 

And  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
To  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Are  banned  and  barred — forbidden  fare. 
But  this  was  for  my  father's  faith 
I  suffered  chains  and  courted  death. 
That  father  perished  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake ; 
And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a  dwelling-place. 
We  were  seven,  who  now  are  otie — 

Six  in  youth,  and  one  in  age. 
Finished  as  they  had  begun, 

Proud  of  persecution's  rage ; 
One  in  tire,  and  two  in  field, 
Their  belief  with  blood  have  sealed — 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  their  foes  denied ; 
Three  wore  in  a  dmigeon  cast. 
Of  whom  this  wreck  if  left  the  .aat 


There  are  seven  pillars,  of  Gotbio  mould, 
In  Chillon's  dungeons  deep  and  old; 
There  are  seven  colunms,  massy  and  gre; 
Dim  with  a  dull  imprisoned  ray—' 
A  sunbeam  which  hath  lost  its  way. 
And  through  the  orevioe  and  the  cU^ 
Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left  - 
Creeping  o'er  the  floor  so  damp, 
Like  a  marsh's  meteor  lamp ; 
And  in  each  pillar  there  is  a  ring^ 

And  in  each  ring  there  is  a  chain ; 
That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing. 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain, 
With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away 
Till  I  have  done  with  this  new  day, 
Which  now  is  painftQ  to  these  eyes, 
Which  have  not  seen  the  smi  so  rise 
For  years — ^I  cannot  count  them  o'er; 
I  lost  their  long  and  heavy  score 
When  my  last  brother  drooped  and  died 
And  I  lay  living  by  his  side. 

ni. 

They  chained  ns  each  to  a  ooloran  stcM^ 
And  we  were  three — ^yet,  each  alone 
We  coold  not  move  a  single  pace ; 
We  could  not  see  each  other's  face, 
But  with  that  pale  and  livid  light 

j  That  made  us  strangers  in  our  sight ; 

I  And  thus  together,  yet  apart — 

'  Fettered  in  hand,  but  joined  in  neart; 

!  'T  was  still  some  solace,  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pure  elements  of  eartli, 
To  hearken  to  each  other's  speech, 

j  And  each  turn  comforter  to  each — 
With  some  new  hope,  or  legend  old, 
Or  song  heroically  bold ; 
But  even  these  at  length  grew  cold. 
Our  voices  took  a  dreary  tone. 
An  echo  of  the  dungeon-stone, 
A  grating  soimd — not  fall  and  fi^ 
As  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  bo ; 
It  might  be  fancy — bnt  to  me 
They  never  sounded  like  onr  own. 

IV. 

I  was  the  eldest  of  the  three. 
And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I  ought  to  do,  and  did,  my 

And  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 
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ngest,  whom  my  father  loved, 
u-  mother's  brovr  was  given 
rith  eyea  as  bine  as  heaven — 
mj  soul  was  sorely  iiiored ; 
might  it  he  diatrest 
h  bird  in  such  a  nest ; 
s  beantifo]  u  daj 
Jay  wM  beantifiil  to  me 
jung  eagles,  being  free), 
day,  which  will  aot  see 
,iU  ito  summer 's  gone — 
ilesa  summer  of  long  light, 
clad  offlpring  of  the  snn : 
IS  be  was,  as  pore  and  bright, 
I  namra]  spirit  gay, 
)  for  naught  bat  other's  ills ; 
they  flowed  like  monntaiu  rills, 
con  Id  assuage  the  woe 
abhorred  to  view  below. 


was  as  pnre  of  miod, 
d  to  combat  with  his  kind; 
his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
lioat  the  world  in  war  had  stood, 
bed  in  the  foremost  rank 
J ;  bnt  not  in  ehains  to  pine, 
witliered  with  their  clank ; 
;  silently  decline — 
perchance,  in  sooth,  did  mine ! 
forced  it  on,  to  cheer 
cs  of  a  home  so  dear, 
hunter  of  tbe  hills, 
followed  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 
im  this  dnngeon  was  a  gulf, 
red  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 


eraan  Ues  by  Chillon's  walU. 
ad  feet  in  depth  below, 
waters  meet  and  flow; 
b  the  fathom-line  was  ecnt 
Uon'B  snow-white  battlement, 
ronod  about  the  wave  enthrals : 
dnngeon  wall  and  ware 
ie — and  like  a  living  grave, 
B  surface  of  the  lake 
vault  Ilea  wherein  we  lay; 
I  it  riiqtle  night  and  day ; 
Dg  o'ar  onr  heads  it  knocked. 
T«  Mt  tbo  winter's  spray 


Wash  throQgb  the  bars  when  winds  wer 
h^h, 

And  wanton  in  tbe  happy  sky ; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rooked, 
And  I  bave  felt  it  shake,  nnsbocked; 

Beoaose  I  conld  bave  smiled  to  see 

Tbe  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 


I  t>aid  my  nearer  brother  pined ; 
I  said  bis  mighty  heart  declined. 
He  loathed  and  pat  away  hia  food ; 
w  not  that 't  was  coarse  and  rode, 
ive  were  nsed  to  bnntar's  fare. 
And  for  the  like  bad  little  care. 
The  milk  drawn  from  the  mountain  goal 
Was  changed  for  wat«r  fh>m  tbe  moat ; 
Oar  bread  was  snob  as  captives'  tears 
Have  moistened  many  a  Uionsand  years, 
Since  man  first  pent  bis  fellow-men, 
lAke  hrates,  within  an  iron  den. 
But  what  were  these  to  ns  or  bim  t 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb ; 
My  brother's  soul  was  of  that  moold 
Which  in  a  palace  bod  grown  cold, 
IlaU  his  free  breathing  been  denied 
Tbe  range  of  the  steep  monntain's  side. 
But  why  delay  the  troth  ?— he  died, 
I  saw,  and  could  not  hold  bis  head, 
Nor  reach  his  dying  band — nor  dead, 
Thongb  hard  I  strove,  bat  strove  in  vain, 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 
He  died — and  they  unlocked  his  chain. 
And  scooped  for  him  a  shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  oar  cave. 
I  begged  them,  as  a  boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  In  dnst  whereon  tbo  day 
Might  shine — it  was  a  foolish  tboughl ; 
But  then  within  my  brain  it  wronght. 
That  even  in  deatli  his  freeboni  breast 
In  RQcb  a  dimgeon  conld  not  rest. 
I  might  have  spared  my  idle  prajei' 
They  coldly  laughed,  and  laid  him  them. 
The  dat  and  turflcss  cartli  above 
The  being  we  so  much  did  love ; 
His  empty  chain  above  it  leant — 
Such  murder's  fitting  monument  1 


But  be,  the  favorite  and  the  flower. 
Most  cherished  since  bis  natal  htfiv. 
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Sis  mother*s  image  in  fair  face, 

The  infant  love  of  all  his  race, 

nis  martyred  father's  dearest  thought, 

My  latest  care — for  whom  I  sought 

To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  ho 

Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free — 

He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 

A  spirit  natural  or  inspired — 

He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 

Was  withered  on  the  stalk  away. 

0  God !  it  is  a  fearful  thing 

To  see  the  hnman  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood : 

1  've  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood ; 
I  Ve  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
Strive  with  a  swollen,  convulsive  motion ; 
I  Ve  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 

Of  sin,  delirious  with  its  dread ; 

But  these  were  horrors — this  was  woe 

Unmixed  with  such — but  sure  and  slow. 

lie  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek, 

So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak. 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender — kind, 

And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind ; 

With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 

Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb, 

Whose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 

As  a  dei)arting  rainbow's  ray — 

An  eye  of  most  transparent  light, 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright, 

And  not  a  word  of  murmur,  not 

A  groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot — 

A  little  talk  of  better  days, 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise ; 

For  I  was  sunk  in  silence — -lost 

In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most. 

And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 

Of  fainting  nature's  feebleness, 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  imd  less. 

I  listened,  but  I  could  not  hear — 

I  called,  for  I  was  wild  with  fear ; 

I  knew  't  was  hopeless,  but  my  dread 

Would  not  be  tlius  admonished ; 

called,  and  thought  I  heard  a  sound — 
I  burst  my  chain  with  one  strong  bound, 
And  rushed  to  him :  I  found  him  not. 
I  only  stirred  in  this  black  spot ; 
I  only  lived — I  only  draw 
The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon-dew ; 
The  ]ast,  the  sole,  the  dearest  link 
Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink^ 


Whicn  bound  me  to  my  faUing 
Was  oroken  in  this  fatal  place. 
One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath— 
My  brothers — ^both  had  ceased  to  breatiie 
I  took  that  hand  which  lay  bo  atitt— 
Alas  I  my  own  was  fall  as  chill ; 
I  had  not  strength  to  stir  or  strive, 
Bat  felt  that  I  was  still  alive— 
A  frantic  feeling,  when  we  know 
That  what  we  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 

I  know  not  why 

I  could  not  die, 
I  had  no  earthly  hope— bnt  faitli, 
And  that  forbade  a  selfish  death. 

IX. 

What  next  befell  me  then  and  there 
I  know  not  well — I  never  knew. 

First  came  the  loss  of  light  and  air. 
And  then  of  darkness  too. 

I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling — ^none : 

Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  stone ; 

And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  I  wist. 

As  shrublesa  crags  within  the  mist ; 

For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  gray ; 

It  was  not  night — ^it  was  not  day; 

It  was  not  even  the  dangeon-light, 

So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight ; 

But  vacancy  absorbing  space, 

And  fixedness,  without  a  place ; 

There  were  no  stars,  no  earth,  no  time, 

Xo  check,  no  change,  no  good,  no  crime ; 

But  silence,  and  a  stirless  breath 

Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death — 

A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness, 

Blind,  boimdless,  mute,  and  motionlesiL 

X. 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain — 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 
It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again — 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard ; 
And  mine  was  thankftd  till  my  eyes 
Ran  over  with  the  glad  surprise. 
And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 
I  was  the  mate  of  mi^Je^v ; 
But  then,  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track : 
I  saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 
\  CfVcM^  €^o^Vs  TQi^TA  TSi^  «&\)«^ntft\ 
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gliiuDier  of  the  suu 

•a  it  before  hftd  done ; 

Lgh  thd  crevice  where  it  come 

wea  perched  fta  fond  and  tame, 
mer  than  npoB  the  tree — 
bird  with  azure  wings, 
;  that  said  a  thoaeand  things, 
emed  to  say  them  all  for  mel 
»w  ita  like  before — 
lall  see  its  likeness  more. 
1,  like  me,  to  want  a  mate, 
not  half  so  desolate ; 
B3  come  to  love  me  when 
'd  to  love  me  so  again, 
tring  from  my  dnngeon's  brink, 
ght  me  back  to  feel  and  think, 
ot  if  it  late  were  free, 
f e  its  cage  to  perch  on  mine ; 
■ing  well  captivity, 
bird  1    I  could  not  wish  for  thin< 
ere,  in  winged  guise, 
t  from  Paradise ; 

ven  forgive  that  thoaght,  the  while 
ude  me  both  to  weep  and  smil 
les  deemed  that  it  might  be 
er's  seal  come  down  to  me ; 
at  last  away  it  ilew, 

't  was  mortal  well  1  knew ; 
mid  never  thus  huvo  flown, 
ue  twice  bo  doubly  lone — 
tie  corse  within  ita  shroud, 

solitary  cloud, 
e  cloud  on  a  ^unny  day, 
the  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 
ipon  the  atmosphere, 

no  bnsiness  to  appear 
kies  are  blue,  and  earth  is  gay. 

change  came  in  my  fate— 
r»  grew  compassionate, 
it  what  had  made  them  so — 
3  inured  to  sights  of  woe ; 
was — my  broken  chain 
s  unfastened  did  remain; 
a  liberty  to  stride 

cell  from  side  to  side, 
id  down,  and  then  athwart, 
1  it  over  every  part ; 
3.  the  pillars  one  by  one, 
;  where  m/  walk  begun — 


Avoiding  only,  as  I  trod, 

My  brothers'  graves  without  a  sod  ■ 

For  if  I  thought  with  heedless  tread 

ITy  step  pro&ned  their  lowly  bed. 

My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  thick. 

And  my  crushed  heart  fell  blind  and  sick. 


I  made  a  footing  in  the  wall : 
It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape. 

For  I  had  bnried  on9and  all 
Who  loved  me  in  a  human  shape ; 

And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  in 

A  wider  prison  nnto  me; 

'So  child,  no  aire,  no  kin  had  I, 

No  partner  in  my  misery. 

I  thonght  of  this,  and  I  was  glad, 

For  thought  of  them  had  made  roe  mad  * 

Bnt  I  was  curious  to  aaceud 

To  my  barred  windows,  and  to  bend 

Once  more  npon  the  mountains  high 

The  quiet  of  a  loving  eye. 


F  them — and  they  were  the  same ; 
They  were  not  changed,  like  tne,  in  fraiiii' : 
1  saw  their  thousand  years  of  fiiow 
On  high — their  wide,  long  lake  below. 
And  the  bine  Rhone  in  fullest  flow; 
I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channelled  rock  and  broken  bush; 
I  saw  the  white-walled  distant  town. 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down; 
And  then  there  was  a  little  isle, 
Which  in  my  very  face  did  smile — 

The  only  one  in  view  ; 
A  small,  green  i^lc,  it  seemed  no  more, 
Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  floor; 
Bnt  in  it  there  were  llirco  tall  trees. 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breeze, 
And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing. 
And  on  it  tliere  were  young  flowers  growing 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hne. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  castle  wall, 
And  they  seemed  Joyous,  each  and  all ; 
The  eagio  rode  the  rising  blast — 
Methoaght  he  never  flew  so  fast 
As  then  to  me  he  seemed  to  fly  ; 
And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  oye.^ 
And  I  felt  troubled,  anii 'wti^ii  1<an 
I  had  not  left  my  leoaat  c\iun  \ 
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Ana  wnen  I  did  descet.d  again. 
The  darkless  of  my  dim  abode 
Fell  on  me  as  a  heavy  load ; 
It  was  as  is  a  new-dog  grave, 
Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save ; 
And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  opprest, 
Had  almost  need  of  such  a  rest. 


XIV. 

It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days — 

I  kept  no  count,  I  took  no  note— 
I  had  no  hope  my  eyes  to  raise, 

And  ciear  them  of  their  dreary  mote ; 
At  last  came  men  to  set  me  free, 

I  asked  not  why,  and  recked  not  where ; 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fettered  or  fetterless  to  be ; 

1  ^earned  to  love  despair. 
And  thus,  when  they  appeared  at  last. 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast. 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage — and  all  my  own ! 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a  sacred  home. 
W  M\  spiders  I  had  friendship  made. 
And  watched  them  in  their  sullen  trade ; 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play — 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  they  ? 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place. 
And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  race, 
Had  power  to  kill ;  yet,  strange  to  tell ! 
In  quiet  we  had  learned  to  dwell. 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends. 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are :— even  I 
Regained  my  freedom  with  a  sigh. 

LoBD  Btbok. 


THE  SEA. 

Throttoh  the  night,  through  the  night, 

In  the  saddest  unrest. 
Wrapt  in  white,  all  in  white. 

With  her  babe  on  her  breast, 
Walks  the  mother  so  pale, 
Staring  out  on  the  gale 

Through  the  night  I 


Through  the  night,  through  tbe  nigi 
Where  the  sea  lifts  the  wreck, 

Land  in  sight,  close  in  sight, 
On  the  surf-flooded  deck 

Stands  the  father  so  brave, 

Dnving  on  to  his  grave 

Through  the  night ! 

RxcBASD  Hxnr  Stch 


THE  KING  OF  DENMARK'S  RI 

WoBD  was  brought  to  the  Danish  king 

(Hurry  I) 
That  the  love  of  his  heart  lay  suffering 
And  pined  for  the  comfort  his  voice 
bring; 

(Oh !  ride  as  though  yon  were  flyi 
Better  he  loves  each  golden  cnrl 
On  the  brow  of  that  Scandinavian  girl 
Than  his  rich  orown  jewels  of  ruby  and 
And  his  rose  of  the  isles  is  dying  ^ 

Thirty  nobles  saddled  with  speed ; 

(Hurry  I) 
Each  one  mounting  a  gallant  steed 
Which  he  kept  for  battle  and  days  of  n 

(Oh!  ride  as  though  yon  were  flyii 
Spurs  were  struck  in  the  foaming  flank 
Worn-out  chargers  staggered  and  sank; 
Bridles  were  slackened,  and  girths  were 
But  ride  as  they  would,  the  king  ro<le  i 
For  his  rose  of  the  isles  lay  dying  I 

His  nobles  are  beaten,  one  by  one ; 

(Hurry !) 
They  have  fainted,  and  faltered,  and 

ward  gone ; 
His  little  fair  page  now  foUows  alone, 

For  strength  and  for  courage  tryin. 
The  king  looked  back  at  that  faitlifbl  cl 
Wan  was  the  face  that  answering  smile 
They  passed  the  drawbridge  with  clat 

din. 
Then  he  dropped ;  and  only  the  king  r 
Where  his  rose  of  the  isles  lay  dyin^ 

The  king  blew  a  blast  on  his  bn^e  hon 

(Silence !) 
No  answer  came ;  but  faint  and  forlorn 
An  «cho  returned  on  the  oold  icrey  mor 


LOKD   ULLIN'S  DAUGHTER. 


>  tbe  breath  of  a  spirit  sighing. 

e  portal  stood  grimlj  iride ; 

tlcomed  the  king  from  that  weorj 

ie; 

,  in  the  light  of  the  dawning  daj, 

sweet  fonn  of  the  welcomer  lay, 

ad  yearned  for  his  voice  while  dying  1 

ing  steed,  with  a  drooping  crest, 

'  retorned  ftoia  her  chamber  of  rest, 

c  sobs  choking  in  his  breast ; 

,  that  damb  companion  eyeing, 

■e  gashed  forth  which  he  strove  to 

.eck; 

d  his  head  on  bis  charger's  Deck  : 

1— that  every  nerve  didst  strain, 

id,  our  ride  hath  been  in  vain 

halls  where  my  love  lay  dyingl " 

OxMun  Nomon. 


)RD  UIXIN'S  DAUGHTER. 

irTAi::,  to  the  nighlacds  boand, 
I,  "  Boatman,  do  not  tairy ! 
11  give  thee  a  silver  pound 
ow  IIS  o'er  the  ferry," 

who  be  ye,  would  cross  Lochgyle, 
dark  and  stormy  water!" 
I  'm  the  chief  of  Ulva's  isle, 
thb  Lord  Dllin's  danghter. 

fast  before  her  father's  men 
e  dajB  we  've  fled  togetlior ; 
luld  be  find  OS  in  the  glen, 
ilood  would  stain  the  liosthcr. 

onemen  hard  behind  ns  ride ; 
Id  they  our  steps  discover, 
'bo  will  cheer  my  bonny  bride 
n  they  b»re  slain  her  lover  I " 

>ke  the  hardy  Highland  wight, 
-  gO|  my  chiefs  'm  ready, 
it  tat  jom  rilvet  bright, 
toe  f oar  wiiuame  Isdj. 


"  And  by  my  word  1  the  bonny  bird 

In  danger  shall  not  tarry ; 
So  though  the  waves  are  raging  white, 

1 11  row  you  o'er  the  ferry." 

By  this  the  storm  grew  loud  apace ; 

The  water-WTsith  was  shrieking ; 
And  in  the  scowl  of  heaven  each  face 

Grew  dark  as  they  were  speaking. 

But  still  as  wilder  blew  the  wind. 
And  as  the  night  grew  drearer, 

Adown  the  glen  rode  armed  men — 
Their  trampling  sounded  nearer, 

"O  haste  thee,  hastel"  the  lady  cries, 
"  Though  tempests  round  us  gather ; 

I  'U  meet  the  ra^^ug  of  tbe  skies, 
But  not  an  angry  father." 

The  boat  has  left  a  stormy  land, 

A  stormy  sea  before  her — 
When,  oh !  too  strong  for  human  hand. 

The  tempei^t  gathered  o'er  her. 

And  Etill  they  rowed  omiilst  the  row 

Of  waters  fust  prevailing — 
Lord  Ullin  reached  that  fatal  shore ; 

His  wrath  was  changed  lo  wailing. 

For  sore    dismayed,  through  storm    and 
shade 

His  child  ho  did  discover  \ 
One  lovely  hand  she  stretched  for  aid. 

And  one  was  round  lier  lover. 

"Come  backl   come  back!"  he  cried  in 
grief, 

"  Across  this  stormy  water ; 
And  I  '11  forgive  yonr  Iligliland  chief, 

Mj  daughter  I — 0  my  daughter  1 " 

■Twos  vain:— the  ioud  waves  lashed  the 
shore. 

Return  or  aid  preventing. 
The  wiitere  wild  went  o'er  his  child, 

And  be  was  left  lamenting. 


POEMS   OF   TRAGEDY    AtfD    SORROW. 


ON  THE  LOSS  OF  THE  ROYAL  GEORGE . 


WIUTTES   WHKS   THE    Nl 

Toll  for  tlie  brave-^ 

Tiio  brave  that  are  do  mora  1 
AJl  anuk  beiieatli  the  wave, 

Fast  b;  their  native  ahore  I 

Eight  liandred  of  the  t*-"" 

Whojo  courage  wel 
Had  mode  the  vessel 

Aod  laid  her  on  ho. 

A  .and  breeze  shook  t 

And  she  was  over* 
Don-n  went  the  Roji 

With  all  her  crew  . 

Toll  for  the  bravo  1 

Bravo  Kemponfolt  i 
His  lu^t  een-tiglit  is  Todk^^ 

His  work  of  glory  done. 

It  was  DOt  in  the  battle ; 

No  tempest  gave  the  shock ; 
She  sprang  no  fatal  leak ; 

She  ran  npon  no  rock. 

His  sword  was  in  its  sheath ; 

His  fingers  held  the  pen. 
When  Kompcnfelt  went  down 

With  twice  four  hundred  men. 


Weigh  the  vessel  up, 
Once  dreaded  by  c 

And  mingle  with  oui 
The  tear  that  England 


Her  timbers  ;et  are  sonnd. 

And  she  may  float  again, 
Fnll  charged  with  England's  thunder. 

And  plough  the  distant  main. 

But  Kempenfelt  Is  gone — 

His  victories  are  o'er ; 
And  he  and  his  eight  hnndred 

Shall  plough  the  waves  no  moTe. 

Wiu.ijti>  Oowrm. 


THE  mOHCAPE  BOCR. 

No  stir  in  the  air,  no  otir  in  tho  im — 
The  ship  ivas  atiU  u  aba  tni^  be ; 
Her  sails  from  heaveQ  retMdrwd  no  mrlwo: 
Her  keel  wa«  sktad;  in  the  o««ui. 

Without  either  sign  or  connil  of  thoir  «li4d 
The  waves  flowed  over  Uio  Incbcspe  red; 
So  little  thej  rose,  so  Ultlo  tlioy  fell, 
r  did  not  move  the  InohcApe  b*U. 

holy  abbot  of  Aberbrothok 

floated  that  bell  on  tJiO  InchcafM  roil 

the  waves  of  tlie  rtorm  it  Sotui  % 

louder  and  louder  Ita  waroins  nin^ 

ID  the  rock  was  hid  by  Hus  ttUDpeat* nn 
mariners  heard  the  w&mlog  b«U; 
thentbe;  knew  tlie  perllona  rock, 
blMsed  the  priest  of  Aberbrothok. 

The  son  in  heaven  shone  so  gay — 
All  things  were  Jojfal  on  that  daj ; 
The  sea-birds  screamed  as  tbey  spotted  nn 
And  there  was  pleasure  in  their  sound. 

The  float  of  the  Inohcape  bdl  was  Be«ii. 
A  darker  speck  on  the  ocean  green ; 
Sir  Ralph  the  rover  walked  his  deck, 
And  he  filed  his  eye  on  the  darker  speck 

He  felt  the  cheering  power  of  spring- 
It  made  him  whistle,  it  made  him  nog; 
His  heart  was  mirtbfhl  to  excess ; 
But  the  rover's  mirth  was  wickednM. 

His  eje  was  on  the  bell  and  float : 
Quoth  he,  "Vj  men,  pull  out  the  boat; 
And  row  me  to  the  Inchcape  rock. 
And  I  '11  plague  the  priest  of  Aberbrotbok' 

The  boat  is  lowered,  the  boatmen  ro*. 
And  to  the  Inchcape  rock  they  go; 
Sir  Ralph  bent  over  from  the  boat, 
And  cut  the  warning  bell  tnm  tbe  ImL 

.Down  sank  the  bell  with  a  gntf       v'' 


THE    WBECE   OF  THB   HESPERUS. 


r  Rttlph,  "  The  next  who  oom«g  to 

srock 

Hess  the  priest  of  Aberbrothok," 

.  the  Tover  wiled  awAj — 
A  the  MSB  for  maaj  a  daj ; 
,  grown  rich  with  plnndered  store, 
his  conrse  to  Scotland's  Bhore. 

1  haze  o'erspreada  the  sky. 
Id  not  see  the  son  on  high ; 
had  blown  a  gale  all  d&y ; 
ig  it  hath  died  awa^. 

ick  the  rover  takes  bis  stand ; 
;  is,  tbej  see  no  land. 
'  Ralph,  "It  will  be  lighter  soon, 
is  the  dawn  of  the  rising  moon." 

lar,"  said  one,  "the  breakers  roar! 
!r,  methinks,  shonld  be  the  shore. 
re  we  are  I  cannot  tell, 
1  we  could  hear  the  Inchcape  bell." 

*  no  soand;  the  swell  is  strong; 
le  wind  hath  fallen  the;  drill  along ; 
jsel  strikes  with  a  shivering  shock — 
!  it  is  the  Inchcape  rock! 


?RECK  OF  THE  HESPERUS. 

s  schooner  Ilespenis 

sailed  the  wlntr7  sea; 

kipper  had  taken  his  little  daughter, 

•or  him  companr. 

1  her  eyes  as  the  fairy  flax, 
^eeka  like  the  dawn  of  da;, 
KMom  white  as  the  hawthorn  bnds, 
ope  in  the  month  of  Haj. 

er  he  stood  beside  the  helm  ; 
ip«  was  in  his  month ; 
itched  how  the  veering  Haw  did  blow 
moka,  now  west,  now  soatli. 


Then  np  and  spake  an  old  sailor. 
Had  sailed  tbo  Spanish  main : 

"  I  praj  thee,  pat  into  ponder  port, 
For  I  fear  a " 


"Idst  night  the  moon  bad  a  golden  ring, 
And  to-night  no  moon  we  see  I " 

The  skipper  he  blew  a  whiff  from  bis  pipe. 
And  a  scornful  tangh  langbod  he. 

Colder  and  londer  blew  the  wind, 

A  gale  from  the  northeast ; 
The  snow  fell  hissing  in  the  brine. 

And  the  billows  frothed  like  jeast 


Down  came  the  storm,  and  smote  amain 

The  vessel  in  its  strength ; 
She  shuddered  and  paused  like  a  frighted  sb 

Then  leaped  her  cable's  length. 


"Come  bitberlcome  hither  t  my  little  dangli- 
Ur, 

And  do  not  tremble  so ; 
For  I  can  wenther  the  ronghc»t  gale 

That  ever  wind  did  blow." 


Uo  wrapped  her  warm  in  bis  seaman's  eo«it 

Against  the  stinging  blast; 
He  cut  a  rope  from  a  broken  spar, 

And  bunnd  her  to  the  mast. 


'0  fathcrl  1  bear  the  ohoroh-bells  ring; 

Oh  say,  wliat  may  it  be  I " 
"T  is  a  fog-bell  on  a  rock-bonnd  coast ! " 

And  he  steered  for  the  open  sea. 

'O  fathcrl  I  hear  tho  sound  of  guns; 

Ohaaj,  what  may  it  bel" 
'Some  ship  in  distress,  tb.'Lt  cannot  1iv<- 

In  such  an  angry  sea  1 " 

'  O  father  I  1  see  a  gleaming  light ; 

Oh  aay,  what  m ^  it  be  t " 
But  the  iather  answered  never  a  word — 
A  hoKn  corpse  was  he. 
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Lashed  to  the  hehn,  all  stiff  and  stark, 
With  his  face  tamed  to  the  skies, 

The  lantern  gleamed  through  the  gleaming 
snow 
On  his  fixed  and  glassj  eyes. 

Ihen  the  maiden  clasped  her   hands   and 
prayed 
That  saved  she  might  he ; 
And  she  thought  of  Ohrist,  who  stilled  the 
wave 
On  the  Lake  of  Galilee. 

And  fast  through  the  midnight  dark  and 
drear, 

Through  the  whistling  sleet  and  snow, 
like  a  sheeted  ghost,  the  vessel  swept 

Towards  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woe. 

And  ever,  the  fitful  gusts  between, 
A  sound  came  from  the  land ; 

It  was  the  sound  of  the  trampling  surf 
On  the  rocks  and  the  hard  sea-sand. 

The  breakers  were  right  beneath  her  bows ; 

She  drifted  a  dreary  wreck ; 
And  a  whooping  billow  swept  the  crew, 

Like  icicles,  from  her  deck. 

She  struck  where  the  white  and  fleecy  waves 

Looked  soft  as  carded  wool ; 
But  the  cruel  rocks  they  gored  her  side 

Like  the  horns  of  an  angry  bull. 

Her  rattling  shrouds,  all  sheathed  in  ice, 
With  the  mast  went  by  the  board ; 

Like  a  vessel  of  glass,  she  stove  and  sank — 
Ho  I  ho !  the  breakers  roared  I 

At  daybreak,  on  the  bleak  sea-beach, 

A  fisherman  stood  aghast, 
To  see  the  form  of  a  maiden  fair, 

Lashed  close  to  a  drifting  mast 

The  salt  sea  was  frozen  on  her  breast. 

The  salt  tears  in  her  eyes ; 
And  he  saw  her  hair,  like  the  brown  sea- weed, 

On  the  billows  fall  and  rise. 

Such  was  the  wreck  of  the  Hesperus, 
In  the  midnight  and  the  snow ; 

Olirist  save  us  all  from  a  death  like  this, 
On  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woe  1 

HairiT  Wamwokth  LovaFSLLOW. 


THE  MARINER'S  DREAM. 

In  slumbers  of  midnight  the  sailor  boj 
His  hammock  swnng  loose  at  the  t 
the  wind ; 
But  watch-worn  and  weary,  his  car 
away. 
And  visions  of  happiness  danced  < 
mind. 

He  dreamt  of  his  home,  of  his  dear 

bowers, 
And  pleasures  that  waited  on  life's 

mom; 
While  memory  stood  sideways  half  ( 

with  flowers. 
And  restored  every  rose,  but   eecre 

thorn. 

Then  fancy  her  magical  pinions  sprea 
And  bade  the  young  dreamer  in 

rise; 
Now  far,  far  behind  him  the  green 

glide, 
And  the  cot  of  his  forefathers  bles 

eyes. 

The  jessamine  clambers  in  flowers  c 
thatch, 
And  the  swallow  chirps  sweet  fr« 
nest  in  the  wall ; 
All  trembling  with  transport,  he  rai 
latch. 
And  the  voices  of  loved  ones  reply 
call. 

A  father  bends  o'er  him  with  looks 
light ; 
His  cheek  is  impearled  with  a  mother* 
tear; 
And  the  lips  of  the  boy  in  a  love-kiss  i 
With  the  lips  of  the  maid  whom  his 
holds  dear. 

The  heart  of  the  sleeper  beats  high 
breast ; 
Joy  quickens  his  pulses — his  hardship 
o'er ; 


HOW'S   MY    BOY. 
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Aod  a  mormnr  of  happiness  steals  through 
hisrest- 
^  0  Qod  I  thon  hast  blest  me-*I  ask  for  no 


i» 


more. 

^h '  whence  is  that  flame  which  now  bursts 
on  his  eye? 
Ah!  what  is  that  sound  which  now  'larms 
on  his  ear? 
*ris  the  lightning's  red  gleam,  painting  hell 
on  the  skj  I 
Tia  the  crashing  of  thnnders,  the  groan  of 
the  sphere  1 

He  q>rings  from  his  hammock — he  flies  to 
the  deck ; 
Amazement  confronts   him  with  images 
dire; 
Wild  winds  and  mad  waves  drive  the  vessel 
a  wreck; 
The  masts  fly  in  splinters ;  the  shrouds  are 
on  fire. 

like  mountains  the  billows   tremendously 
swell; 
Ic  vain  the  lost  wretch  calls  on  mercy  to 
save; 
Eutoeen  hands  of  spirits  are  ringing  his  knell, 
And  the  death-angel  flaps  his  broad  wings 
o'er  the  wave  1 

0  sailor  boy,  woe  to  thy  dream  of  delight  I 
In  darkness  dissolves  the  gay  frost-work 
of  bliss. 
Where  now  is  the  picture  that  fancy  touched 
bright — 
Thy  parents'  fond   pressure,    and    lovers 
honeyed  kiss  ? 

0  tailor  boy  I  sailor  boy  I  never  again 
Shall  home,  love,  or  kindred,  thy  wishes 
repay; 
I^nblessed  and  unhonored,  down  deep  in  the 
main, 
Full  many  a  fathom,  thy  frame  shall  decay. 

^o  tomb  shall  e'er  plead  to  remembrance  for 
thee, 
Or  redeem  form  or  fame  from  the  merciless 
•mge. 


But  the  white  foam  of  waves  shall  thy  wind- 
ing-sheet  be, 
And  winds  in  the  midnight  of  winter  thy 
dirge  I 

On  a  bed  of  green  sea-flowers  thy  limbs  shall 
be  laid — 
Around  thy  white  bones  the  red  coral  shall 
grow; 
Of  thy  fair  yellow  locks  threads  of  amber  be 
made. 
And  every  part  suit  to  thy  mansion  below. 

Days,  months   years,  and  ages  shall  cirde 
away. 
And  still  the  vast  waters  above  thee  shall 
roll; 
Earth  loses  thy  pattern  forever  and  aye — 
O   sailor  boy  I  sailor  boy  I  peace  to  thy 
soul! 

William  Dixoitd. 


HOW 'S  MY  BOY  ? 

"  Uo,  sailor  of  the  sea  I 

How 's  my  boy — my  boy  ?  " 

**  What 's  your  boy's  name,  good  wife, 

And  in  what  good  ship  sailed  he  ? " 

"  My  boy  John — 

He  that  went  to  sea — 

What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sailor  ? 

My  boy's  my  boy  to  me. 

"  You  come  back  from  sea, 
And  not  know  my  John  ? 
I  might  as  well  have  asked  some  lands- 
man, 
Yonder  down  in  the  town. 
There 's  not  an  ass  in  all  the  parish 
But  knows  my  John. 

"  How 's  my  boy — my  boy  f 
And  unless  you  let  me  know 
I  'U  swear  yon  are  no  aailori 
Bine  jacket  oi 
Brass  bnttoMi 
Anehor  audi 
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Sure  hifl  ship  was  the  *  Jolly  Briton' " — 
"  Speak  low,  woman,  speak  low  I" 

^^  And  why  should  I  speak  low,  sailor, 

About  my  own  boy  John? 

If  I  was  loud  as  I  am  proud 

I  'd  sing  him  over  the  town  I 

Why  should  I  speak  low,  sailor?  " — 

"  That  good  ship  went  down." 

"  How 's  my  boy — my  boy  ? 

What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sailor — 

I  was  never  aboard  her. 

Be  she  afloat  or  be  she  agroimd, 

Sinking  or  swimming,  I  'U  be  bound 

Her  owners  can  afford  her  I 

I  say,  how 's  my  John  ? " — 

"  Every  man  on  board  went  down, 

Every  man  aboard  her." 

**  How 's  my  boy — ^my  boy  ? 

What  care  I  for  the  men,  sailor? 

I  'm  not  their  mother — 

How 's  my  boy — ^my  boy  ? 

Tell  me  of  him  and  no  other ! 

How 's  my  boy — my  boy  ?  " 

Stdxxt  Dobbx. 


Yet  shall  poor  Tom  find  pleasant  maJd 

When  He,  who  all  commands, 
Shall  give,  to  call  life's  crew  together. 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands. 
Thus  death,  who  kings  and  tars  de^ 

In  vain  Tom's  life  has  doffed ; 
For,  though  his  body's  under  hatches, 

His  soul  is  gone  alolt 


TOM  BOWLING. 

UssB,  a  sheer  hulk,  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling, 

The  darling  of  our  crew ; 
No  more  he  '11  hear  the  tempest  howling — 

For  death  has  broached  him  to. 
His  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty ; 

His  heart  was  kind  and  soft ; 
Faithful  below,  he  did  his  duty ; 

But  now  he 's  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  liis  word  departed — 

His  virtues  were  so  rare ; 
His  friends  were  many  and  true-hearted ; 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair. 
And  then  he  'd  sing  so  blithe  and  JoUy — 

Ah,  many's  the  time  and  oft ! 
Bat  mirth  is  turned  to  melancholy, 
For  Tom  b  gone  aloft. 


THE  MOON  WAS  A-WANIKG. 

The  moon  was  a-waning. 

The  tempest  was  over; 
Fair  was  the  maiden. 

And  fond  was  the  lover; 
But  the  snow  was  so  deep 

That  his  heart  it  grew  weary; 
And  he  sunk  down  to  sleep, 

In  the  moorland  so  dreary. 

Soft  was  the  bed 

She  had  made  for  her  lover, 
White  were  the  sheets 

And  embroidered  the  cover; 
But  his  sheets  are  mere  white, 

And  his  canopy  grander; 
And  sounder  he  sleeps 

Where  the  hill  foxes  wander. 

Alas,  pretty  maiden, 

What  sorrows  attend  you  I 
I  see  you  sit  shivering, 

With  lights  at  your  window ; 
But  long  may  you  wait 

Ere  your  arms  shall  enclose  l 
For  still,  still  he  lies, 

With  a  wreath  on  his  bosom 

How  painful  the  task 

The  sad  tidings  to  tell  yon!  - 
An  orphan  you  were 

Ere  this  misery  befell  you ; 
And  far  in  yon  wild, 

Where  the  dead-tapera  hover. 
So  cold,  cold  and  wan, 

Lies  the  corpse  of  your  low ! 


THB  DEEAS   OF  GITQBNE   ABAH. 


4S1 


;  DBZAH  OF  EUGENE  ASAU. 

.a  in  tbe  prime  of  smumer  time, 
eveniiig  calm  and  oool, 
foar-uid-twentr  Imppj  bofB 
Dae  bounding  ont  of  Bchool; 
i  were  some  that  ran  and  some  that 
eapt, 
ic  troatleta  in  &  pool. 

f  the;  sped  with  gamesome  minds 
,d  bodIh  nntoQched  h j  rin ; 
level  mead  thej  came,  and  there 
ey  drsve  tlie  wiokete  in : 
antlj  shone  the  setting  ami 
er  the  town  of  Lynn. 

sportive  deer  tbej  coursed  aboQt, 
d  shouted  ss  they  ran — 
ing  to  mirth  all  things  of  earth, 
only  boyhood  can; 

he  usher  sat  remot«  from  all. 
melancholy  man  1 

lat  was  off,  his  vest  apart, 
cauih  heaven's  blessed  breeze; 
.  bnrniDg  thought  was  in  hie  brow, 
d  bis  bosom  ill  at  ease ; 
e  leaned  his  head  on  hi>  hands,  and 

e  book  between  his  knees  I 

aiter  leaf  be  tnrned  it  o'er, 

'r  ever  glanced  aside ; 

be  peace  of  his  soul  he  read  thai  bouk 

the  golden  eventide ; 

I  study  had  made  bim  very  lean, 

d  pale,  and  leaden- eyeil. 

st  he  shnt  the  ponderona  lome ; 
th  a  fast  and  fervent  grasp 
rained  the  dusky  covers  dose, 
d  filed  the  brazen  hasp : 
3od  I  oonld  I  so  close  my  mind 
d  clasp  it  with  a  clasp  I  " 

leaping  on  his  feet  upright, 
ne  moody  tnma  he  took — 


Now  Dp  the  mead,  then  down  the  mead. 

And  past  a  shady  nook^ 
And,  lol  he  saw  a  little  boy 

That  pored  npon  a  book  I 

"  Uy  gentle  lad,  what  is  't  yon  read- 
Romance  or  fairy  fable ! 

Or  is  it  some  historic  page, 

Of  kings  and  crowns  unstable?" 

The  young  boy  gave  an  upward  ^anoP — 
"  It  is  '  The  Death  of  Abel.' " 


The  usher  took  six  hasty  strides, 
As  smit  with  sudden  pain — 

Six  hasty  strides  beyond  the  plaoe. 
Then  slowly  back  agmn ; 

And  down  he  sat  beude  the  lad. 
And  talked  with  him  of  Cain ; 

And,  long  sbce  then,  of  bloody  men, 
Whose  deeds  tradition  eaves ; 

And  lonely  folk  out  off  unseen, 
And  hid  in  sadden  graves; 

And  horrid  stabs,  in  grovee  forlorn, 
An  J  murders  dona  in  caves; 

And  bow  the  sprites  of  injured  moii 
Shriek  upward  from  the  sod; 

Aye,  how  the  ghostly  hand  will  point 
To  show  the  burial  clod ; 

And  unknown  facts  of  guilty  acts 
Are  seen  in  dreams  from  God  I 


Be  told  how  murderers  walk  the  eartti 

Beneath  the  curse  of  Own — 
With  crimson  clouds  before  their  eyes. 

And  flames  about  their  brain ; 
For  blood  has  left  upon  their  sonla 

Its  everlasting  st^n ! 

"  And    well,"  quoth    he,    "  I  know,   C-r 
truth. 

Their  pangs  must  be  eitremt— 
Woe,  woe,  unntterable  woe^ 

Who  spill  life's  sacred  stream ! 
For  why  !  Rethought,  last  night  I  wrouglii 

A  murder,  in  a  dream  I 
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**  One  that  had  never  done  me  wrong— 

A  feeble  man  and  old ; 
I  led  him  to  a  lonely  field — 

The  moon  shone  clear  and  cold : 
Now  here^  said  I,  this  man  shall  die, 

And  I  will  have  his  gold ! 

^^  Two  sudden  blows  with  a  ragged  stick, 
And  one  with  a  heavy  stone, 

One  hurried  gash  with  a  hasty  knife— 
And  then  the  deed  was  done : 

There  was  nothing  lying  at  my  feet 
But  lifeless  flesh  and  bone  I 


^*  Nothing  but  lifeless  flesh  and  bone, 

That  could  not  do  me  ill ; 
And  yet  I  feared  him  all  the  more, 

For  lying  there  so  still : 
There  was  a  manhood  in  his  look, 

That  murder  could  not  kill  I 

*  And,  lo  I  the  universal  air 
Seemed  lit  with  ghastly  flame ; — 

len  thousand  thousand  dreadful  eyes 
Were  looking  down  in  blame ; 

I  took  the  dead  man  by  his  hand, 
And  called  upon  his  name  I 

*  O  God !  it  made  me  quake  to  see 
Such  sense  within  the  slain ! 

i)ut  when  I  touched  the  lifeless  clay. 
The  blood  gushed  out  amain ! 

For  every  clot  a  burning  spot 
Was  scorching  in  my  brain  I 

"  My  head  was  like  an  ardent  coal— 

My  heart  as  solid  ice ; 
Ify  wretched,  wretched  soul,  I  knew. 

Was  at  the  devil's  price. 
A  dozen  times  I  groaned — the  dead 

Had  never  groaned  but  twice  I 

• 

"  And  now  from  forth  the  frowning  sky, 
From  the  heaven's  topmost  height, 

I  heard  a  voice — ^the  awful  voice 
Of  the  blood-avenging  sprite : 

'Thou  guilty  man  I  take  up  thy  dead, 
And  hide  it  from  mj  sight  1 ' 


"  And  I  took  the  dreary  body  vp^ 

And  oast  it  in  a  stream — 
The  sluggbh  water,  black  aa  ink, 

The  depth  was  so  extreme : 
My  gentle  boy,  remember  1  this 

Is  nothing  but  a  dream  I 

^Down  went   the   corse  with  a  !k>! 
plunge, 

And  vanished  in  the  pool ; 
Anon  I  cleansed  my  bloody  hands, 

And  washed  my  forehead  cool, 
And  sat  among  the  ordiina  young, 

That  evening  in  the  sohooL 

*'0  heaven!  to  think  of  their  white  » 
And  mine  so  black  and  grim  I 

I  coidd  not  share  in  childish  prayer. 
Nor  Join  in  evening  hymn ; 

Like  a  devil  of  the  pit  I  seemed, 
^Mid  holy  chembim ! 

'*  And  peace  went  with  them,  one  an/ 
And  each  calm  pillow  spread ; 

But  guilt  was  my  grim  chamberlain. 
That  lighted  me  to  bed, 

And  drew  my  midnight  curtains  roan 
With  fingers  bloody  red  I 

"  All  night  I  lay  in  agony. 
In  anguish  dark  and  deep ; 

My  fevered  eyes  I  dared  not  dose. 
But  stared  aghast  at  sleep ; 

For  sin  had  rendered  nnto  her 
The  keys  of  hell  to  keep  I 

"  All  night  I  lay  in  agony, 
From  weary  chime  to  chime ; 

With  one  besetting  horrid  hint. 
That  racked  me  all  the  time— 

A  mighty  yearning,  like  the  first 
Fierce  impulse  nnto  crime— 

*^  One  stem  tyrannic  thought,  that  nu 
All  other  thoughts  its  slave  I 

Stronger  and  stronger  every  pnlM 
Did  that  temptation  crave-  • 

Still  urging  me  to  go  and  aee 
The  dead  man  in  his  mve! 


TOUNa   1.IRLT.  W 

"And  atiU  do  peace  for  the  restless  daj 


ilj  I  Toae  up,  u  soon 

ight  ytaa  in  the  ahj, 

Hight  the  black  acoarsed  pool 

1  a  wild  misgiviog  eye ; 

Mw  the  dead  In  the  river  bed, 

the  faithless  stream  was  dry. 

ily  rose  the  lark,  and  shook 

dew-drop  from  its  wing; 

lever  marked  its  morning  flight — 

rer  heard  it  sing; 

ras  Btooptng  ODce  ogdn 

ar  the  horrid  thing. 

breathleaa  speed,  like  a  soul  in  ohase, 

ik  him  ap  and  ran ; 

was  no  time  to  dig  a  grave 

re  the  day  began — 

nesome  wood,  with  heaps  of  leaves, 

I  the  mardered  man  I 

ill  that  day  I  read  in  school, 
my  thooght  was  othtf  where ; 
a  aa  the  mid-day  task  was  done, 
icret  I  was  there — 
mighty  wind  had  swept  the  leavoa, 
BtiU  the  corse  was  bare  1 


down  I  cast  me  on  my  face, 

first  began  to  weep, 

mew  my  secret  then  was  one 

earth  refnsed  to  keep— 
I  or  sea,  Ihongb  be  should  be 
thonBaDd  fathoms  deep. 

Jla  the  fierce  avenging  sprite, 
blood  for  blood  atones  I 
longh  he  'a  buried  in  a  cave, 
trodden  down  with  atones, 
<an  have  rotted  off  his  fleeh — 
world  shall  see  his  bones  I 

d  t  that  horrid,  horrid  dream 

ts  me  now  awake] 

-again,  with  dizzy  brain, 

bnman  life  1  take ; 

y  red  right  hand  growa  raging  hot, 

Cramner'a  at  the  stake. 


juiu  Huu  uu  jHMKW  lor  uio  rei 

Will  wave  or  mould  allow  j 
The  horrid  thing  pnrsnea  my  sonl — 

It  stands  before  me  now  I " 
The  fearful  boy  looked  np,  and  saw 

Huge  drops  npon  his  brow. 

That  very  night,  wh3e  gentle  sleep 

The  nrchin's  eyelids  kisaed, 
Two  stem-faced  men  set  ont  from  Ljna 

Through  the  cold  and  heavy  miat; 
And  Eugene  Aram  walked  between, 

With  gyves  npon  his  wrist 

Twuui  Hoco, 


YOUXG  AIELY. 

Kkn  ye  aught  of  brave  Lochiel  t 

Or  ken  ye  anght  of  Airly  t 
They  have  belted  on  their  bright  broad  awords. 

And  off  and  awa'  wi'  Oharlie. 
Now  bring  me  fire,  my  merry,  merry  mui, 

And  bring  it  red  and  yarel  j — 
At  mirk  midnight  there  flashed  a  light 

O'er  the  topmost  towers  of  Airly. 

What  lowe  is  yon,  ^no'  the  gade  Loohiel, 

Which  gleams  so  red  and  rarelyl 
By  the  God  of  my  kin,  quo'  young  O^vle, 

It's  my  ain  bonnie  hame  of  Airlyl 
Put  up  your  sword,  said  the  brave  Lochiel, 

And  calm  your  mood,  quo'  Charlie ; 
Ere  morning  glow  we  '11  raise  a  lowe 

Far  brighter  than  bonnie  Airiy, 

Oh,  yon  fur  tower  'a  my  native  tower  I 

Nor  will  it  soothe  my  mourning, 
Were  London  palace,  tower,  and  town. 

As  fast  and  brightly  burning. 
It 's  no  my  hame — my  father's  hnme, 

That  reddens  my  cheek  see  sairiie — 
But  my  wife,  and  twa  sweet  babes  1  left 

To  smoor  in  the  smoke  of  Airly. 
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A  SNOW-STORK 


8CEXE  IN   A  YSBMONT  WINTBB. 


T  IS  a  fearful  night  in  the  winter  time, 

As  cold  as  it  ever  can  be ; 
The  roar  of  the  blast  is  heard  like  the  chime 

Of  the  waves  on  an  angry  sea. 
The  moon  is  fall ;  but  her  silver  light 
The  storm  dashes  out  with  its  wings  to-night ; 
And  over  the  sky  from  south  to  north 
Kot  a  star  is  seen,  as  the  wind  comes  forth 

In  the  strength  of  a  mighty  glee. 

n. 

All  day  had  the  snow  come  down — all  day 

AlS  it  never  came  down  before ; 
And  over  tlie  hills,  at  sun-set,  lay 

Some  two  or  three  feet,  or  more ; 
The  fence  was  lost,  and  the  wall  of  stone ; 
The  windows  blocked  and  the  well-curbs 

gone; 
The  haystack  had  grown  to  a  mountain  lift, 
And  the  wood-pile  looked  like  a  monster 
drift, 

As  it  lay  by  the  farmer's  door. 

The  night  sets  m  on  a  world  of  snow, 
While  the  air  grows  sharp  and  chill, 
And  the  warning  roar  of  a  fearful  blow 

Is  heard  on  the  distant  hill ; 
And  the  norther,  see  I  on  the  mountain  peak 
In  his  breath  how  the  old  trees  writhe  and 

shriek ! 
He  shouts  on  the  plain,  ho-ho  I  ho-ho  I 
He  drives  from  his  nostrils  the  blinding  snow. 
And  growls  with  a  savage  will. 

m. 

Such  a  night  as  this  to  be  found  abroad. 
In  the  drifts  and  the  freezing  air. 

Sits  a  shivering  dog,  in  the  field,  by  the  road, 
With  the  snow  in  his  shaggy  hair. 

He  shuts  his  eyes  to  the  wind  and  growls ; 

Qe  lifts  his  head,  and  moans  and  howls ; 

Then  crouching  low,  from  the  cutting  sleety 

His  nose  is  pressed  on  his  quivering  feet — 
Pray  what  does  the  dog  do  there  ? 


A  flarmer  came  from  the  yiUage  pkiii— 

But  he  lost  the  travelled  way ; 
And  for  hours  he  trod  with  might  aod  m 

A  path  for  his  horse  and  sleigh ; 
But  colder  still  the  cold  winda  blew, 
And  deeper  still  the  deep  drifts  grew, 
And  his  mare,  a  beautiful  Morgan  brown, 
At  last  in  her  struggles  floundered  down, 
Where  a  log  in  a  hollow  lay. 

In  vain,  with  a  neigh  and  a  frenzied  snort, 

She  plunged  in  the  drifting  snow, 
While  her  master  urged,  till  his  breath  gn 
short. 
With  a  word  and  a  gentle  blow ;. 
But  the  snow  was  deep,  and  the  tugs  we 

tight; 
His  hands  were  numb  and  had  lost  tin 

might ; 
So  he  wallowed  back  to  his  half-filled  dei^ 
And  strove  to  shelter  himself  till  day, 
With  his  coat  and  the  bufifalo. 

IV. 

He  has  given  the  last  faint  jerk  of  the  re* 

To  rouse  up  his  dying  steed ; 
And  the  poor  dog  howls  to  the  blast  in  r 

For  help  in  his  master^s  need. 
For  a  while  he  strives  with  a  wistful  cnr 

« 

To  catch  a  glance  from  his  drowsy  eye, 
And  wags  his  tail  if  the  rude  winds  flap 
The  skirt  of  the  buffalo  over  his  lap. 
And  whines  when  he  takes  no  heed 

V. 

The  wind  goes  down  and  the  storm  is  o^c 

'T  is  the  hour  of  midnight,  past ; 
The  old  trees  writhe  and  bend  no  more 

In  the  whirl  of  the  rushing  blast. 
The  silent  moon  with  her  peaceful  light 
Looks  down  on  the  hills  with  snow  all  wli 
And  the  giant  shadow  of  Camel's  Hnmp, 
The  blasted  pine  and  the  ghostly  stamp. 
Afar  on  the  plain  are  cast. 

But  cold  and  dead  by  the  hidden  log 
Are  they  who  came  fh>m  the  town— 

The  man  in  his  sleigh,  and  his  ftithliil  dvi 
And  his  beautiful  Moncan  brows*. 


SOFTLY    WOO    AWAY    HKR    BREATH. 


mow-desert,  far  and  grand, 
■Thp  ou  his  Lead  and  tlie  reins  iii  iii» 

K  vUb  luB  nose  on  hia  master's  feet, 
i«  mare  hnlf  seea  through  the  crusted 

re  ihe  lay  when  she  floundered  down. 

CHiiLia  GuixQi  £tmiiif, 

I 

BOttck  that,  high  and  aheer, 
Me  from  the  moQDtam'a  breast, 
ear?  httnter  of  the  doer 
id  sat  him  down  to  rest, 

d  to  tlio  soft  Bammer  nir 
itred  brow  and  Bweatj  hair. 


S  HUHTER'S  VISION. 


9  in  hoxe  the  monutaine  lay, 
ith  dimmer  valea  between; 
rivers  g-limmered  on  their  wnj, 
f  Ibreala  faintly  sueu ; 
[e  ever  rose  a  mmmiiruig  sound, 
u  brcxtks  below  and  beea  DTOund. 

isi«n<K),  till  lie  wviiied  to  hear 
Btrain,  «o  soft  and  low 
i  whether  in  the  mind  or  e^u- 

Fner  scarce  might  know  ^ 
&  ton^  so  sweet,  so  mild. 
Ing  mother  luUa  her  child, 

•on  weary  hiintsmnn,"  thus  it  ^rdd, 
Thou  fuiut  with  toil  Rad  heut, 
|)leaa&ul  land  of  rest  is  spniod 
■■'■-  thy  VM^fwl, 
''i>M  wliom  thua  wouldH  gjiuU.'- 
n  ftiiiti?  tliera  to  welcoma  th»e." 


UroTBs  freshened  a$  he  looked,  and  flo«en 
Showed  bright  on  roeky  bank. 

And  foontaina  welled  beneath  the  bowera, 
Where  deer  and  pheasant  drank. 

Ue  inv/  the  glittering  streams;  he  heard 

The  rosUing  bough  and  twittering  bird. 

And  friends,  the  dead,  iti  bojliood  dear, 
There  lived  and  walked  again; 

And  there  waa  one  who  many  b.  year 
Within  her  grave  had  lain, 

A  fair  young  girl,  the  hamlet'a  pride — 

II is  heart  waa  breaking  when  aha  died. 

Bounding,  as  was  her  wont,  alie  oame 
Right  towards  his  resting  place, 

And  strelcbed  lier  hand  and  called  hia  nanu^ 
With  that  Bweet  smiling  face. 

Forward  with  fixed  and  eager  eyes, 

The  hunter  leaned  in  act  to  rise ; 

Fiii'wiird  he  leaned — and  headlong  down 
FInnged  from  that  oraggy  wall ; 

life  sow  the  rocks,  ateep,  stern,  and  brown' 
An  iostont,  in  hia  fall — 

A  frightful  instant,  and  no  mnrt,, 

The  dream  and  life  at  oni^e  were  o'er. 


SOFTLY  WOO  AWAY  HER  BRZATH. 

Softly  woo  away  her  breatii, 

Gentle  death  I 
Let  her  leave  thee  with  no  strife, 

Tender,  mournful,  murmuring  life  I 
Slie  hath  suun  her  happy  day — 

SIio  hath  liud  hiT  bud  and  blossom 
Now  sha  poles  and  shrinks  away, 

i'.iu'iii.  Into  thy  gcutle  bosom  I 


I '!!«  bar  hiddiug  h«r«, 


I 


Mi 


FOEMS   OF   TBAGEDT    AND    SORROW. 


THE  MAY  QUEEN. 


Thej  call  me  crael-hearted,  bnt  I  etre 

what  thej  say, 
For  I'm  to  be   queen  o'  the  May,  mot 

I  *m  to  be  queen  o*  the  May. 


Ton  must  wake  and  call  me  early,  call  me 
early,  mother  dear ; 

To-morrow  Ul  be  the  happiest  time  of  all  the 
glad  new-year — 

Of  all  the  glad  new-year,  mother,  the  mad- 
dest, merriest  day ; 

For  I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm 
to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

u. 

There 's  many  a  black,  black  eye,  they  say, 

but  none  so  bright  as  mine ; 
There's  Margaret  and  Mary,  there's  Kate 

and  Caroline ; 
But  none  so  fair  as  little  Alice  in  all  the  land, 

they  say : 
So  I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I  'm 

to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

m. 

I  sleep  so  sound  all  night,  mother,  that  I  shall 
never  wake, 

[f  you  do  not  call  me  loud  when  the  day  be- 
gins to  break ; 

But  I  must  gather  knots  of  flowers  and  buds, 
and  garlands  gay ; 

For  I'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May,  mother, 
I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

IV. 

As  I  came  up  the  valley,  whom  think  ye 

should  I  see, 
But  Robin  leaning  on  the  bridge  beneath  the 

hazel-tree  ? 
Be  thought  of  that  sharp  look,  mother,  I  gave 

him  yesterday, — 
But  I  'm  to  be   queen  o'  the  May,  mother, 

I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 


V. 

fle  thought  I  was  a  ghost,  mother,  for  I  was 

all  in  white ; 
And  I  ran  by  him  without  speaking,  like  a 

flash  of  light 


VL 

They  say  he's  dying  all  for  love— but 

can  never  be ; 
They  say  his  heart  is  breaking,  mother— v 

is  that  to  me? 
There 's  many  a  bolder  lad  '11  woo  me 

summer  day; 
And  I  'm  to  be   queen  o'  the  May,  mot 

I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

vn. 

Little  Effie  shall  go  with  me  to-morro 

the  green, 
And  you  11  be  there,  too,  mother,  to  se 

made  the  queen ; 
For  the  shepherd  lads  on  every  side  11  < 

from  far  away ; 
And  I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May,  mo 

I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

vra. 

The  honeysuckle  round  the  porch  has  « 

its  wavy  bowers. 
And  by  the  meadow-trenches  blow  the 

sweet  cuckoo-flowers ; 
And  the  wild  marsh-marigold  shines  111 

in  swamps  and  hollows  gray ; 
And  I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May,  m 

I  'm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

IX. 

The  night-winds  come  and  go,  mother 

the  meadow-grass. 
And  the  happy  stars  above  them  se 

brighten  as  they  pass ; 
There  will  not  be  a  drop  of  rain  the  w] 

the  livelong  day ; 
And  Pm  to  be  queen  o'  the  May,  moth* 

to  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

X. 

All  the  vaUey,  mother,  11  be  fresh  anc 

and  still, 
And  the  cowslip  and  the  crowfoot  ai 

aU  the  hill 


THB  VAT   QUEEN. 


the  rirolet  in  the  flowerj  dale  11  mer- 

rilf  gUnoe  and  play, 
I'm  to  be  qaeen  o'  the  Msj,  mother, 

I  'm  to  be  qaeen  o'  tbe  Hmj. 


ron  mmt  wake  aod  call  me  earl?,  call  me 

earlj,  mother  dear, 
morrow  11  be  the  happiest  time  of  all  the 

glad  new-jear: 
morrow  '11  be  of  all  tbe  year  tbe  maddest, 

merriest  day, 
r  I  'm  to  be  qaeen  o'  the  Miij,  mother, 

I  'm  to  be  qaeen  o'  the  May. 


irxw  tub's  bti. 


jm  Ve  waking,  coll  me  early,  call  me  early, 

mother  dear, 
1 1  wonld  Me  tbe  saa  rise  npoa  the  glad 

new-year. 
I  the  last  new-year  that  I  ahall  ever  see — 
m  yoD  may  lay  me  low  i'  the  moold,  and 

tbinlc  no  more  of  me. 


night  I  saw  the  enn  set — he  sot  and  left 

behhid 
•  ^ood  old  year,  the  dear  old  time,  and  alt 

my  peace  of  mind; 
d  tbe  new-year  'a  coming  ap,  mother ;  but 

T  shall  never  see 
!  bloBsom  on  tbe  blackthorn,  the  leaf  upon 

the  tree. 


M  Kay  we  made  a  crown  of  flowers ;  we 

had  a  merry  day — 
letth  tbe  hawthorn  on  the  green  they 

made  me  qaeen  of  May ; 
il  we  danced  about  the  Uay-pole  and  in 

the  haiel  copse, 
Ohariea'a  Vidn  came  ont  above  tbe  tall 

wluta  ohkaney-topB. 


There 's  not  a  flower  on  aU  the  bllls— tie  froat 

is  on  tbe  pane ; 
I  only  wish  to  live  till  the  snowdrops  come 

I  wish  the  snow  would  melt  and  the  son  come 

out  on  high — 
I  long  to  see  a  flower  so  before  tbe  day  1  dift 


Tbe  building  rook  11  caw  from  tbe  vrindy  tall . 

elm-tree. 
And  the  tufted  plover  pipe  along  tbe  fnHow 

And  the  swallow  '11  come  back  again  wUk 

But  I  shall  Ue  alone,  mother,  within  the 
mooldering  grave. 


Upon  the  chancel-casement,  and  npon  that 

grave  of  mine. 
In  the  early,  early  morning  the  summer  sun  'II 

Before  the  red  cock  crows  from  the  farm  np- 
on the  hiU— 

When  yon  are  warm-nslecp,  mother,  and  al! 
tbe  world  is  Btill. 


When  the  flowers  come  again,  mother,  be- 
neath the  waning  light 

You  11  never  see  me  more  in  the  long  gray 

fields  at  nigbt ; 
When  from  tbe  dry  dark  wold  the  snmmet 

airs  blow  cool 
On  tlie  oat-grass  and  the  sword-grass,  and  the 

bulmsh  in  the  pool. 


Ton  11  bury  me,  my  mother,  juat  benealJ.  tbe 

hawthorn  shade, 
And  you  'II  cumo  sometimes  and  see  me  where 

I  am  lowly  l«d. 
I  sliall  not  forget  yon,  mother ;  I  shall  heai 

yon  when  you  pass, 
With  yonr  feet  above  my  head  in  tbe  long 

and  pleaaant  grass. 
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POEMS  OF  TRAGEDY  AND  BORROW. 


IX. 

I  liavo  been  wild  and  wayward,  bat  joall 

forgive  me  now ; 
You  ^11  kiss  me,  my  own  mother,  apon  my 

cheek  and  brow ; 
Nay,  nay,  you  must  not  weep,  nor  let  your 

grief  be  wild ; 
You  should  not  fret  for  me,  mother — ^you 

have  another  child. 

X. 

If  I  can,  I  ^11  come  again,  mother,  firom  out 

my  resting-place ; 
Though  you  ^11  not  see  me,  mother,  I  shall 

look  upon  your  face ; 
Though  I  cannot  speak  a  word,  I  shall  hearken 

what  you  say. 
And  be  often,  often  with  you  when  you  think 

I  'm  far  away. 

XI. 

Good-night  I  good-night  I  when  I  have  said 

good-night  for  evermore, 
And  you  see  me  carried  out  from  the  threshold 

of  the  door. 
Do  n^t  let  Effie  come  to  see  me  till  my  grave 

be  growing  green — 
She  '11  be  a  better  child  to  you  than  ever  I 

have  been. 

XII. 

She  '11  find  my  garden-tools  upon  the  granary 

floor. 
Let  her  take  'em — they  are  hers ;  I  shall  never 

garden  more. 
But  tell  her,  when  I'm  ^^ne,  to  train  the 

rose-bush  that  I  set 
About  the  parlor-window,  and  the  box  of 

mignonette. 

xiu. 

Good-night,  sweet  mother  I     Call  me  before 

the  day  is  bom. 
Ml  night  I  lie  awake,  but  I  fall  asleep  at 

morn; 
But  I  would  see  the  sun  rise  upon  the  glad 

new-year — 
So,  if  you  're  waking,  call  me,  call  me  early, 

mother  dear. 


COKCLUSIOS. 

I. 

I  THOUGHT  to  pass  away  before,  and  yet  alivx 

I  am; 
And  in  the  fields  all  round  I  hear  the  bletUof^ 

of  the  lamb. 
How  sadly,  I  remember,  rose  the  morning  U 

the  year! 
To  die  before  the  snowdrop  came,  and  nov 

the  violet 's  here. 

n. 

Oh  sweet  ia  the  new  violet,  that  comes  benefit 

the  skies; 
And  sweeter  is  the  young  lamVa  voice  to  m 

that  cannot  rise ; 
And  sweet  is  all  the  land  about,  and  all  tfai 

flowers  that  blow ; 
And  sweeter  far  is  death  than  life,  to  me  tbit 

long  to  go. 

It  seemed  so  hard  at  first,  mother,  to  letvc 

the  blessed  sun, 
And  now  it  seems  as  hard  to  stay ;  and  jec, 

His  will  be  done  I 
But  still  I  think  it  can 't  be  long  before  I  fiDd 

release; 
And  that  good  man,  the  clergyman,  has  toM 

me  words  of  peace. 

rv. 

Oh  blessings  on  his  kindly  voice,  and  on  hW 

silver  hair  I 
And  blessings  on  his  whole  life  long,  until  U 

meet  me  there  I 
Oh  blessings  on  his  kindly  heart  and  on  ^ 

sUver  head ! 
A  thousand  times  I  blest  him,  as  he  knelt  b^ 

side  my  bed. 

V. 

He  showed  me  all  the  meroy,  for  he  tao^ 

me  all  the  sin ; 
Now,  though  my  lamp  was   lighted  lau? 

there 's  One  will  let  me  in. 
Nor  would  I  now  be  well,  mother,  again,  t 

that  could  be ; 
Tar  my  desire  is  but  to  pass  to  Him  that  dia 

forme. 


THE   MAT   QUEES. 


le  dog  bowl,  mother,  or  the 

tch  beat — 

iwter  token  whea  the  night 

ing  meet ; 

ly  bed,  mother,  and  put  yotu 

le  other  aide,  and  I  will  tell 


MATch-morniag  I  heard  the 
1— 

i  moon  was  setting,  and  the 

over  all ; 

to  whiaper,  and  the  wind  be- 

'1. 

Marcb-mominglheard  them 

)Ul. 

a^akc,  I  thonght  of  joa  and 

in  the  honae,  and  I  no  longer 

ngth  I  prayed  for  both — and 

esigned, 

er  came  a  swell  of  music  ou 

12. 

'  wi»  fancy,  and  I  listened  in 
nething  apeak  to  me— I  know 
t  and  shuddering  took  hold 
ij  came  again  the  music  on 

«ping;  and  I  said,  "It's  not 

three  timc!i,  I  thought,  I  tiike 

gn. 

it  rarae,  and  close  beside  the 

heaven  and 


go  right  np 

g  the  atars. 


SoDowI  tliinkniytime  ianear;  Itrustitis. 

I  know 
Tlie  blessed  mosio  went  that  way  my  son. 

will  have  to  go. 
And  for  myself,  indeed,  I  care  not  if  I  go  to 


Bat  Effie,  yon  mu 
past  away. 


;  comfort  her  when  I  am 


And  say  to  Robin  a  kind  word,  and  tell  him 

not  to  fret ; 
There  'a  many  worthier  than  I  woold  make 

him  happy  yet. 
If  I  had  lived — I  cannot  tell — I  might  have 

been  his  wife ; 
But  all  these  things  have  ceased  to  be,  with 

ray  deaire  of  life. 


Oil  look !  the  son  begins  to  rise  1  the  heavens 

are  in  a  glow ; 
lie  shines  npon  a  hnndred  fielda.  and  all  of 

them  I  know. 
And  there  I  move  no  longer  now,  and  there 

his  light  may  shine — 
Wild  flowers  in  the  valley  for  other  hands 


Oh  sweet  and  atrasge  it  seems  to  mo,  that  ere 
this  day  is  done 

The  voice  that  now  is  speaking  may  be  be- 
yond the  Sim — 

For  erer  and  for  ever  with  those  just  soda 
and  true — 

And  what  is  life,  that  we  should  moon  ?  whr 
make  we  snch  ado  ? 


For  over  and  for  ever,  all  in  a  blessed  home, 
And  there  to  wait  a  little  while  till  you  and 

Effie  come- 
To  lie  within  the  light  of  God.  as  I  lie  npon 

your  breast — 
And  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and 

the  weary  are  at  rest. 
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THE  NYMPH  COMPLAINING  FOR  THE 
DEATH  OF  HER  FAWN. 

The  wanton  troopers,  riding  bv, 

Have  sbot  my  fawn,  and  it  will  die. 

Ungentle  men !  tbey  cannot  thrive 

Who  killed  thee.    Thou  ne'er  didst,  alive, 

Them  any  harm ;  alas !  nor  could 

Thy  death  yet  do  them  any  good. 

I  *m  sure  I  never  wished  them  ill — 

Nor  do  I  for  all  this,  nor  will ; 

But,  if  my  simple  prayers  may  yet 

Prevail  with  heaven  to  forget 

Thy  murder,  I  will  join  my  tears. 

Rather  than  fail.     But,  oh  mv  fears  I 

It  cannot  die  so.    Heaven's  king 

Keeps  register  of  every  thing ; 

And  nothing  may  we  use  in  vain ; 

Even  beasts  must  be  with  justice  slain — 

Else  men  are  made  their  deodands. 

Though  they  should  wash  their  guilty  hands 

In  this  wann  life-blood,  which  doth  part 

From  thine  and  Ti-ound  me  to  the  heart, 

Yet  could  they  not  be  clean — their  stain 

Is  dyed  in  such  a  purple  grain ; 

There  is  not  such  another  in 

The  world  to  otfcr  for  their  sin. 

Inconstant  Sylvio !  when  yet 
I  had  not  found  him  counterfeit, 
One  morning  (1  remember  well). 
Tied  in  this  silver  chain  and  bell. 
Gave  it  to  me ;  nay,  and  I  know 
What  he  said  then — I  *m  sure  I  do : 
Said  he,  "  Look  how  your  huntsman  here 
Hath  taught  a  fawn  to  hunt  his  dear ! " 
But  Sylvio  soon  had  me  beguiled — 
This  waxed  tame,  while  he  grew  wild ; 
And,  quite  regardless  of  my  smart. 
Left  me  his  fawn,  but  took  his  heart. 

Thenceforth,  I  set  myself  to  play 
My  solitary  time  away, 
With  this ;  and,  very  well  content. 
Could  so  mine  idle  life  have  spent. 
For  it  was  full  of  sport,  and  light 
Of  foot  and  heart,  and  did  invite 
Me  to  its  game.    It  seemed  to  bless 
It€olf  in  me ;  how  could  I  less 
Than  love  it  ?    Oh  I  cannot  be 
Unkind  t'  a  beast  that  loveth  me. 


Had  it  lived  long,  I  do  not  know 
Whether  it,  too,  might  have  dcme  so 
As  Sylvio  did — ^his  gifts  might  be 
Perhaps  as  false,  or  more,  than  he. 
For  I  am  sure,  for  aught  that  I 
Could  in  so  short  a  time  espy, 
Thy  love  was  far  more  better  than 
The  love  of  false  and  cruel  man. 

With  sweetest  milk,  and  sngar,  first 
I  it  at  mine  own  fingers  nursed ; 
And  as  it  grew,  so  every  day 
It  waxed  more  white  and  sweet  than  tbey. 
It  had  so  sweet  a  breath  I  and  oft 
I  blushed  to  see  its  foot  more  soft 
And  white — shall  I  say  than  my  handf 
Nay,  any  lady^s  of  the  land. 

It  is  a  wondrous  thing  how  fleet 
'T  was  on  those  little  silver  feet  I 
With  what  a  pretty,  skipping  grace 
It  oft  would  challenge  me  the  race ! 
And  when  't  had  left  me  far  away, 
T  would  stay,  and  run  again,  and  stay; 
For  it  was  nimbler,  much,  than  hinds, 
And  trod  as  if  on  ^e  fonr  winds. 

I  have  a  garden  of  my  own — 
But  so  with  roses  overgrown, 
And  lilies,  that  you  would  it  guess 
To  be  a  little  wilderness ; 
And  all  the  spring-time  of  the  year 
It  only  loved  to  be  there. 
Among  the  beds  of  lilies  I 
Have  sought  it  oft,  where  it  should  lie ; 
Yet  could  not,  till  itself  would  rise, 
Find  it,  although  before  mine  eyes ; 
For  in  the  flaxen  lilies*  shade 
It  like  a  bank  of  lilies  laid. 
Upon  the  roses  it  would  feed. 
Until  its  lips  ev^n  seemed  to  bleed ; 
And  then  to  me  't  would  boldly  trip. 
And  print  those  roses  on  my  lip. 
But  all  its  chief  delight  was  still 
On  roses  thus  itself  to  fill ; 
And  its  pure  virgin  limbs  to  fold 
In  whitest  sheets  of  lilies  cold. 
Had  it  lived  long,  it  would  have  heea 
Lilies  without,  roses  within. 

Oh  help  I  oh  help  1  I  see  it  faint. 
And  die  as  calmly  as  a  saint  I 
See  how  it  weeps  I  the  tears  do  come, 
Sad,  slowly,  dropping  like  a  gam. 
So  weens  the  wounded  balsam :  ao 


LAUSNT    OF   THE    IBI3H    EHIGRANT. 


4S; 


kineense  doth  flow ; 

»  HelUdes 

iniber  toan  as  these. 

'o  crystal  l«a« ;  and  All 

erflow,  with  mloe ; 

in  Diana's  shrine. 

eet  fawn  ia  vanished  to 

iwnns  and  turtles  go ; 

n  to  endure, 

Jte  Iambs,  and  ermins  pare. 

I  too  East  I  fur  I 

^ak  tby  grave,  and  die. 

happj  statue  shall 

ble ;  and  withal, 

ling  toot    Bat  there 

inre  bis  art  may  spare, 

thee  bemoan 

eep  thoDgb  I  be  stone ; 

^  still  drooping,  IT  ear 

Mn  selves  engraving  there. 

set  shalt  thon  be  laid, 

aster  made ; 

avo  thine  image  bo 

1,  though  not  as  thee. 

Ajiduw  Uaitili 


F  THE  IRISH  EMIGRANT. 

n  the  Btilo,  Mary, 
i  sat  side  by  side 
Jlay  mornin'  long  ago, 
t  yon  were  ray  bride ; 
is  Bpringin'  fresh  and  greci:, 
ark  sang  load  and  Iiii,'li ; 
I  was  on  your  lip,  Mary, 
ove-light  in  your  eye. 

little  changed,  Mary; 
*  bright  as  then  ; 


^orn  is  green  again ; 
he  soft  clasp  of  your  Land, 
breath,  warm  on  my  cheek ; 
icep  list'nin'  for  the  words 
r  more  will  speak. 

:ep  down  yonder  lane, 
.ittle  church  stands  near — 


Tbe  charch  where  we  were  wed.  Mat; ; 

I  see  the  spire  from  here. 
But  the  grave-yard  lies  between,  Uary. 

And  my  step  might  break  your  rest — 
For  I  've  laid  you,  darling,  down  to  sleep. 

With  your  baby  on  yonr  breast. 

I  'm  very  lonely  now,  Uary — 

For  the  poor  make  no  new  friends ; 
But,  oh  1  tbey  love  the  better  still 

The  few  oar  Father  sends  1 
And  yon  were  all  I  bad,  Mary — 

My  blessin'  and  my  pride : 
There's  nothing  left  to  care  for  now, 

Since  my  poor  Mary  died. 

Yours  was  the  good,  brave  heart,  Mary. 

That  still  kept  hoping  on, 
■When  the  trust  in  God  had  left  my  soul, 

Aud  my  arm's  yonng  strength  was  goiie^ 
Tlierc  was  comfort  ever  on  your  lip. 

And  the  kind  look  on  your  brow — 
I  bless  yon,  Mary,  for  that  same, 

Tbongh  yoD  cannot  hear  me  now. 

I  thank  you  for  the  patient  stnile 

When  yuur  heart  was  iit  to  break — 
When  tlie  hunger  puin  was  gnawin'  there. 

And  you  bid  it  for  my  sake; 
1  bless  you  for  the  pleasant  word. 

When  your  heart  was  sad  and  sore — 
Oh  I  I  'm  tbankAil  yon  are  gone,  Mary, 

Where  grief  can't  reach  yon  more  1 

I'm  biddin'  you  a  long  farewell. 

My  Mary — kind  and  tniol 
But  I  '11  not  ibrget  you,  darlin?, 

In  tbo  land  I  'm  goin'  to; 
Tliey  sny  there's  bread  and  work  tor  all. 

And  the  sun  shines  always  therc^ 
But  I  'II  not  forgot  old  Ireland, 

Were  it  fifty  times  as  fair ! 

And  often  in  those  grand  old  woods 

I'll  sit,  and  shut  my  eyes, 
And  my  heart  will  travel  back  again 

To  the  place  where  Mary  lies; 
And  I  '11  think  I  s>.'C  the  little  stile 

Where  wo  sat  side  by  side. 
And  the  springin'  com,  and  the  bright  Mit) 


Wlien  first  y 


■e  my  bride. 
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THE  BRIDGE  OF  SIGHS. 

**  Drowned  1  Drowned  I  **— Hamur. 

One  more  nnfortonate, 
Weary  of  breath, 
Rashly  importnnate, 
Gone  to  her  death  I 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 
Lift  her  with  care  1 
Fashioned  so  slenderly — 
Young,  and  so  fair  I 

Look  at  her  garments 
Clinging  like  cerements, 
Whilst  the  wave  constantly 
Drips  from  her  clothing ; 
Take  her  up  instantly. 
Loving,  not  loathing  1 

Touch  her  not  scornfully  I 
Think  of  her  mournfully, 
Gently  and  humanly — 
Not  of  the  stiuns  of  her ; 
All  that  remains  of  her 
Now  is  pure  womanly. 

Make  no  deep  scrutiny     ' 
Into  her  mutiny, 
^ash  and  undutilui ; 
Past  all  dishonor, 
Death  has  left  on  her 
Only  the  beautiful. 

Still,  for  all  slips  of  hers — 
One  of  Eve's  family — 
Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  hers, 
Oozing  so  clammily. 

Loop  up  her  tresses 
Escaped  from  the  comb — 
Her  fair  auburn  tresses — 
Whilst  wonderment  guesses 
Where  was  her  home  ? 

Who  was  her  father  ? 
Who  was  her  mother  ? 
Had  she  a  sister  ? 
Had  she  a  brother  ? 
Or  was  there  a  dearer  one 
Still,  and  a  nearer  one 
Yet,  than  all  other  t 


Alas!  for  the  rarity 
Of  Christian  charity 
Under  the  son  t 
OhI  itwaspitiMI 
Near  a  whole  city  foU, 
Home  she  had  none. 

Sisterly,  brotherly, 
Fatherly,  motherly 
Feelings  had  changed — 
Love,  by  harsh  evidence, 
Thrown  from  its  eminence ; 
Even  Qod^s  providence 
Seeming  estranged. 

Where  the  lamps  quiver 
So  far  in  the  river. 
With  many  a  light 
From  wiudow  and  casement. 
From  garret  to  basem^t, 
She  stood,  with  amazement, 
Houseless  by  night. 

The  bleak  wind  of  March 
Made  her  tremble  and  shiver 
But  not  the  dark  arch. 
Or  the  black  flowing  river ; 
Mad  from  life's  history. 
Glad  to  death's  mystery. 
Swift  to  be  hurled — 
Any  where,  any  where 
Out  of  the  world  I 

In  she  plunged  boldly— 
No  matter  how  coldly 
The  rough  river  ran — 
Over  the  brink  of  it ! 
Picture  it — ^think  of  it ! 
Dissolute  man  I 
Lave  in  it,  drink  of  it, 
Then,  if  you  can  I 

Take  her  up  tenderly — 
Lift  her  with  care  I 
Fashioned  so  slenderly- 
Young,  and  so  fair  I 

Ere  her  limbs,  frigidly. 
Stiffen  too  rigidly, 
Decently,  kindly, 
Smooth  and  compose  them; 
And  her  eyes^  dose  tiienL 
Staring  so  bUndljl 


TE£  SONG  OF  THE  SQIBT. 


Draadfbll;  staring 
Tlirongh  mndd;  imporitj, 
As  when  with  tha  during 
Lut  look  of  deopairiiig 
Fixed  on  futuritj'' 

PerishiDg  gloomi];', 
Spnired  bj  contumel;, 
Cold  iDhoDumit/, 
Bam  log  insanitj, 
Into  her  rest  I 
CroflB  her  handa  hnmbly, 
As  if  prating  dnmblj, 
Over  her  breast  I 

Ownbg  her  weakness, 
Her  evil  behavior, 
And  leaving,  with  meekness, 
Her  dns  to  her  Saviour  I 


THE  MOTHEE'S  LAST  SONG. 

n?I— The  ghostl;  winds  are  blowiogl 
I  moon  abroad — no  star  is  glowing ; 
«  rirer  is  deep,  and  the  tide  is  flowing 
the  land  where  yon  and  I  are  going) 

We  are  going  afar, 

Bejond  moon  or  star, 
fo  the  land  where  the  sinless  angels  are  I 

xt  my  heart  to  your  heartless  sire, 
Tsi  melted  away  by  hia  looks  of  fire) — 
rgot  m  J  Gck],  and  my  father's  ire, 
I  for  the  sake  of  a  man's  desire ; 

Bnt  now  we  '11  go 

Where  tlie  waters  flow, 
Lnd  make  os  a  bed  where  none  shall 

;  world  is  cruel— the  world  is  nntme ; 
*  foes  are  many,  onr  friends  are  few ; 
work,  no  bread,  however  we  sne  1 
at  is  there  left  for  me  to  do. 

But  fly— fly 

From  the  crael  sky, 
nd  bid*  u  the  deepest  deeps-— and  diol 
Baist  OonviiLL. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  8HIBT. 

WrrH  fingers  weary  and  worn, 

With  eyelids  heavy  and  red, 
A  woman  sat,  in  nnwomaoly  rags, 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread — 
Stitch  1  stitch  1  BtJtch! 
Id  poverty,  hnnger,  and  dirt ; 

And  still  with  a  voioe  of  dolorous  pitob 
She  saog  the  "Song  of  the  Bhirtl" 

"  Work  I  work  1  work  I 

While  the  cock  is  crowing  aloof  I 
And  work — work — work. 

Till  the  stars  shine  through  tlie  roof  I 
It 's  oh  I  to  be  a  slave 

Along  with  the  barbarous  Turk, 
Where  woman  has  never  a  sonl  to  save^ 

If  this  is  Christian  work  I 

"  Work — work — work 

Till  the  brain  begins  to  swim  I 
Work — work — work 

Till  the  eyes  are  heavy  and  dim ! 
Seam,  and  gnsset,  and  band. 

Band,  and  gusset,  and  seam — 
'ill  over  the  butturs  I  fall  asleep, 

And  sew  them  on  in  a  dream  I 

'O  men,  with  sisters  dear  I 

0  men,  with  mothers  and  wives  I 
It  is  not  linen  you  're  wearing  ont. 
But  liuman  creatures'  lives  1 

Stitch— slitch— stitch. 
In  poverty,  iiunger,  and  dirt — 
Sewing  at  once,  with  a  double  thread, 
A  shroud  as  well  as  a  shirt! 

But  why  do  I  talk  of  death— 

That  phantom  of  grisly  bonef 
I  hardly  fear  his  terrible  shape. 

It  seems  so  like  my  ciwn — 

It  seems  so  like  my  own 

Becanso  of  the  fusts  I  keep ; 
0  God  I  that  bread  should  be  so  dear, 

And  flesh  and  blood  so  cheap  1 

Work — work — work  I 
Hy  labor  never  flags ; 
And  what  are  its  wages  t    A  bed  of  straw 
A  crust  of  bread — and  rags, 


^^^^^^^^1 

HW                                FOEMS   OF 

TBAGBDT    AKI   BORROW. 

rtiat  ebatMreil  roof— ani]  tliis  naked  floor — 

A  table — a  broken  chiur— 

msa  OF  THE  SILENT  LA] 

And  a  wall  ao  blank  laj  ahadow  I  thank 

For  Bometime*  fnlliTig  there ! 

liiTo  tliH  silent   land  I 
Ahl  wiiosliallloadusthithwt 

"  Work— work— work  1 

Olonda  ill  the  eveuing  sky  mure  lUrkl; 

From  n-ear?  cLirao  to  ohimo ! 

And  shattered  wrecki  lie  thicker  era  Qi 

Work— work — work — 

Who  londa  u«  with  «  gentle  hand 

As  prisoners  work  for  criniel 

Thithef.ub,tbitLeT; 

Band,  and  gnaset,  and  uam, 

IntolLe  nllent  landT 

Seam,  and  gnseet,  and  bud — 

Into  the  Client  landl 

Till  the  heart  ia  sick  m 

As  wdl  as  tha  wear. 

"  Work — work- work 

)f  beaateons  aouie  1    The  fulnru's  pi 

In  the  dull  Decembe 

bond  I 

And  work — work— wo 

Who  in  life'a  battle  firm  doth  stand 

Wlien  tlie  weather  is 

•hfiU  bear  Lope's  tender  blMsocu 

Into  the  silent  landl 

The  brooding  swalk 

Aiiftoebowmethdr 

0  tandl  0  land! 

And  twit  me  wiUi  tl 

For  all  the  broken-hearted 

The  mihk-l  h.Tida  by  .„ir  futo  allotl. 

"  Oh!  but  to  brt„-.. 

Of  the  cowalip  and  primrose  sweet — 
With  the  sky  above  my  head. 

And  the  grass  beneath  my  feet  I 
For  only  ona  short  honr 

To  feel  as  I  nsed  to  feel, 
Before  I  knew  the  woes  of  want 

And  the  walk  that  costs  a  meal  I 

'  Oh  I  bnt  for  one  short  hour — 

A  respite  however  brief  I 
Ko  bleaeed  leisnre  for  love  or  hope, 

Bnt  only  time  for  grief  I 
A  Uttle  weeping  would  ease  my  heart ; 

But  in  their  briny  bed 
My  tears  mnat  stop,  for  every  drop 

Hinders  needle  and  thread ! " 

With  fingers  weary  and  worn. 

With  eyelids  heavy  and  red, 
A  woman  sat,  in  nnwomanly  rags, 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread — 
Stitch  1  stitch  I  stitch  I 

In  poverty,  hanger,  and  dirt; 
ijid  rtill,  with  a  voice  of  dolorous  pitch — 
Wonid  that  its  tone  coald  reach  the  rich  I — 

She  sang  this  "Songof  the  Shirtl'' 


Hc-tkoM-,  ;ih.l  niilj  iuvi.Tl..-(i  lorch  do 

To  lead  ns  with  a  gentle  hand 
Into  the  land  of  the  great  departed— 
Into  the  silent  land  I 

L   (G 


THE  PAUPER'S  DEATHBEI 

Tebas  softly  1  bow  the  head- 
In  reverent  silence  bow ! 

So  passing  bell  doth  Usil  i 

Yet  an  immortal  soul 
Is  passing  now. 

Stranger,  however  great. 

With  lowly  reverence  bowl 
There 's  one  in  that  poor  ehri- 
One  by  that  paltry  bed — 
Greater  than  thon. 

ISeneath  that  beggar's  roo^ 

Lol  Death  doth  keep  bis  M' 
Enter  1 — no  crowds  attend- 
Enter ! — no  goarda  delM 


THE    LAST  JODBNET. 


That  paTemeat  damp  and  cold 
Bo  Kniling  coortiers  tread ; 

One  Bilent  woman  atands, 

Lifting  with  meagre  hands 
A  djing  head. 

}fo  mingling  TOiCOS  HOtind — 

An  in&nt  wail  alone; 
A  lob  lappreseed — again 
That  short  deep  gasp — and  then 

Th«i  parting  groan  I 

Oh  1  cbange~-oh  I  wondrous  change  I 
Bnrat  are  the  prison  bars  I 

This  moment  there,  so  ]ow, 

So  agonized — and  now 
Bejond  the  stars  I 

Oh  I  change — stupendous  change! 

There  lies  the  sonllesa  elod  1 
The  Ban  eternal  breaks ; 
The  new  immortal  wakes — 

Wakes  with  his  God. 


THE  LAST  JOURNET. 

Slowlt,  with  measured  tread, 
Onward  we  bear  the  dead 

To  his  lone  home ; 
Short  grows  the  homeward  road — 
On  with  7onr  mortal  load! — 

O  grave !  we  come. 

Tet,  yet — ab!  hasten  not 
Fart  each  remembered  spot 

Where  he  hath  been— 
'Where  Ute  he  walked  in  glee, 
These  from  henceforth  to  be 

Never  more  seen ! 

Rest  ye — set  down  the  bier  I 
One  he  loved  dwelletli  here ; 

Let  the  dead  lie 
A  moBMit  that  door  beside. 
Wont  to  tj  opta  wide 

En  Iw  drew  ni^ 


Hearken  I — he  speoketb  yet  I— 
"0  friend  1  wilt  thou  forget 

(Friend — more  than  brotherll 
Eow  hand  in  band  we  've  gone, 
Heart  with  heart  linked  in  one- 
All  to  each  other ! 


"O  fiiendl  I  go  from  thee— 
Where  the  worm  feast^th  free, 

Barkly  to  dwell; 
Giv'st  thou  no  parting  kisst 
Friend  I  is  it  come  to  thlsf 

O  friend,  farewell!" 


Uplift  jour  load  again  I 
Take  up  tlie  mourning . 

Four  the  deep  wail  1 
Lol  the  expected  one 
To  his  place  passeth  on-- 

Grave  t  bid  him  hail  I 


Tet,  jet — ah  1  slowly  move 
Bear  not  the  form  we  lo™ 

Fast  from  our  sight — 
Lot  the  air  breathe  on  >'™, 
And  the  Bun  benm  on  him 

Lost  looks  of  light. 

llere  dwells  his  mortal  foe; 
'Lay  the  departed  low, 

Even  at  his  gate  I 
Will  the  dead  speak  again — 
Utt'ring  proud  boo-sts,  and  vaia 

Last  wordd  of  hate  ? 

Lol  [he  cold  lips  unclose — 
List!  IJstI  what  sounds  are  tboee, 

Plaintive  and  low  f 
"  0   Ihou,  miue  enemy ! 
Come  fortti  nnd  look  on  me, 

Ere  hence  I  go. 

"Curse  not  tliy  foeim-n  now — 
Hark  I  on  his  pallid  brow 

Whose  Bcol  is  svt  1 
Pardoning  I  pass  tby  way; 
Then  wage  not  war  with  clay  — 

Pardon — forget  1 " 
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Now  all  his  labor 's  done  I 

Now,  now  the  goal  is  won  I 

O  grave,  we  come ! 

Seal  np  the  precious  dnst — 

Land  of  the  good  and  just. 

Take  the  soul  home  1 

GABoura  Bowua  Southit. 


♦  ■  — 


THE  PAUPER'S  DRIVE. 

Thsbe  's  a  grim  one-horse  hearse  in  a  jollj 

round  trot — 
To  the  church-yard  a  pauper  is  going,  I  wot; 
The  road  it  is  rough,  and  the  hearse  has  no 

springs; 
And  hark  to  the  dirge  which  the  mad  driver 
sings: 
Battle  hU  bones  over  the  stones  I 
He '«  only  a  pauper^  wJiom  nobody  owns  ! 

Oh,  where  are  the  mourners  ?  Alas  I  there  are 

none— 
He  has  left  not  a  gap  in  the  world,  now  he 's 

gone — 
Not  a  tear  in  the  eye  of  child,  woman,  or 

man; 
To  the  grave  with  his  carcass  as  fast  as  you 

can: 
Rattle  his  bones  over  the  stones! 
He '«  only  a  pauper^  whom  nobody  owns  I 

What  a  jolting,  and  creaking,  and  splashing, 

and  din! 
The  whip  how  it  cracks  I  and  the  wheels,  how 

they  spin  I 
How  the  dirt,  right  and  left,  o'er  the  hedges 

is  hurled  I — 
The  pauper  at  length  makes  a  noise  in  the 

world  1 
Rattle  his  bones  over  the  stones  ! 
He  ^s  only  a  pauper^  whom  nobody  owns  I 

Poor  pauper  defunct  1  he  has  made  some  ap- 
proach 

To  gentility,  now  that  he's  Bti«tched  in  a 
coach  ! 


He 's  taking  a  drive  m  his  carriage  at 
But  it  will  not  be  long,  if  he  goea  on  i 
Rattle  his  bones  over  the  stones  I 
He  'tf  omly  a  pauper^  toAom  wiMty  oi 

Ton  bumpkins!  who  stare  at  your  1 

conveyed — 
Behold  what  respect  to  a  cloddy  is  pm 
And  be  joyful  to  think,  when  by  death 

laid  low, 
Ton  've  a  chance  to  the  grave  like  a  g< 
to  go! 
Rattle  his  bones  over  the  stones  I 
He  ^s  only  a  pauper^  wTiom  nobody  m 

But  a  truce  to  this  strain ;   for  my  w 

sad. 
To  think  that  a  heart  in  humanity  cLu 
Should  make,  like  the  brutes,  such  a  d 

end, 
And  depart  from  the  light  without  \a 

friend! 

Bear  soft  his  bones  over  the  stones/ 

Though  a  pauper^  heU  one  whom  hit 

yet  owns/ 

Tbomi* 


THE  DEATH-BED. 

Wb  watched  her  breathing  thro'  the 
Her  breathing  soft  and  low, 

As  in  her  breast  the  wave  of  life 
Kept  heaving  to  and  fro. 

So  silently  we  seemed  to  speak. 

So  slowly  moved  about, 
As  we  had  lent  her  half  our  powtfs 

To  eke  her  living  out. 

Our  very  hopes  belied  our  fears, 
Our  fears  our  hopes  belied — 

We  thought  her  dying  when  ahe  sle 
And  sleeping  when  she  died. 

For  when  the  mom  came,  dim  and  i 
And  chill  with  early  showers, 

Her  quiet  eyelids  dosed — she  had 
Another  mom  than  onra. 


A  DEATH-BED. 

ering  ended  with  the  day ; 
ved  she  at  its  dose, 
Athed  the  long,  long  night  away, 
tne-like  repose. 

!Q  the  sun,  in  all  hia  Htat«, 

dd  the  eastern  skies, 

wd  throagh  glory's  tnornisg-gate, 

ralked  in  Paradise! 


!  WHAT  DO  TEAE8  AVAIL? 

hat  can  tears  avail? 

I  dumb  and  pale, 

m  her  e;e 

of  lovely  life  ia  fadinff— 

1  uiast  die  I 

i  the  lover  wroth — the  friend  op- 

aot  dwelt  too  long 

0,  and  grief,  and  wrong) 

bj  not  die? 

r  again  her  doom  of  sorrow, 

peless  lie? 

1  the  trembling  dream  nntil  to-mor- 

'1 

■epljl 

Take  her  to  thine  arms, 

sttUnloM  charms! 

th  her  fly 

ily  bannti^  where,  clad  in  br 


her  tiiere,  O    death! 
iteness? 
■opiyi 


BlBIT  COUVILL. 


Whzk  maidens  snch  as  Hester  die, 
Their  place  ye  may  not  well  aappljr, 
Thongh  ye  among  a  thousand  try, 
With  vais  endeavor. 


A  month  or  more  hath  she  been  dead. 
Yet  cannot  I  by  force  be  led 
To  think  npon  the  wormy  bed 
And  her,  together. 

A  springy  motion  in  her  gait, 
A  rimng  step,  did  indicate 
Of  pride  and  Joy  no  common  rate. 
That  flnshed  her  spirit; 

I  know  not  by  what  name  l>eddo 
I  ahall  it  call : — if  t  was  not  pride. 
It  was  a  joy  to  that  allied, 
She  did  inheriL 


Her  parents  held  the  Quaker  mie, 
Which  doth  the  haman  feeling  cool; 
Bnt  she  was  trained  in  natore'a  schocJ  ^ 
Natara  had  blessed  her. 


A  waking  eye,  a  prying  mind, 
A  heart  that  stirs,  is  hard  to  bind ; 
A  hdwk'a  keen  sight  ye  cannot  blind — 
Ye  conld  not  Hester. 


My  sprightly  neighbor,  gone  before 

To  that  nnknown  and  silent  shore  I 

Shall  we  not  meet,  aa  heretofore. 

Some  snmmer  morning. 

When  from  thy  cheerfid  eyes  a  ray 

Hath  Btrnck  a  bliss  upon  the  day — 

A  bliss  that  wonld  not  go  away — 

A  Bweet  fore-warning? 
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LYCIDAS. 

Tet  once  more,  O  ye   laurels,  and  once  more 

Ye  myrtles  brown,  witb  ivy  never  sere, 

[  come  to  pluck  your  berries  borsb  and  crude, 

And  with  forced  fingers  rude 

Shatter  your  leaves  before  the  mellowing 

year. 
Bitter  constraint,  and  sad  occasion  dear, 
Compels  me  to  disturb  your  season  due ; 
For  Lycidas  is  dead,  dead  ere  his  prune, 
Young  Lycidas,  and  hath  not  left  his  peer. 
Who  would  not  sing  for  Lycidas?  he  knew 
Qimself  to  sing,  and  build  the  lofty  rhyme. 
He  must  not  float  upon  his  watery  bier 
Unwept,  and  welter  to  the  parching  wind. 
Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear. 

Begin  then,  sisters  of  the  sacred  well. 
That  from  beneath   tlie  seat  of  Jove  doth 

spring, 
Begin,  and  somewhat  loudly  sweep  the  string. 
Hence  with  denial  vain,  and  coy  excuse; 
So  may  some  gentle  muse 
With  lucky  words  favor  my  destined  urn, 
And  as  he  passes  turn. 
And  bid  fair  peace  be  to  my  sable  shroud; 
For  we  were  nursed  upon  the  self-same  hill. 
Fed  the  same  flock  by  fountain,  shade,  and 

rill. 
Together  both,  ere  the  high  lawns  appear- 
ed 
Tnder  the  opening  eyelids  of  the  morn. 
We  drove  a-field,  and  botli  together  heard 
Wliat  time  the  gray-tiy  winds  her  sultry  horn, 
Battening  our  flocks  with  the  fresh  dews  of 

night, 
ijft  till  the  star  that  rose  at  evening  bright 
Toward     heaven's    descent  had  sloped  his 

westering  wheel. 
Meanwhile  the  rural  ditties  were  not  mute, 
TemiH.*red  to  the  oaten  flute ; 
Kongh  satyrs  danced,  and  fauns  witn  cloven 

heel 
From  the  glad  song  would  not  be  absent  long. 
And  old  Damoitjis  loved  to  liear  our  song. 
But  oh,  the  heavy  change,   now  thou  art 

gone — 
Now  thou  art  g»'ne,  and  never  must  return! 
Th&e,  sLej>herd,  thee  the  woods,  and  desert 


With  wild  thyme  and  the  gadding  vine  o*C!< 

grown. 
And  all  their  echoes,  mourn ; 
The  Krillows,  and  the  hazel  copses  green, 
Shall  now  no  more  be  seen, 
Fanning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  soft  la^k 
As  killing  as  the  canker  to  the  rose, 
Or  taint- worm  to  the  weanling  herds  thA 

graze. 
Or  frost  to  flowers,  that  their  gay  wardrobe 

wear, 
When  first  the  white-thorn  blows; 
Such,  Lycidas,  thy  loss  to  shepherd^s  eau. 
Where  were  ye,   nymphs,  when  the  re* 

morseless  deep 
Closed  o-er  the  head  of  your  loved  Lycidsit 
For  neitlior  were  ye  playing  on  the  steep, 
Where  your  old  bards,  the  famous  drmdi; 

lie, 
N'or  on  the  shaggy  top  of  Mona  high, 
Nor  yet  where  Deva   spreads  her  wiad 

stream — 
Ay  me  I  1  fondly  dream, 
Had  ye  been  there ;  for  what  could  that  have 

done? 
What  could  the  muse  herself  that  Orpbei 

bore. 
The  muse  herself  for  her  enchanting  son, 
Whom  universal  nature  did  lament, 
When,  by  the  rout  that  made  the  hideow 

roar. 
His  gory  visage  down  the  stream  was  sent, 
Down  the  swift  Hebrus  to  the  Lesbian  shoiel 

Alas !  what  boots  it  with  incessant  care 
To  tend  the  homely,  slighted  shepherd's  trade, 
And  strictly  meditate  the  thankless  mnset 
Were  it  not  better  done,  as  others  use, 
To  sport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade. 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Nesera^s  hair? 
Fame  is  the  spur  tliat  the  clear  spirit  d^ 

raise 
(That  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds) 
To  scorn  delights,  and  live  laborious  data; 
But  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  hope  to  find, 
And  think  to  bnrst  out  into  sudden  blaze, 
Comes  the  blind    fury   with  the  abhorrf 

shears, 
And  slits  the  thin-spun  life.    But  not  tin 

praise, 
Phoebus  replied,  and  touched  mv  tremUlDl 

\ 


plant  tLal  grows  on  mortal  acil, 
glistering  foil 

le  world,  nor  ia  broad  ramor  lies; 
id  spreads  aloft  by  those  pure  e^res 
>  witness  of  sll-judgiag  Jove ; 
tnnces  lastly  on  each  deed, 
fitme  in  heaven  expect  thy  meod. 
JD  Arethnse,  and  thou   honored 

log  MindaB,  crowned  with  vocal 
*. 

I  beard  was  of  a  higher  mood ; 
f  oat  proceeds, 

to  the  herald  of  the  sea 
in  Neptune's  pies ; 
the  waves,  and  asked  the  felon 

miahsp  hsth  doomed  this  gentle 

meU  every  gost  of  ragged  winds 

&oin  off  each  beaked  promontory ; 

not  of  his  story  ,- 

ippotades  their  answer  brings, 

L  blsst   was    from    his    dungeon 

ed; 

<  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 

>e  with  all  her  sisters  played. 

fatal  and  perfidious  baric, 

'  eclipse,  and  rigged  with  curses 

o  tow  tliat  sacred  head  of  thine, 
sua,  reverend  sire,  went  footing 

hairy,  and  his  bonnet  sedge, 
<rith  figures  djm,  aud  on  the  edge, 
t  songoine  flower,  inscribed  with 


lath  reft  (quoth  he)  my  dearest 

;e? 

ii[id  lost  did  go, 

'  the  Galilean  Lake ; 

keys  be  bore  of  metsls  twain 

I  opes,  the  iron  shuts  amain); 

is  mitred  locks,  and  stern  bcspake : 

jnid  I  have  spared  for  thee,  young 

ch  aa  for  Qieir  bellies'  sake 
intrude,  and  climb  mto  tito  fold! 
re  they  little  reckoning  make, 
to  scramble  at  the  shearers'  feast, 
»wgjr  the  wortbj  biddea  guest;     i 


DAS.  SOb 

Blmd  mouths !  that  soorce  themselves  know 

how  to  hold 
A  aheep-hook,  or  have  learned  anght  else  the 

That  to  the  ft^thfol  herdsman's  art  belongs! 
What  reeks  it  themf  what  need  they  ?  they 

And  when  they  list,  their  loan  and  fiashy 

Grate  on  their  scrannel  pipes  of  wretched 

The  hungry  sheep  look  np,  and  are  not  fed. 
But,  swollen  with  wind  and  the  rank  mist 

they  draw, 
Eot  inwardly,  and  font  contagion  spread; 
Besides  what  the  grim  wolf  with  privy  paw 
Daily  devonrs  apace,  and  nothing  said ; 
But  that  two-handed  engine  at  the  door, 
Stands  ready  to  smite  once,  and  smite  no 

Eetum,  Alpheos,  the  dread  voice  is  past, 
That  shrunk  thy  streams;   return  Sicilian 

And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  tbem  hither  cast 
Their  bells,  and  flowerets  of  a  thousand  hues. 
Te  valleys  low,  where  the  mild  whispers  use 
Of  shades,  and  wanton  winds,  and  gushing 

brooks. 
On  whose  fresh  lap  the  swart-star   pporely 

Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  enamelled  eyea, 
That  on  the  green  turf  snck  the  honied  show- 

And  purple  all  the  ground  witii  vernal  fiov- 

Bring  the  rathe  primrose  that  forsaken  dies, 
The  tufted  crow-toe,  and  pale  jessamine. 
The  white  pink,  and  tlic  pansy  freaked  with 


With  cowslips  wan  tliat  bang  the  pensive 

And  every  flower  tliat  wid  embroidery  wears 

Bid  amaranthue  alt  liis  beauty  shed. 

And  daSbdillies  fill  tlieir  cups  with  tears. 

To  strew  the  taureat  hearse  whore  Lycid  llw 

For  so  to  interpose  a  liilte  eiiae. 

Let  our  frail  ttiovig\ilA  iiiX^  ■«\\\v  tiii»«  «« 
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Ay  me  1  whilst  thee  the  shores  and  sounding 

seas 
Wash  far  away  where'er  thy  bones  are  hurled, 
Whether  beyond  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Where  thou  perhaps  nnder  tlie  whelming  tide 
Yisit'st  the  bottom  of  the  monstrous  world; 
Or  whether  thou  to  oiu*  moist  vows  denied, 
Sleep'st  by  the  fable  of  Bellcrus  old, 
Where  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  towards  Namancos  and  Bayona's  hold; 
Look  homeward  angel  now,  and  melt  with 

ruth! 
And,  0  ye  dolphins,  waft  the  hapless  youth  I 
"Weep  no  more,  woeful  shepherds,  weep  no 

more  I 
For  Lycidas  your  sorrow  is  not  dead, 
Sank  though  he  be  beneath  the  watery  floor. 
So  sinks  the  day-star  in  the  ocean  bed, 
And  yet  anon  repairs  his  drooping  head. 
And  tricks  his  beams,  and  with  new-spangled 

ore 
Flames  in  the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky; 
So  Lycidas  sunk  low,  but  mounted  high, 
Through  the  dear  might  of  Him  that  walked 

the  waves. 
Where,  other  groves  and  other  streams  along, 
With  nectar  pure  his  oozy  locks  he  laves, 
And  hears  the  unexpressive  nuptial  song, 
In  the  blest  kingdoms  meek  of  joy  and  love. 
There  entertain  bim  all  the  saints  above, 
In  solemn  troops  and  sweet  societies. 
That  sing,  and  singing  in  their  glory  move, 
And  wipe  the  tears  forever  from  his  eyes. 
Now,  Lycidas,  the  shepherds  weep  no  more ; 
Henceforth  thou  art  the  genius  of  the  shore, 
In  thy  large  recompoise,  and  shalt  be  good 
To  all  that  wander  in  that  perilous  floo*!. 
Thus  sang  the  uncouth  swain  to  th'  oaks 

and  rills. 
While  the  still  mom  went  out  with  sandals 

gray ; 
He  touched  the  tender  stops  of  various  quills, 
With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Boric  lay. 
And  now  the  sun  had  stretched  out  all  the 

hills, 
And  now  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay ; 
At  last  he  rose,  and  twitched  his  mantle  blue : 
To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new. 

Jomr  MuTOK. 


m  REMEMBRANCE  OF  THE  HOK 
EDWARD  ERNEST  yiLLI£B& 

I. 

A  GRACE  though  melancholj,  manly  too^ 
Moulded  his  being;  pensivey  grave,  aerae^ 
O'er  his  habitual  bearing  and  hia  mien 
Unceasing  pain,  by  patience  tempered,  thrm 
A  shade  of  sweet  austerity.    But  seen 
In  happier  hours  and  by  the  fiicndly  few, 
That  curtain  of  the  spirit  was  withdrawn, 
And  fancy  light  and  playful  aa  a  fawn. 
And  reason  imped  with  inquisition  keen. 
Knowledge  long  songht  with  ardor  ever  nef 
And  wit  love-kindled,  showed  in  colors  tnc 
What  genial  joys  with  sofferings  can  consist 
Then  did  all  sternness  melt  as  melts  a  mist 
Touched  by  tlio  brightness  of  the  golde 

dawn, 
AGrial  heights  disclodng,  valleys  green, 
And  sunlights  thrown  the  woodland  tnfts  be 

tween, 
And  flowers  and  spangles  of  the  dewy  Iswn. 

n. 

And  even  the  stranger,  though  he  nw  ^A 

these. 
Saw  what  would  not  be  willingly  passed  by. 
In  his  deportment,  even  when  cold  and  shyt 
AVas  seen  a  clear  coUectedness  and  ease, 
A  simple  grace  and  gentle  dignity, 
Tliat  failed  not  at  the  first  accost  to  pletfe; 
And  as  reserve  relented  by  degrees, 
So  winning  was  his  aspect  and  addreaa, 
His  smile  so  rich  in  sad  felicities, 
Accordant  to  a  voice  which  charmed  no  lea 
That  who  but  saw  him  once  remembered 

long, 
And  some  in  whom  such  images  are  stronf 
Have  hoarded  the  impression  in  their  hetft 
Fancy's  fond   dreams  and   memory's  i^f" 

among. 
Like  some  loved  relic  of  romantic  song^ 
Or  cherished  masterpiece  of  ancient  art. 

m. 

His  life  was  private;  safely  led,  aloof 
From  the  loud  world, — ^which  yet  he  vd^ 
dtood 
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1  wisely,  u  no  worldiiiig  oonld. 
>rivilege  of  his  natare  proof 
M  glitter,  from  beneath  the  roof 
as  from  a  cave,  snrrejcd 
fiist  eye  its  Dickering  light  and 
le, 

judged  for  evil  and  for  good, 
he  mixed  not  for  his  own  behoof 
aife.  his  spirit  glowed  with  zeal, 
3f  flotion,  for  the  pnblio  weal,— 
ud  Jostjce  M  its  warp  and  woof; 
n  aa  its  signature  and  seal, 
s  saored  from  the  world,  disohai^ed 
ambition  and  inordinate  care, 
(croised,  by  reTerenoe  rare 
by  hnraility  enlarged, 
cmple  and  a  plaoe  of  prayer. 
TOTS  be  walked  not  singly  there ; 
19  with  him,  ready  at  alt  hours 
his  joys,  hia  inmost  thooghts  to 
■e- 

intly  his  burthens  helped  to  bear, 
d  bisoltnrs  daily  with  fresh  flowers. 

IV, 

•  may  we  pass  not;  for  the  ground 
an  the  muse  herself  may  tread ; 
I  it  should  echo  to  a  sonod 
n  than  the  service  for  the  dead, 
erior  matter,— my  own  loss,  — 
'  dear  delights  for  ever  ded, 
1  converse  by  affection  fed, 
,  coonsel,  solace,  that  across 
■iest  tracts  a  tender  radiance  shed, 
ny  youth  I  though  younger  yet  my 
le, 

I  by  thy  unerring  insiglit  clear 
ly  way  of  life  for  many  a  year, 
gbtful  Mendsliip  on  tliy  death-bed 
1! 
ny  jooth  I  whilst  thou  wast  by  my 

days  still  breathed  a  vornal  breath ; 
1  charm  thy  Ufe  to  rao  supplied 
and  injury  of  time  and  tide, 
I  disenchantment  was  thy  death  I 
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0  Dr^th  1  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody  1 
The  mnckle  devil  wi>  a  woodie 
Hanrl  thee  hame  to  bis  black  smiddie, 

O'er  hnroheon  bides, 
And  Uke  stookfiah  come  o'er  his  studdie 

Wi'  thy  auld  sides  1 

He'aganet  he'sganel  he 's  frae  us  torn, 
The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  bom  I 
Thee,  Uatthew,  nature's  »el'  shall  monra 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Where,  haply,  pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  exiled. 

Ye  hills,  near  Deebors  o'  the  stama, 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  cainut 
Ye  cliiSs,  the  hannts  of  s^ing  yeama, 

Whore  echo  almnbersl 
Oome  Join,  ye  nature's  sturdiest  balrt  s, 

My  wailing  numbers  I 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens! 
Ye  hazelly  shaws  and  briery  dcos  I 
Ye  burnies,  wimplin  down  your  gleu<v 

Wi'  todlin'  din, 
Or  foaming  Strang,  wi'  hasty  sten% 

Frae  linn  to  linn. 

Moum,  little  hoiebellsowre  the  lea; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves  fiiir  to  see ; 
Ye  woodbines  hanging  bonoilie. 

In  scented  bowers ; 
Ye  roses  on  jonr  thorny  tree. 

The  first  o'  flowers  I 

At  dawn,  when  every  grassy  blade 
Droops  with  a  diamond  at  his  head, 
At  even,  when  beans  their  Iragronce  shed 

r  th'  rustling  giJe, 
Ye  maukins,  whiddin'  through  the  glade. 

Come,  join  my  wiul ! 

Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud ' 
Ye  curlews  colling  through  a  clud ; 

Ye  wbiBtling  plover; 
And  mooni,  jft  'B\unV[ii|^Mfcn^'«t«*.\ 

He's  gaafe  tot  ct«\ 
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Moom,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals ; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels ; 
Ye  dack  and  drake,  wi*  airy  wheels 

Girding  the  lake ; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  qaagmire  reels, 

Rair  for  his  sake  1 

Moam,  clamoring  craiks,  at  close  o'  day, 
*Mang  fields  o'  fiowering  clover  gay  1 
And  when  ye  wing  yonr  annual  way 

Frao  our  cauld  shore. 
Tell  thae  far  worlds  wha  lies  in  clay, 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  howlets,  frae  your  ivy  bower, 
In  some  anld  tree,  or  eldritch  tower, 
What  time  the  moon,  wi*  silent  glower. 

Sets  up  her  horn, 
WaO  through  the  weary  midnight  hour 

Till  waukrife  mom  I 

O  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains  I 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  cantie  strains ; 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe ; 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow  1 

Mourn,  spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year  I 
nk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear ; 
Thou,  simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  his  head, 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear, 

For  him  that  ^s  dead  1 

Then  autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair. 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear ! 
Thou,  winter,  hurling  through  the  air 

The  roaring  blast. 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we  've  lost  I 

Mourn  him,  thou  sun,  great  source  of  light  I 
Mourn,  empress  of  the  silent  night ! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  stamies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn  1 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  taen  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return. 

0  Henderson  I  the  man  I  the  brother ! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever! 
And  hast  thou  crossed  that  unknown  river, 

Life's  dreary  bound  ? 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another, 

The  world  oronndt 


Qo  to  your  sculptured  tombfi  ye  greil; 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o^  state ! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I VI  wait 

Thou  man  of  worth  t 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  firte 

£*er  lay  in  earth. 


A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 

Yb  midnight  shades,  oV  nature  spread ! 

Dumb  silence  of  the  dreary  hour  I 
In  honor  of  th'  approaching  dead, 
Around  your  awful  terrors  pour. 

Yes,  pour  around, 

On  this  pale  ground, 
Through  aU  this  deep  surroxmding  ^oon^ 

The  sober  thought, 

The  tear  untaught, 
Those  meetest  mourners  at  a  tomb. 

Lo  1  as  the  surpliccd  train  draw  near 
To  this  last  manaon  of  mankind. 

The  slow  sad  bell,  the  sable  bier, 
In  holy  mueings  wrap  the  mind  I 
And  while  their  beam. 
With  trembling  stream. 

Attending  tapers  faintiy  dart, 

Each  mouldering  bone. 
Each  sculptured  atone. 

Strikes  mute  instruction  to  the  heart  I 

Now,  let  the  sacred  organ  blow, 
With  solemn  pause,  and  sounding  slow 
Now,  let  the  voice  due  measure  keep, 
In  strains  that  sigh,  and  words  that  wc 
Till  all  the  vocal  current  blended  roll. 
Not  to  depress,  but  lift  the  soaring  soni 

To  lift  it  to  the  Maker^s  praise. 

Who  first  informed  our  frame  with  brci 
And,  after  some  few  stormy  days, 
Now,  gracious,  gives  us  o'er  to  death. 
No  king  of  fears 
In  him  appears. 
Who  shuts  the  scene  of  human  woes : 
Beneath  his  shade 
Securely  laid, 
\  TViA  ^LAMi  ti^OTi^  ^sA^sTQA  TQi^Qae« 


0H1    BREATHE    NOT 


NAME. 


.ingle  dust  with  doBt, 
lel;  good  and  wise, 

GodiBJnst, 
bappj  when  he  dieel 

erpast, 

ler  flowerj  short, 
'leoBore's  rose 


E  BDT  THE  WINTER 
OAOLD. 

lut  the  winter  cauld, 
were  but  Uie  snaw, 
in  the  wild  woods, 

SB  aw  at  mj  bead, 
at  mj  feet, 

cr  o'  death  'a  at  m;  ceo, 
cm  to  sleep. 

my  fnther, 
her  sae  dear ; 
>m  baith  in  heaven 
■log  o'  the  year. 


:D  away  in  BEAUTY'S 
BLOOM. 

■ay  in  beauty's  bloom, 
■39  no  ponderous  tomb ; 
f  shall  rosea  roar 
he  earliest  of  the  yoar ; 
press  ware  in  lender  gloom. 

jlue  gushing  stream 
2a D  bcr  drooping  head, 
lougbt  with  many  a  dream, 
pause  and  liglitly  tread — 
03  if  her  ulcp  distorbed  (he 


r  that  tears  are  vtm, 

r  heeds  nor  hears  distress : 


Will  this  nnteaoh  as  to  comidnin  ? 

Or  make  one  monmer  weep  the  less  I 
And  thou — who  tell'st  me  to  forget, 
Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  w«t. 


OOEONAOH. 
He  is  gone  on  the  monntfun, 

He  is  lost  to  the  forest, 
Like  a  summer-dried  fonntain. 

When  our  need  was  tho  soretL 
The  font  re-appearing 

From  the  run-drops  shall  borrow ; 
But  to  ns  oomes  no  cheering. 

To  Doncan  no  morrow  I 
The  hand  of  the  reaper 

Takes  the  ears  that  are  hoary, 
But  the  voice  of  the  weeper 

Wails  manhood  in  glory. 
The  antnmD  winds  rushing. 

Waft  the  leaves  that  are  seorest, 
Bat  our  flower  was  in  flushing, 

When  blighting  was  nearest 
Fleet  foot  on  the  oorrei, 

Sago  oouQscl  in  cumber, 
Red  band  in  the  foray, 

IIdh-  sound  is  thy  slumber  I 
Like  the  dew  on  the  monutain, 

Liko  the  foam  on  the  river. 
Like  the  hobble  on  the  fountain, 

Thou  art  gone,  and  for  ever. 


OH !  BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME. 
Onl  breathe  not  his  name!  lot  it  sleep  in  the 

shade. 
Where  cold  and  nnhonored  his  relics  are  laid  ■ 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark  be  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
As  the  night  dew  that  falls  on  the  grave  o'er 
his  head. 

Bat  the  night  dew  that  falls,  thongh  in  silence 

it  weeps, 
Sh.ill  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where 

he  sleeps; 
And  (he  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret 

it  rolls, 
Shall  long  keephumwaoTj  pwsftXa  wh  «kA» 
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A  DIRGE. 


I. 


Now  is  done  thy  long  day's  work ; 
Fold  thy  palms  across  thy  breast — 
Fold  thine  arms,  torn  to  thy  rest. 

Let  them  rave. 
Shadows  of  the  silver  birk 
Sweep  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 


n. 

Thee  nor  carketh  care  nor  slander; 
Nothing  bat  the  small  cold  worm 
Fretteth  thine  enshrouded  form. 

Let  them  rave. 
Light  and  shadow  ever  wander 
O'er  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 


m. 

Thon  wilt  not  torn  upon  thy  bed ; 
Chanteth  not  the  brooding  bee 
Sweeter  tones  than  calmnny  ? 

Let  them  rave. 
Thou  wilt  never  raise  thine  head 
From  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 

IV. 

Crocodiles  wept  tears  for  thee ; 

The  woodbine  and  eglatere 

Drip  sweeter  dews  than  traitor's  tear. 

Let  them  rave. 
Rain  makes  music  in  the  tree 
O'er  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 

V. 

Round  thee  b]ow,  self-pleached  deep 
Bramble  roses,  faint  and  pale, 
And  long  pnrples  of  the  dale. 

Let  them  rave. 
These  in  every  shower  creep 
TliroDgh  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rsve. 


VI. 

The  gold-eyed  kingcups  fine, 
The  frail  bluebell  peereth  over 
Rare  broid'ry  of  the  purple  clover. 

Let  them  rave. 
Kings  have  no  such  couch  as  thine^ 
As  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 

vn. 

Wild  words  wander  here  and  there 
God's  great  gift  of  speech  abused 
Makes  thy  memory  confused— 

But  let  them  rave. 
The  balm-cricket  carols  clear 
In  the  green  that  foMb  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 


THE  DIRGE  OF  IMOGEN. 

Fbab  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  son, 
Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages ; 

Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done, 
Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wag< 

Golden  lads  and  girb  aU  must, 

As  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust 

Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'  the  greatr 
Thou  art  past  the  tyrant's  stroke; 

Care  no  more  to  clothe  and  eat ; 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak. 

The  sceptre,  learning,  physio,  must 

All  follow  this,  and  come  to  dust 

Fear  no  more  the  lightning^flaah. 
Nor  the  aU-dreaded  thxmder-atone 

Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash ; 
Thou  hast  finished  joy  and  moan: 

All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 

Consign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust 

No  exorciser  harm  thee  I 
Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee ! 
Ghost  unlaid  forbear  thee  I 
Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  I 

Quiet  consummation  have ; 

And  renowned  ba  thy  grave  I 


DIBGB    OF    JEFHTHAH'S    DAUQHTBB. 


F  JEPHTHAH^  DAUGHTER. 


Lhe  wonder  of  all  dajea  I 

n,  and  pearl  of  praiael 

martyr,  ever  blest 

Above  the  rest 

<  maiden  traioel    We  ocmie, 

g  fresh  etrewings  to  thy  tombe. 

IS,  and  thus  we  compasse  roand 

ilesae  and  nuhaaiited  groimd ; 

e  Biag  thy  dii^  we  will 

Tbedafibdill, 

r  flowera,  lay  apon 

of  our  love,  thy  Btoae. 

nder  of  all  maids,  retit  here— 

ten  all,  the  deerest  deere ; 

if  virgins;  nay,  the  queen 

Df  this  snooth  green, 

B-eet  meadea  from  whence  we  get 

rose  and  the  violet. 

1,  too  deere,  did  Jepbthab  boy, 

id  losse,  our  liberty ; 

he  bond  and  cov'nant,  jet 

rboQ  paid'st  the  debt; 

1  maid  I  he  won  the  day, 

le  conquest  thon  didst  pay. 

<r  brought  with  him  along 
branch, and  victor's  song; 
he  Ammonites  ne  know — 
Bat  to  thy  woe ; 
e  porcbase  of  our  peace 
was  worse  than  the  disease. 

1  obedient  zeale  of  thine 
liere,  before  thy  shrine, 
for  Btorax,  tearcs  for  wine ; 
^d,  to  make  Gne 
I  thy  heree-cloth,  we  will  here 
a  bestrew  thee  every  yeere. 

'or  this  thy  praise,  onr  tears ; 
tkia  offing  of  onr  bairee ; 
bcM  christaU  vials,  filled 
Wiib  tears  diatSlled 


From  tMming  eyea ;  to  these  we  bring, 
Each  maid,  her  silver  filleting. 

To  gnild  thy  tombe ;  besides,  these  oanlea. 
These  laces,  ribbands,  and  these  fanles — 
These  veiles,  wherewith  we  nse  to  hide 

The  bashfiill  bride, 
When  we  conduct  her  to  her  groome ; 
All,  all  we  lay  upon  thy  tombe. 

No  more,  no  more^  nnoe  thon  art  dead. 
Shall  we  e'er  bring  coy  bridm  to  bed ; 
No  more,  at  yeerly  festival^ 

We  cowslip  balls. 
Or  ohunes  of  colnmbiDes,  shall  makfl 
For  this  or  that  occasion's  sake. 

No,  no  I  onr  maiden  pleasures  be 
Wrapt  in  the  winding-sheet  with  thee; 
'T  is  we  are  dead,  though  not  i'  th'  grave ; 

Or  if  we  have 
One  seed  of  life  left,  'tis  to  keep 
A  Lent  for  thee,  to  fait  and  weep. 

Sleep  in  thy  peace,  Iby  bed  of  spice. 

And  make  this  place  all  paradise ; 

May  sweets  grow  here,  and  smoke  from 

Fat  frankincense ; 
Let  balme  and  cassia  send  their  scent 
From  ont  thy  maiden  n: 


May  no  wolfe  howle,  or  scroech-owle  stir 

A  wing  about  thy  sepnlchre ; 

No  boysterons  winds  or  storms  come  hither. 

To  starve  or  wither 
Thy  soft  sweet  earth ;  bnt,  like  a  spring. 
Love  keep  it  ever  floniishing. 

May  all  shie  maids,  at  wonted  honrs, 
Come  forth  to  strew  thy  tombo  with  flowers 
Uay  vir^ns,  when  tliey  come  to  monrn, 

Male  incense  bnm 
Upon  thine  altar ;  then  return, 
And  leave  thee  sleeping  in  thy  am. 

Bonn  Haaairz. 
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DIRGE. 

<^  Oh  dig  a  grave,  and  dig  it  deep, 
Where  I  and  my  true-love  may  deep ! " 
We  HI  dig  a  grate,  and  dig  it  deep^ 
Where  thou  and  thy  true  love  shall  sleep/ 

**And  let  it  be  five  fathom  low, 
Where  winter  winds  may  never  blow  I " 
And  it  shall  he  Jke  fathoms  low, 
Where  winter  winds  shall  never  blow  ! 

"And  let  it  be  on  yonder  hill, 
Where  grows  the  mountain  daffodil  I " 
And  it  shaU  he  on  yonder  hill, 
Where  grows  the  mountain  daffodil! 

"And  plant  it  round  with  holy  briers. 

To  fright  away  the  fairy  flres  I " 

WeHl plant  it  round  with  holy  hriers, 
To /right  away  the  fairy  fires  ! 

"And  set  it  round  with  celandine, 
And  nodding  heads  of  columbine ! " 
We  HI  set  it  round  with  celandine. 
And  nodding  heads  of  columbine  ! 

"And  let  the  ruddock  build  his  nest 
Just  above  my  true-love's  breast  1 " — 
The  ruddock  he  shall  huild  his  nest 
Just  ahote  thy  truS'loce's  hreast ! — 

"And  warble  his  sweet  wintry  song 
O'er  our  dwelling  all  day  long  I " 
An^he  shall  warble  his  sweet  song 
O^er  your  dwelling  all  day  long, 

"  Now,  tender  friends,  my  garments  take. 
And  lay  me  out  for  Jesu«'  sake  I " 
And  we  will  now  thy  garments  take. 
And  lay  thee  out  for  Jesus'  sake  ! 

"And  lay  me  by  my  trae-love's  side. 
That  I  may  be  a  faithful  bride  I " 

We  HI  lay  thee  by  thy  truO'lote's  side. 
That  thou  may^st  be  a  faithful  bride/ 

"  When  I  am  dead,  and  buried  be. 
Pray  to  God  in  heaven  for  mel " 
Kow  thou  art  dead,  we'll  bury  thee. 
And  pray  to  God  in  heat  en  for  thee! 

Benedieite  ! 

WrLLTAX  Btaklst  Bx»oo«. 


DIRGE  IN  OYMBELINE, 

SUNG   BY  GUIDKBITS  AND  ARYISAGUS  OT 
FIDELE,  8UPP08SD  TO  BB  DEAD. 

To  fair  Fidele'a  grassy  tomb 
Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  shall  bi 

Each  opening  sweet  of  earliest  bloom. 
And  rifle  all  the  breathing  spring. 

No  wailing  ghost  shall  dare  appear. 
To  vex  with  shrieks  this  quiet  grore 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  here. 
And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

No  withered  witch  shall  here  be  seen- 
No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew ; 

The  female  fays  shall  haunt  the  green, 
And  dress  thy  grave  with  pearly  de* 

The  redbreast  oft,  at  evening  hours, 
ShaU  kindly  lend  his  little  aid, 

With  hoary  moss,  and  gathered  floven 
To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art 

When  howling  winds  and  beating  rain 
In  tempests  shake  the  sylvan  cell, 

Or  ^midst  the  chase,  on  every  plain. 
The  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  d« 

Each  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore, 
For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed ; 

Beloved  till  life  can  charm  no  more, 
And  mourned  till  pity^s  self  be  dea< 

William  CoU 


DIRGE. 


I 


If  thou  wilt  ease  thine  heart 
Of  love,  and  all  its  smart — 
Then  sleep,  dear,  sleep! 
And  not  a  sorrow 
Hang  any  tear  on  your  eyelashes* 

Lie  still  and  deep. 
Sad  soul,  until  the  sea- wave  wasb 
The  rim  o^  the  son  to-moirow, 


DIBGE    FOB    A    TOUHO    OIBL. 


'e  thioe  heart 


w  bonk  to  lie  dreaming 

■ns,  amid  the  beambg 
thonltmeether 

8k7. 

Th<mu*  LotxUi  Bimm»>. 


NG  AND  DIRGE. 

■  and  ft  rose- wreath  sweet, 
and  a  wiading-aheet, 
ledaadabier! 

lore's  alarms ; 
I  ;ooth,  be  laid 

own  charms — 
1  Hymen  both  are  here. 
scytba  and  torch, 
M  church  porch, 
the  bells  ring  clear; 
!  the  bed  shfdl  bloom, 
orthy  heap  np  the  tomb. 

mplea  on  yonr  cheek— 
ipa  to  taste  and  Bpeak. 
ho  kisses  b  near : 
idegod  fair, 

power  and  force ; 
rizard  bare, 
t  on  a  pale  horse, 
a  to  a  corse — 
id  Hymen  both  are  here. 

scythe  and  torch, 

old  churcb  porch, 
llhe  bells  ring  clear; 
y  the  bed  shall  bloom, 
earthy  heap  up  the  tomb, 


Softlt! 
She  iB  lying 
W  iti  her  lipa  apart. 

StrfUy! 
She  is  dying  of  a  broken  hesrt 


Whisper! 
She  ia  going 
To  her  final  rest 
■Whisper  1 
IJfe  ia  growing 
IHm  within  her  br 


Oenttfl 
She  ia  sleeping; 
She  has  breathed  her  last 
Gently  I 
While  yon  are  woepmg, 
She  to  heaven  baa  past  I 

Chiilis  OiHiQi  EAimtii 


DIKGE  FOR  A  TOTJNG  GIRL. 

UKDKBmATn  the  sod  low-lying, 

Dark  and  drear, 
Sleepeth  one  who  left,  in  dying 

Sorrow  here. 

Yes,  they're  ever  bending  o'er  her 

Eyes  that  weep ; 
Forms,  that  to  the  cold  grave  bor«  hei 

Vigils  keep. 

When  the  enmmer  moon  is  shining 

Soft  and  fair. 
Friends  she  loved  in  tears  are  twining 

Ghaplets  there 

Rest  in  peace,  thon  gentle  spirit. 

Throned  above — 
Sonls  like  thine  -wiJ-^i  G<A  VtitiwA. 


^I^^^^^^l 

iU                              POEMS    OF    TRAGEDY    AND    80RB0W. 

What  though  for  her  in  nia 

A  EEIDAl  DIHGE. 

Falls  cow  the  bright  Bpring-rriB, 

Plays  the  tuawiodt 

Weite  no  more  the  marriage  cb^n  t 

Yet  still,  from  where  »he  liM, 

All  unmated  is  ihe  lover ; 

Should  blessed  breathinga  ria^ 

Death  hm  ta'en  the  place  of  paia ; 

Graciong  and  kind. 

Love  doth  oftU  oa  love  in  Tain ; 

Lire  and  years  of  hope  are  over  1 

Therefore  lot  Bong  luid  d^tr, 

Thence,  ta  Ihe  heart  reaew 

No  more  want  of  marringe  belli 

life's  vernal  glow  I 

No  more  need  of  bridal  favor! 

And  o'er  tbat  holy  earth 

Where  U  she  to  w 

Sceots  of  the  violet's  birUi 

Tod  bende  the  loi 

StiUcomeaadgol 

Paler  tlian  the  stoi 
Colder  thaa  the 

Oh,  then,  where  wild-flower«  w« 
Make  jo  her  mossy  graro 
In  thelreeairl 

Wherefore  did  she 

Where  shower  and  siogiDg-binl 

(She  with  pitj  in  1 
Mother's  care,  a) 

'Uidst  the  young  leaver  are  hear 

There,  laj  her  there! 

Youth  and  bcanty 

?.«■«  Do.o««.  1 

Last  bejond  a  b 

a  prayer  and 
This  the  troeat  lover's  lot, 
This  the  som  of  hnman  ! 


DIRGE. 

Whkrx  shaU  we  make  her  grave! 
Oh,  where  the  wild-flowers  wave 

Inthefteoairl 
When  shower  and  singing  bird 
'Mid«t  the  yoang  leaves  are  heard— 

There — lay  bei  '^erel 

Harsh  was  the  world  to  her — 
Now  may  sleep  minister 

Balm  for  each  ill ; 
Low  on  sweet  nature's  breast 
Let  the  meek  heart  find  rest, 

Beep,  deep  and  still  I 

Murmur,  glad  waters,  by  I 
FuQt  gales,  with  happy  sigh, 

Oome  wandering  o'er 
That  green  and  mossy  bed, 
Where,  on  a  gentle  head, 

IStorme  beat  do  morel 


THE  PHANTOM. 

Again  I  sit  within  the  mondon, 
la  the  old,  familiar  seat ; 

And  shade  and  sonahine  chase  eadi 
O'er  the  carpet  at  my  feet. 

But  the  sweet-brier's  arms  have  « 

In  the  summers  that  are  past, 

And  the  willow  trails  its  branches  I 

Than  when  I  saw  them  last 

They  strive  to  shut  tbe  sonahine  wl 
From  out  the  haunted  rocmi— 

To  fill  the  honse,  that  once  was  joy 
With  silenoe  and  with  gloom. 

And  many  kind,  remembered  fitoes 
Within  the  doorway  oome — 

Voices,  that  wake  the  (weeler  tan^ 
Of  one  that  now  is  dumb. 

Tbey  sing,  In  tones  as  gUd  as  erer, 

The  songs  she  loved  to  hwr ; 
They  brud  tbe  rose  In  sniamer  gnb 


ler  footrtepa  in  the  passaga, 
hes  at  the  door, 
irords  of  maiden  welcome, 
ck  to  me  once  more. 

^tfnl  of  my  sorrow, 
qI  of  mj  pun, 
ha«  bnl  newly  left  me, 
1  will  coma  agun. 

rithoot,  perchance,  a  moment, 
her  dark-browD  liair ; 
rustle  of  her  garments — 
I  step  on  the  stair  I 

g  heart  I  control  th;  tomnlt, 
t  profane  ahoald  see 
betraj  the  msh  of  rapture 
iog  bringi  to  me ! 


long :  bnt  lo  I  : 
lie  open  door— 

g  through  the  qniet  aanshine, 
r  on  the  floor ! 

e  whispering  pine  that  calls  me, 
whose  shadow  Btmys ; 
tient  heart  must  still  await  her, 
e  her  long  delays. 

irt  grows  sick  with  weary  w^t- 

a  time  before : 

ever  at  the  thresbotd, 

r  passes  o'er. 


I  ON  ELIZABETH  L.  H. 

lion  heare  what  man  can  say 

—reader,  stay  1 

I  this  stone  doth  lye 

ianty  as  conld  dye  ; 

fe  did  harlxir  give 

rtae  than  doth  live. 

I  had  a  fault, 

ried  in  this  vaolt. 

was  Elizabeth— 

et  it  sleep  with  death : 

re  it  dyed  to  tell, 

it  lived  at  alL    ForewelH 

Bw  Jomon. 


ICHABOD. 

So&Uenl  so  lost  I  the  light  withorawu 

Which  once  he  wore! 
The  glory  from  hti  gray  hairs  gone 

For  evermore  I 

Revile  him  not — the  tempter  hutli 

A  snare  for  all  I 
And  pitying  tears,  not  scorn  and  wrath, 

Befit  hU  M I 

Oh  1  dnmb  is  psadon's  stormy  rage, 

When  he  who  might 
Have  lighted  np  and  led  his  age, 

FaUs  back  in  night. 

Scom  1    Would  the  angels  langh,  to  mark 

A  bright  sool  driven. 
Fiend-goaded,  down  the  endless  dark, 

From  hope  and  tieaven  7 

Let  not  the  land,  once  proud  of  him, 

Insnlt  him  now ; 
Nor  brand  with  deeper  shame  his  dim, 

Dishonored  brow. 

Bnt  let  its  bnmbled  sons,  instead, 

From  sea  to  take, 
A  long  lament,  as  for  the  dead, 

In  sadness  mnke. 


Of  all  we  loved  and  honored,  naught 

Save  power  remains — 
A  fallen  angel's  pride  of  thought. 

Still  strong  in  chains. 

All  else  is  gone ;  from  those  great  eyea 

The  soul  has  fled : 
When  faith  is  lost,  when  honor  dies, 

Tiiomanisdeadl 

Then,  pay  the  reverence  of  old  dayf" 

To  his  dead  fame ; 
Walk  backwordl,  with  avbt^a^  %^«k 

And  hide  lt«6l>Mn«\  _ 

Jon  a<BEnsi 
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THE  LOST  LEADER. 


Tc8T  for  a  handful  of  sUver  he  left  as ; 

Just  for  a  riband  to  stick  in  his  coat — 
Found  the  one  gift  of  which  fortune  bereft  us, 

Lost  all  the  others  she  lets  us  devote. 
They,  with  the  gold  to  give,  doled  him  out 
silver, 
So  much  was  theirs  who  so  little  allowed. 
How  all  our  copper  had  gone  for  his  service  I 
Rags — were  they  purple,  his  heart  had  been 
proud! 
We  that  had  loved  him  so,  followed  him,  hon- 
ored him, 
Lived  in  his  mild  and  magnificent  eye, 
Learned  his  great  language,  caught  his  dear 
accents, 
Made  him  our  pattern  to  live  and  to  die  I 
Bhakspeare  was  of  us,  Milton  was  for  ns, 
Burns,  Shelley,  were  with  us — ^they  watch 
from  their  graves  I 
He  alone  breaks  from  the  van  and  the  free- 
men ; 
He  alone  sinks  to  the  rear  and  the  slaves  I 


II. 

We  shall  march  prospering — not  through  his 
presence ; 
Songs  may  inspirit  us — not  from  his  lyre ; 
Deeds  will  be  done — while  he  boasts  his 
quiescence. 
Still  bidding  crouch  whom  the  rest  bade 
aspire. 
Blot  out  his  name,  then — record  one  lost  soul 
more, 
One  task  more  declined,  one  more  footpath 
untrod. 
Due  more  triumph  for  devils,  and  sorrow  for 
angels, 
Oue  wrong  more  to  man,  one  more  insult 
to  God! 
Lifers  night  begins ;  let  him  never  come  back 
to  us! 
There  would  be  doubt,  hesitation  and  pain, 
forced  praise  on  our  part — ^the  glimmer  of 

twilight, 
Never  glad^  confident  morning  ag«in\ 


Best  fight  on  well,  for  we  taught  hin 
gallantly. 
Aim  at  our  heart  ere  we  pierce  thr 
own; 
Then  let  him  receive  the  new  knowli 
wait  us, 
Pardoned   in    heaven,   the    first 
throne ! 


ON  THE  FUNERAL  OF  CHAB 
THE  FIRST, 

▲T  NIQHT  IN  ST.  QBOBQE^S  OHAPKL,  Ti 

The  castle  dock  had  tolled  midnigl 
With  mattock  and  with  spade— 

And  silent,  by  the  torches'  light- 
His  corse  in  earth  we  laid. 

The  cofilu  bore  his  name ;  that  tha 
Of  other  years  might  know. 

When  earth  its  secrets  should  diacl< 
Whose  bones  were  laid  below. 

"  Peace  to  the  dead  I "  no  children 
Slow  pacing  up  the  nave ; 

No  prayers  were  read,  no  knell  was 
As  deep  we  dug  his  grave. 

We  only  heard  the  winter's  wind, 

In  many  a  sullen  gust. 
As  o'er  the  open  grave  inclined, 

We  murmured,  "  Dust  to  dust ! " 

A  moonbeam  from  the  arch's  heigh 
Streamed,  as  we  placed  the  stone 

The  long  aisles  started  into  light, 
And  all  the  windows  shone. 

We  thought  we  saw  the  banners  the 
That  shook  along  the  walls, 

Whilst  the  sad  shades  of  miuled  met 
Were  gazing  on  the  stalls. 


\ 


'T  is  gone ! — ^Again  on  tombs  de£ioe< 

Sits  darkness  more  profoond ; 
And  only  by  the  tordi  we  traced 
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» Ibe  cbilling,  freezing  air 
>Dt  blew  long  and  loud ; 
ir  knees  we  breathed  one  prajer, 
a  he  slept  in  his  shroad. 

tbe  broken  marble  floor, — 
jne,  no  trace  appears ! 
en  we  closed  the  sonndtog  door, 
lODght  of  him  with  tears. 


AL  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE. 

m  was  heard,  nor  a  funeral  note, 
area  to  the  rampart  we  hurried ; 
ier  discharged  his  farewell  shot 
grave  whore  our  hero  we  buried. 

him  darkly  at  dead  of  night, 
with  onr  bajonets  turning, 
nggliog  moonbeams'  mist/  light, 
lantern  dimly  burning. 

coffin  inclosed  his  breast, 

beet  nor  in  shroud  we  bound  him; 

like  a  wnrrior  taking  his  rest, 
I  martial  cloak  around  him  I 

hort  were  the  prayers  vq  said, 
spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow ; 
sadfastly  gazed  on  tlie  face  of  the 

i, 

bitterlf  thought  of  the  morrow. 

it,  as  we  hollowed  his  narrow  bed, 

jothed  down  his  lonely  pillow, 

«  and  the  stronger  would  tread  o'er 

far  away  on  the  bitlow ! 

iy  'II  talk  of  the  spirit  that's  gone, 
:  his  cold  ashes  upbraid  him^ 
leUl  reck  if  thoy  lut  liim  sleep  on, 
rave  where  a  Uritoii  has  laid  him. 


>ar  heavy  task  wati  done, 
dock  atrock  the  hour  for  r 


oew  by  the  distant  random  gnn, 
I  (be  wif  nUealf  Bring. 


Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down. 
From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gory; 

We  carved  not  a  line,  we  r^sed  not  a  stone— 
But  we  left  him  alone  in  his  glory. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  GEORGE  THE 
THIRD. 


I  SAW  him  last  on  this  terrace  proud, 
Walking  in  health  and  gladness, 

Begirt  with  hia  court ;  and  in  all  the  crowd 
Not  a  single  look  of  sadness. 

Bri^t  was  the  sun,  the  leaves  were  green — 
Blithely  the  birds  were  sin^g ; 

The  cymbals  replied  to  the  tambonriue, 
And  the  hells  were  merrily  ringing. 

I  have  stood  with  the  crowd  beude  his  bier. 
When  not  a  word  was  spoken— 

When  every  eye  was  dim  with  a  tear. 
And  the  silence  by  sobs  was  broken, 

I  have  heard  the  earth  on  his  coffin  pour 
To  the  muffled  drums,  deep  rolling, 

While  the  minute-gun,  with  its  solemn  roar. 
Drowned  the  death-bells'  tolling. 

The  time — since  he  walked  in  his  glory  tlins. 

To  the  grave  till  I  isaw  liiin  carried — 
Was  an  age  of  the  mightiest  change  to  us, 

But  to  him  a  night  nnvaried. 

A  daughter  beloved,  a  qnoen,  a  son, 
And  a  son's  sole  clilld,  have  perislied; 

And  and  was  each  heart,  save  only  the  one 
By  wliich  they  were  fondest  cherished; 

Fot  his  ejee  were  sealed  and  his  mind  waf 
dark. 

And  ho  sat  in  hia  age's  lateness — 
Like  a  vision  throned,  as  a  solemn  mark 

Of  the  fruity  of  human  greatness; 

His  silver  beard,  o'er  a  bosom  spread 

Unvoxed  by  life's  commotion, 
Like  a  yearly  lengthenuisBnow-lfvft.Ai'A 

On  the  calm  of  &  fiozan  oc«aii. 
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Still  o'er  him  oblivion's  waters  lay, 
ThoQgh  the  stream  of  life  kept  flowing ; 

When  they  spoke  of  our  king,  't  was  bnt  to 
say 
The  old  man's  strength  was  going. 

At  intenrals  thus  the  waves  disgorge, 

By  weakness  rent  asunder, 
A  piece  of  the  wreck  of  the  Royal  Greorge, 

To  the  people's  pity  and  wonder. 

He  is  gone  at  length — ^he  is  laid  in  the  dust, 
Death's  hand  his  slumbers  breaking  ; 

For  the  coffined  sleep  of  the  good  and  Just 
Is  a  sure  and  blissful  waking. 

His  people's  heart  is  his  funeral  urn ; 

And  should  sculptured  stone  be  denied  him, 
There  will  his  name  be  found,  when  in  turn 

We  lay  our  heads  beside  him. 

HOBAOB   BmTB. 


THE  WARDEN  OF  THE  CINQUE  PORTS. 

A  MIST  was  driving  down  the  British  chan- 
nel; 
The  day  was  just  begun ; 
And  through  the  window-panes,  on  floor  and 
panel, 
Streamed  the  red  autumn  sun. 

It  glanced  on  flowing  flag  and  rippling  pen- 
non, 
And  the  white  sails  of  ships ; 
And,  from  the  frowning  rampart,  the  black 
cannon 
Hailed  it  with  feverish  lips. 

Sandwich  and  Romncy,  Hastings,  Hithe,  and 
Dover, 

Were  all  alert  that  day. 
To  see  the  French  war-steamers  speeding  over 

When  the  fog  cleared  away. 

Sullen  and  silent,  and  like  couchant  lions, 

Their  cannon,  through  the  night, 
(]i)lding  their  breath,  had  watched  in  grim 
deflance 
The  sea-coast  opposite. 


And  now  they  roared,  at  drum- 
their  stations 
On  every  citadel ; 
Each  answering  each,  with  mom 
tions, 
That  all  was  weU! 

And  down  the  coast,  all  taking  up  t 
Replied  the  distant  forts — 

As  if  to  summon  from  his  sleep  th< 
And  lord  of  the  Cinque  Ports 

Hitn  shall  no  sunshine  from  the 
azure. 
No  drum-beat  from  the  wall, 
No  morning  gun  from  the  black  foi 
znre. 
Awaken  with  their  call  I 

No  more,  surveying  with  an  eye  in 
The  long  line  of  the  coast, 

Shall  the  gaunt  figure  of  the  old  fiel 
Be  Been  upon  his  post  I 

For  in  the  night,  unseen,  a  single  i 
In  sombre  harness  mailed, 

Dreaded  of  man,  and  sumamed  the 
The  rampart  wall  has  scaled  I 

He  passed  into  the  chamber  of  the 
The  dark  and  silent  room ; 

And,  as  he  entered,  darker  grew,  a 
The  silence  and  the  gloom. 

He  did  not  pause  to  parley,  or  diss< 
But  smote  the  warden  hoar — 

Ah!  what  a  blow  I — that  made  al 
tremble 
And  groan  from  shore  to  shore 

Meanwhile,  without,  the  surly  cann 
The  sun  rose  bright  o'erhead— 

Nothing  in  nature's  aspect  intimaU 
That  a  great  man  was  dead  I 

HbXBT  WADewOBTH  Loi 


\ 
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c  into  thy  boBom,  e&rth, 
-ODA,  May-ejed  morrow, 

lat  cLild  that  ever  mirth 

be  reared  b;  Borrow! 
—while  rajB  half  green,  half  gold, 
1  cerno]  bowers  are  bnrning, 
ms  their  diamond-mirrora  hold 
mer'a  face  returning — 
e  're  thankful  that  his  sleep 
irer  more  be  lighter, 
Bweel-tongned  companioDship 

bower,  and  beam  grew  brighter! 


a  more  intensely  true 
I  gave  ont  each  feature 
til  love— each  hue 
ice  of  goldeo 


ir  sUU  b 


it  all 


the  keenjagsof  anguiith; 
the  lanrels  clasped  his  brow 
oisoD  made  it  languish. 
that  like  the  nightingale 
>wa  moamfnl  singing, 
'rer  would  bis  song  prevail 
noBt  the  thorn  was  stinging. 


to  the  desert-worn 
nt  bring  freshness  deeper, 
:  bis  placid  rest  this  morn 
>Qght  the  shronded  sleeper. 

may  lap  his  weary  head 
charnels  choke  the  city, 
',  mid  woodlands,  by  his  bed 
'CD  shall  wake  its  ditty ; 
or  far,  while  evening'a  star 

to  hearts  regretting, 
hat  spot  admiring  thought 
lOver,  unforgetting. 


lis  sentient,  wething  world 

Tin,  ideal, 

)  immaterial  f^led 

nMrntbeiml, 


Freed  one  I  there 's  a  wul  for  thee  this  hour 

Tbrongh  tby  loved  elves'  dominions ; 
Hnshed  is  each  tiny  tram  pet-flower, 

Anddroopeth  Ariel's  pinions; 
Even  Pnck,  dejected,  leaves  hie  swing. 

To  plan,  with  fond  endeavor, 
What  pretty  bnds  and  dews  shall  ke^ 

Thy  pillow  bright  for  ever. 


And  higher,  if  less  happy,  tribes — 

The  race  of  early  childhood — ■ 
Shall  miss  thy  whims  of  frolic  wit, 

That  in  the  anmrner  wild-wood. 
Or  by  the  Christmas  hearth,  were  haUed, 

And  boarded  as  a  treasure 
Of  nndecaying  merriment 

And  ever-cbanging  pleasnre. 
Things  from  thy  lavish  humor  flung 

Profuse  as  scents,  are  flying 
This  kindling  morn,  when  blooms  are  born 

As  fast  as  blooms  are  dying. 


Snblimer  nrt  owned  thy  control- 

The  minstrel's  mightiest  magic, 
With  sadness  to  subdue  the  soul. 

Or  thrill  it  with  llio  tragic. 
Now  listening  Aram's  fearful  dream, 

e  see  beueatli  the  willow 
That  dreadful  tiling,  or  watch  him  steal, 

Goilt-lighted,  to  his  pillow. 
tfow  with  ihee  roaming  ancient  groves, 

We  watch  the  woodman  felling 
The  funerul  elm,  while  through  its  boughs 

The  ghastly  wind  cornea  knelling. 


Dear  worshipper  of  Dian's  face 

In  solitary  places, 
Shalt  thou  no  more  steal,  as  of  yore, 

5  meet  her  wliito  embracost 
Is  there  no  purjile  in  the  rose 

Henceforward  to  tliy  senses? 
For  thee  have  dawn  and  daylight's  close 

Lost  their  sweet  influences? 
Ho  I — by  the  mental  night  nntamcd 

Thou  took'st  to  death's  dark  ^rtal. 
The  Joy  of  the  wiie  unvvatw 

~  I  now  to  tli^tt  immorlalV 
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vin. 

Qow  fierce  contrasts  the  city's  roar 

With  thy  new-conquered  quiet  I — 
This  stunning  hell  of  wheels  that  pour 

With  princes  to  their  riot  I 
Loud  clash  the  crowds — ^the  busy  clouds 

With  thunder-noise  are  shaken, 
While  pale,  and  mute,  and  cold,  afar 

Thou  liest,  Fien-forsaken. 
Eot  life  reeks  on,  nor  recks  that  one 

— ^The  playful,  human-hearted — 

Who  lent  its  clay  less  earthiness, 

Is  just  from  earth  departed. 

B.  SDOKnib 


WHEN  I  BENEATH  THE  COLD,  RED 
EARTH  AM  SLEEPING. 

When  I  beneath  the  cold,  red  earth  am  sleep- 
ing, 

Lifers  fever  o*er, 

Will  there  for  me  be  any  bright  eye  weeping 

That  I  'm  no  more? 
Will  there  be  any  heart  still  memory  keeping 

Of  heretofore? 

When  the  great  winds,  through  leafless  foiv 
ests  rushing, 

Like  full  hearts  break — 
When  the  swollen  streams,  o'er  crag  and  guUy 
gushing. 

Sad  music  make — 
Will  there  be  one,  whose  heart    despair  is 
crushing. 

Mourn  for  my  sake  ? 

When  the  bright  sun  upon  that  spot  is  shin- 
ing 

With  purest  ray. 
And  the  small  flowers,  their  buds  and  blos- 
soms twining. 

Burst  through  that  clay — 
Will  there  be  one  still  on  that  spot  repining 
Lost  hopes  all  day? 

Wheu  the   night  shadows,  with  the  ample 
sweeping 

Of  her  dark  paU^ 


The  world  and  all  its  manifold  cretdon 
ing— 

The  great  and  small — 
Will  there  be  one,  even  at  that  dread 
weeping 

Forme— for  all? 

When  no  star  twinkles  with  its  eye  of 

On  that  low  mound, 
And  wintry  storms  have  with  their 
hoary 

Its  loneness  crowned. 
Will  there  be  then  one  versed  in  m 
story 

Pacing  it  round? 

It  may  be  so— but  this  is  selfish  sorrow 
To  ask  such  meed — 

A  weakness  and  a  wickedness,  to  borro 
From  hearts  that  bleed 

The  wailings  of  to-day,  for  what  to-moi 
Shall  never  need. 

Lay  me  then  gently  in  my  narrow  dwel 

Thou  gentle  heart  I 
And,  though  thy  bosom  should  with  gri 
swelling. 

Let  no  tear  start ; 
It  were  in  vain — ^for  time  hath  long 
knelling — 

Sad  one,  depart  I 

William  liomiv 


A  POEPS  EPITAPH. 

Stop,  mortal !     Here  thy  brother  lies— 

The  poet  of  the  poor. 
His  books  were  rivers,  woods,  and  skiefl, 

The  meadow  and  the  moor; 
His  teachers  wore  the  torn  hearths  wail. 

The  tyrant  and  the  slave, 
The  street,  the  factory,  the  jail, 

The  palace — and  the  gravel 
Sin  met  thy  brother  every  where! 

And  is  thy  brother  blamed? 
From  passion,  danger,  doubt,  and  care. 

He  no  exemption  claimed. 
\T\i«  T&Aasi«sl  things  earth^s  feeblest  woroi 


A    LAMENT. 


>  fewred  to  Korn  or  hst« ; 

niiig  in  a  peasant's  fona 

le  equal  of  the  great, 

d  the  steward,  irhosa  wealth  makes 

le  poor  man's  little,  more ; 

ed  the  hanghty  wretch  that  takes 

om  ploodered  labor's  store. 

0  do,  a  head  to  plan, 

heart  to  feel  and  dare^ 

's  wont  fo«fl,  here  Ues  the  men 

ho  drew  them  as  thej  are. 


SOLITUDE. 

ot  that  m;  lot  is  low 
lakes  this  ^ent  tear  tc 
A  grief  that  bids  me  m< 
iflt  I  am  nil  alone. 


ids  and  glens  I  lore  to  roam, 
the  tired  hedger  hies  him  borne ; 
the  woodland  pool  to  rest, 
pale  the  star  loolcs  on  its  breast. 

hen  the  ulent  evening  sighs 
liallowed  airs  and  ^mphomes, 
iril  takes  another  lone, 
ighs  (hat  it  is  all  alone. 

itamn  leaf  is  sere  and  dead — 
ta  npon  the  water's  bod ; 
Id  not  be  a  leaf^  to  die 
at  recording  sorrow's  sigb  I 

oods  and  winds,  with  snllen  wul, 
it  the  same  nnvaried  tale ; 
icme  to  smile  when  I  am  free, 
then  I  sigh  to  sigh  with  me. 

1  my  dreams  a  form  I  view, 
thinks  on  me^  and  lov«s  me  too , 
t,  md  when  the  viaon  's  flown, 
p  that  I  am  aH  alone. 

BMxmr  KoMM  Waat. 


A  LAMENT. 

SwTiTBB  tir  than  summer's  flight, 
Swifter  far  than  youth's  delight. 
Swifter  far  than  happy  night, 

Art  thon  come  and  gone; 
As  the  earth  when  leaves  are  dead. 
As  the  night  when  sleep  is  sped, 
As  the  heart  when  joy  is  fled, 

I  am  left  lone,  alone. 

The  swallow,  summer,  comes  again; 
The  owlet,  night,  resnmes  her  reign ; 
Bat  the  wild  swan,  yonth,  is  fain 

To  fly  with  thee,  false  as  thon. 
My  heart  each  day  de^es  the  morrow ; 
Sleep  itself  is  tamed  to  sorrow ; 
Vainly  wotdd  my  winter  borrow 

Snnny  leaves  from  anj  boogh. 

Lilies  for  a  bridal  bed, 
Roses  for  a  matron's  head, 
Violets  for  a  iriaiden  dead — 

Pair^ies  .ei  my  flowers  be ; 
On  [Ue  uviag  grave  I  bear. 
Scatter  them  without  a  tear. 
Let  no  friend,  however  dear, 

Waste  one  hope,  one  fear  for  me. 
Pnoi  Btuhi  Bnusv. 


A  LAMENT. 

0  wobld!  Olifel  Otimel 
On  whose  last  steps  I  climb. 

Trembling  at  that  whcro  I  had  stood  before, 
"When  will  return  the  glory  of  yoor  prime? 


Non 

Ont  of  the  day  and  night 
A  joy  has  taken  flight; 

Fresh  spring,  and  snmm 
Move  ray  faint  heart  wi 
delight 

No  more — oh,  never  mi 


ret 


ler,  and  winter  boat 
ith  grief,  bnt  witli 


PnoT  Btmhi  BaiLUi. 


522 


POEMS    OF    TBA6EDT    AND    SORROW. 


"  C.VLM  IS  THE  NIGHT." 

Calm  is  the  night,  and  the  city  is  sleeping— 
Once  in  this  house  dwelt  a  kdy  fair; 

Long,  long  ago,  she  left  it,  weeping; 
But  still  the  old  house  is  standing  there. 

Yonder  a  roan  at  the  heavens  is  staring, 
Wringing  his  hands  as  in  sorrowful  case ; 

He  turns  to  the  moonlight,  his  countenance 
baring — 
Oh,  heaven  I  he  shows  me  my  own  sad  face  I 

Shadowy  form,  with  my  own  agreeing  I 
Why  mockest  thou  thus,  in  the  moonlight 

cold. 
The  sorrows  which  here  once  vexed  my  being. 

Many  a  night  in  the  days  of  old? 

HxHXT  Hxnrx.    (Oennan.) 
Tnmalatkm  of  Ciiaklis  O.  Ixlxxik 


THE  CASTLE  BY  THE  SEA. 

**  Hast  thou  seen  that  lordly  castle. 

That  castle  by  the  sea? 
Golden  and  red,  above  it 

The  clouds  float  gorgeously. 

•*  And  fain  it  would  stoop  downward 
To  the  mirrored  wave  below ; 

And  fain  it  would  soar  upward 
In  the  evening's  crimson  glow." 

"Well  have  I  seen  that  castle. 

That  castle  oy  the  sea— 
And  the  moon  above  it  standing, 

And  the  mist  rise  solemnly." 

**  The  winds  and  waves  of  ocean, 

Had  they  a  merry  chime  ? 
Didst  thou  hear,  from  those  lofty  chambers, 

The  hnrp  and  the  minstrel's  rhyme? " 

'•  The  winds  and  the  waves  of  ocean. 

They  rested  quietly ; 
But  I  heard  on  the  gale  a  sound  of  wail. 

And  tcjirs  came  to  mine  eye." 

"  And  sawest  thou  on  the  turrets 
The  king  and  his  royal  bride  ? 

And  the  wave  of  their  crimson  mantles  ? 
And  the  golden  crown  oC  pride t 


<*  Led  they  not  forth,  in  rapture^ 
A  beanteoos  maiden  there^ 

Resplendent  as  the  morning  son, 
Beaming  with  golden  hairff^ 

"Well  saw  I  the  ancient  parentSi 
Without  the  crown  of  pride ; 

They  were  moving  slow,  in  weeds  « 
No  maiden  was  by  their  aide  I  ^ 

LjDwia  nvi.ijn».   (6a 
Tranaktlon  of  HnrmT  W.  Lovoraixow. 


MOTHER  AOT>  POET. 

TUBIN— AFTKB  27KW8  FBOM  OAETA. 

I. 

Dead  I  one  of  them  shot  by  the  sea 
east, 
And  one  of  them  shot  in  the  west  I 
sea* 
Dead  I  both  my  boys!    When  yon  sit 
feast 
And  are  wanting  a  great  song  for  Ital; 
Let  none  look  at  me ! 

n. 

Yet  I  was  a  poetess  only  last  year, 
And  good  at  my  art,  for  a  womsD 
said. 
But  this  woman,  this,  who  is  agonized 
The  east  sea  and  west  sea  rhyme  on 
head 
For  ever  instead. 

m. 

What  art  can  a  woman  be  good  at?  ob, 
What  art  is  she  good  at,  but  hurtio 
breast 
With  the  milk  teeth  of  babes,  and  a  m 
the  pain  ? 
Ah,  boys,  how  yoa  hurt!  you  werefi 
as  you  pressed. 
And  I,  proud  by  that  test. 

r?. 

What  art  *s  for  a  woman  I    To  hoid  oi 
knees 
Both  larlingsl  to  fed  nil  their  anra^' 


HOTHEB    AND    FOET. 


;le  a  1ittl«  I  to  sew  bj  degrees 

ider  the  long-clothea  and  neat 

coatl 

dream  and  to  dote. 


sm.  ,  .  It  atinga  there.    I  made 

indeed 

in  the  word  "ooontrj,"  I  taught 

trj  's  a  thing  men  sboold  die  for 

ed. 

f  libertj,  rights,  and  about 

i  tjrant  torned  ont. 


beir  ejes  flaabed.  .  ,  Omjbean- 
ijeel  .. 

I  naj,  let  them  go  forth  at  the 
la 
and  denied  not. — Bnt  then  the 

e  nta  qnita  alone  I — Then  one 

i,  then  one  kneels  I 

>od  1  how  the  boose  feeli  I 


ap7  news  came,  in  gay  letters 
d 

kisses,  of  camp-life,  and  glory, 
ow 

ived  me,  and  soon,  coming  home 
spoiled, 
would  fan  off  eyerj  fly  from  my 

ih  their  green  lanrel-bough. 

inmph  at  Tniin.    "  Anoona  was 

I  one  canto  ont  of  the  cheers  in 

reet 

paie  as  6tone,  to  say  something 

Jo  was  dead ! — I  fell  down  at  his 
lile  they  cheered  in  the  street, 

iz. 
-friends  soothed  me :  my  grief 
dsoblime 
iMtn  of  Italy.    One  hoj  remained 


To  bo  leant  on  and  walked  with,  recalling  the 

When  the  first  grew  immortal,  \chile  both 
of  na  strained 
To  the  h«ght  he  bad  gained. 


And  l6tt«rs  still  oome,— eborter.  sadder,  more 

Writ  now  bat  in  one  hand.    *'  I  was  not  to 

Mot. 

One  loved  me  for  two  .  .  wonld  be  with  me 

erelong: 

And  '  viva  Italia '  be  died  for,  onr  saint, 

Who  forbids  onr  oomphunt." 


Uy  Nanm  would  add  "  ho  was  safe,  and 

Of  a  presence  that  tnmed  off  the  balls  .  .  , 
was  imprest 
It  was  Gnido  himself^  who  know  what  loonld 

And    how    twas    impoB»ble,  quite   dis- 
possessed, 

To  live  on  for  the  rwt." 


On  which  withoDt  panse  np  the  telegraph 
line 

Sweptsmootblj  tlie  nest  news  from  Gaeta: 

—"Shot 

Tell  bis  mother."    Ah,  ah,  "his,"  "thdr" 
mother;  not  "mine." 
No  voice  says  "  my  mother  "  again  to  ma 
What  I 
Ton  think  Gnido  forgot? 


Are  sonis  HtrwgJit  so  happy  that,  dizzy  with 
heaven, 
They  drop  earth's  afiections,  conceive  not 


of  1 


>et 


I  think  not.    Themselves  were  too  lately  for- 
given 
Through  that  love  and  sorrow  which  recoo: 
ciledso 

The  abovft  mi4\)%\oti. 


ft24 


POEMS    OF    TRAGEDY    AND    SORROW. 


XIV.  I 

O  Christ  of  the  seven  wonnds,  who  look'dst 
through  the  dark 
To  the  face  of  thy  mother!  consider,  I  pray, 
Kow  we  oommon  mother!  stand  desolate, 
mark, 
Whose  sons,  not  heing  Ohrists,  die  with 
eyes  turned  away. 
And  no  last  word  to  say  I 

XV. 

Both  boys  dead!  but  that^s  out  of  nature; 
We  all 
Have  been  patriots,  yet  each  house  must 
always  keep  one. 
'T  were  imbecile,  hewing  out  roads  to  a  wall. 
And  when  Italy  *s  made,  for  what  end  is  it 
done. 
If  we  have  not  a  son  ? 

XVI. 

Ah,  ah,  ah!  when  Gaeta's  taken,  what  then  ? 
When  the  fair  wicked  queen  sits  no  more 
at  her  sport 
Of  the  fire-balls  of  death  crashing  souls  out 
of  men? 
When  your  guns  at  Gavalli  with  final  retort 
Have  cut  the  game  short — 

xvn. 

When  Venice  and  Rome  keep  their  new 
jubilee. 
When  your  flag  takes  all  heaven  for  its 
white,  green,  and  red. 
When  you  have  your  country  from  mountain 
to  sea, 
When  King  Victor  has  Italy's  crown  on 
his  head, 
(And  I  have  my  dead,) 

2rvra. 

What  then?     Do  not  mock  me.    Ah,  ring 
your  bells  low. 
And  burn  your  lights  faintly  I — ^My  country 
is  there, 
Above  tlie  star  pricked  by  the  last  peak  of 
snow. 
My  Italy's  there, — with  my  brave  civic 
pair. 
To  disfranchise  despidr. 


Forgive  me.    Some  women  bear  child] 
strength. 
And  bite  back  the  cry  of  thttr  p«n  i 
soonu 
But  the  birth-pangs  of  nations  win  wr 
at  length 
Into  such  wail  as  this!— and  we 
forlorn 
When  the  man-child  is  bom. 


Dead  I  one  of  them  shot  by  the  sea 
west, 
And  one  of  them  shot  in  the  east 
sea! 
Both !  both  my  boys ! — ^If  iu  keeping  th 
You  want  a  great  song  for  your  Itsl; 
Let  none  look  at  me  I 

Eluxbbth  Baxbxr  Bbov 


THE  FISHING  SONG, 

DowK  in  the  wide,  gray  river 
The  current  is  sweeping  strong; 

Over  the  wide,  gray  river 
Floats  the  fisherman's  song. 

Tlie  oar-stroke  times  the  singing, 
The  song  falls  with  the  oar ; 

And  an  echo  in  both  is  ringing. 
I  thought  to  hear  no  more. 

Out  of  a  deeper  current 
The  song  brings  back  to  me 

A  cry  from  mortal  sUence 
Of  mortal  agony. 

life  that  was  spent  and  vanished, 
Love  that  had  died  of  wrong, 

Hearts  that  are  dead  in  living. 
Come  back  in  the  fisherman's  so 

I  see  the  maples  leafing. 
Just  as  they  leafed  before ; 

The  green  grass  comes  no  greenei 
Down  to  the  very  shore— 

With  the  rude  strain  swelling,  sinlf 
In  the  cadence  of  days  gone  bj, 

As  the  oar,  from  the  water  drinkiD 
Ripples  the  mirrored  sky. 


THB    DAYS    THAT    ARE 


onl  hath  life  diTiner ; 

:  retnrns  no  more, 

ioee,  that  answer  the  miuor 

boat-8oag,  from  the  ihore. 

vajH  of  God  are  ilarlmAaa  ; 

gment  waitetb  long; 
i  the  heart  of  a  woman 
tiBhcrTDnn's  oaieleea  song. 

K,  BREAK,  BREAK." 

ik,  break 

>]d  gra7  Btoaes,  O  sea  1 

I  that  m;  tongae  could  ntUr 

;ht9  that  arise  in  me. 

the  fisherman's  boy 

:ioDt8  with  hU  sister  at  play  I 

tbo  sailor  lad 

ngs  in  his  boat  on  the  bay  I 

Ic-ly  ships  go  on, 

von  under  the  htlli 

Ue  toncb  of  a  vanished  hand, 

oand  of  a  voice  that  is  still  I 

i:,  break 

)t  of  thy  crags,  O  sob  I 

3er  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 

r  come  back  to  inc, 


THE  DATS  THAT  ABE  NO  MORE. 

TB.ua,  idle  tean  I    I  know  noL  what  Uiey 
mean. 
Tears,  from  the  depth  of  some  divine  despair, 
Rise  in  the  heart,  and  gather  to  the  ej'es, 
In  looking  on  the  happy  antmnn  fielda, 
And  thinking  of  the  days  that  are  no  raoreL 

Fresh  sa  the  first  beam  glittering  on  a  sail 
That  brings  onr  fiiends  np  from  the  nnder- 

Sad  as  the  last  which  reddens  0T«r  one 
That  sinks  with  all  we  love  below  the  vergr 
80  sad,  BO  flesh,  the  days  that  are  no  uore. 

Ah,  sad  and  strange  as  in  dark  aanuDer 

The  earliest  pipe  of  half-awakened  birdit 

To  dying  ears,  when  nnto  dying  eyes 

The  casement  slowly  grows  a  ^mmerin^ 

So  sad,  so  strange,  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

Dear  as  remembered  kisses  after  death, 
And  sweet  as  those  by  hopeless  fancy  feigned 
On  lips  that  are  for  others ;  deep  as  love, 
Deep  as  first  love,  and  wild  with  all  regret, 
0  death  in  life !  the  days  that  are  no  more. 


PART  VIII. 
EMS    or    THE    IMAGINATION, 


I  mow  more  [ban  Apollo; 
For  oft,  wbcn  he  ties  sleeping, 
I  bcbold  the  etan 
At  mortal  wan, 
Aod  the  rounded  ntelkia  nteeping. 
■     ■  ahephwd ; 


en  of  lore 
le  tint  dc 
a  of  the  I 


#i'h  R  host  orrurions  faaciea, 
^lirreof  I  urn  cooioiaoder — 
With  a  burning  apear. 


Toth 


And  a 


vildemeai  1  iTBader; 


'ith  a  knight  of  ghosts  and  ■badov's. 

Ten  IflDgues  berond 
The  wide  world's  end-^ 
Melhinkf  It  -t 


Tony 


>OEMS    OF   THE   IMAGINATION. 


J  ABTHTJR'S  DEATH. 

Mondftfe  id  the  moroe, 

lattayle  was  doom'd  to  be, 

)  a  knighte  cry'd,  Well-awnye  I — 

was  the  more  pittio. 

crowinge  of  the  oocke, 
le  kinge  in  hia  bed  laye, 
Sir  Cawaine  to  him  camo, 
to  him  these  worJes  did  sayo: 

i)u  are  miae  nncle  deare, 
I  prize  yoDT  life,  tbia  dsye 
with  yonr  foe  in  figbte; 
e  battayle,  if  yee  mayo! 

mcelot  ia  noire  in  Fran  nee, 
him  man  J  an  hordyo  knighte, 
thin  this  moneth  bo  backc, 
ssiste  yee  in  the  fighto." 

en  colled  his  nobles  all, 
breakinge  of  the  ilnye, 
em  howe  Sir  Gawaine  came, 
to  him  these  wordcs  did  saye. 

1  this  connaayle  gave  : 
'e  ia  the  raorniog,  bee 
wa>%  an  hcranld  at  armies, 
parley  faire  and  free. 

good  kDigbt«s  King  Arthur  chose, 

f  all  that  with  him  were, 

.til  the  foe  in  field, 

'  witb  him  agreement  faire. 

n 


The  king  he  charged  all  his  hoate 
la  readinease  there  for  to  bee ; 

Bnt  noe  man  sholde  noe  weapon  Btorre. 
Unlease  a  sword  drawne  they  shold  ane. 

And  Uordred,  on  the  other  parte, 
Twelve  of  hia  Imighta  did  likewise  brings 

The  heste  of  oU  his  companje, 
To  bolde  the  parley  with  the  kinge. 

Sir  Uordred  alsoe  charged  his  hoste 

Id  readinesse  there  for  to  l)ee; 
Bnt  noa  man  aholde  noe  weapon  starre, 

Bat  if  a  sworde  drawne  they  shold  see. 


For  he  dnrste  not  bis  Dncle  tmste, 
Nor  he  bis  nephewe,  sothe  to 

Alacke  I  it  waa  a  woefuUe  case, 
As  ere  in  Chriatentye  befeUe. 


teU; 


Bnt  when  they  were  togetlier  motte, 
And  both  to  fiure  accordance  bronghte. 

And  a  month'a  league  betweene  them  sette. 
Before  the  battayle  sholde  be  fonghte, 

An  oddere  crcpte  fortho  of  a  bnshe, 
Stange  one  o'  the  king's  knightea  on  the 

Alacke!  it  was  a  n-ocfuUe  chance, 
As  ever  waa  in  Christontio. 

When  the  knighte  fonnd  him  wounded  sore, 
And  sawe  the  wild-worme  hangia^^  XXw^r^ 

Bis  sworde  he  from  \i»  bmAAwlt^bi  4Tft"ii«i — 
A  piteons  case,  aa  ^e  AiaXi'^ieMft. 
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POEMS   OF   THE    IMAGINATION. 


For  when  the  two  hostes  sawe  the  sworde 
They  joyned  battayle  instantlye ; 

Till  of  60  manye  noble  knightes 
On  one  side  there  were  left  bat  three. 

For  all  were  alaine  that  dorst  abide, 
And  but  some  fewe  that  fled  awaye ; 

Ah  mee  I  it  was  a  bloodye  fielde^ 
As  ere  was  fought^  on  summer^s  daye. 

Upon  King  Arthur's  own  partye 

Onlye  himselfo  escaped  there, 
And  Lukyn,  duke  of  Gloster,  free — 

And  the  king's  butler,  Bedevere. 

And  when  the  king  beheld  his  knightes 
All  dead  and  scattered  on  the  molde, 

The  teares  fast  trickled  downe  his  face — 
That  manlye  face  in  fight  so  bolde. 

"Nowe    reste  yee   all,  brave  knights,"  he 
said — 

"  Soe  true  and  faithful  to  your  trust  I 
And  must  yee  then,  yee  valiant  hearts, 

Be  lefte  to  moulder  into  dust  ? 

'•  Most  loyal  have  yee  been  to  mee, 
Most  true  and  faithful  unto  deathe ; 

And,  oh  I  to  rayse  yee  up  againe, 
IIow  freely e  could  I  yield  my  breathe  I 

"But  see,  the  traitor 's  yet  alive ! 

Lo  where  hee  stalkes  among  the  deado ! 
Nowe  bitterlye  he  shall  abye, 

And  vengeance  fall  upon  his  head.'' 

*•  Oh  stayc,  my  liege!  "  then  sayd  the  duke; 

"  Oh  staye  for  love  and  charitie ! 
Remember  what  the  vision  spake. 

Nor  meete  your  foe,  if  it  may  bee." 

**  Oh  staye  mee  not,  thou  worthye  wight  1 
This  debt  my  loyal  knights  I  owe ; 

Betide  mo  life,  betide  me  death, 
T  will  avenge  them  of  their  foe." 

llien  straito  he  grasped  his  trusty  speare. 

And  on  his  horse  then  mounted  hee : 
Ab  hiB  butler  holpe  him  to  his  horse 
Els  bowels  gashed  to  his  knee. 


''  Alas  I "  then  sayd  the  noble  king, 
"That  I  should  live  this  sight  to  see !^ 

To  see  this  good  knight  here  be  slaine, 
All  for  his  love  in  helping  mee  I " 

He  put  his  speare  into  his  reste. 

And  to  Sir  Mordred  loud  gan  orre: 
"Nowe  sette  thyself  upon  thy  gnarde! 

For,  traitor,  nowe  thy  death  is  nye !  * 

Sir  Mordred  lifted  up  his  sworde, 
And  fierce  to  meet  the  king  ran  hee , 

The  king  his  speare  he  through  him  thrm 
A  fathom  thorow  his  bodle. 

When  Mordred  felt  the  stroke  of  death, 
Ajid  found  that  he  was  wounded  soe, 

He  thruste  himselfe  upon  the  speare. 
And  strucke  the  king  a  deadlye  b]ow& 

Then  grimmlye  dyed  Sir  Mordered, 

Presentlye  upon  that  tree ; 
And  bloody  streames  ranne  from  the  king 

Ere  to  the  duke  returned  hee. 

Sir  Lokyn  then  he  thus  bespake : 
"Sir  knighte,  thou  hast   been  faitbfi 
tryde; 

Nowe  take  my  sword  Excalibar, 
That  hangs  so  freelye  by  my  syde— 

"  Oh  take  my  sworde  Excalibar, 
And  there  into  the  river  throwe ; 

For  here,  henceforth,  benethe  this  tree, 
All  use  of  weapons  I  foregoe. 

"And  fare  thee  well,  thou  trustye  sword! 

A  better  neer  had  valiant  knighte ; 
With  thee  full  ofte,  and  many  a  daye, 

Have  I  withstood  my  foe  in  fighte. 

"  With  this  good  fauchion  in  my  hande. 
Oft  have  I  reapd  the  bloody  feelde ; 

But  nowe  the  fatalle  houre  iS  come, 
That  never  more  I  may  thee  weelde.** 

The  duke  to  the  river  side  he  went, 

And  there  his  owne  sword  in  threwe  hf 
But  he  kept  back  Excalibar—  f 


THOMAS    TEE   BHYHER. 


'f  coleyne  was  the  blade, 

U  the  hilte  of  preoions  Btone : 

rer  alacke! "  tbeo  mjd.  the  koighte, 

t  BuohB  sword  awaje  be  tlirowne?" 


sayd,  " 


e  unto  tho  kioge, 

'  Lnkyn,   what   did    yee 


ig,  mj  liege,  »ave  that  tlie  vinde 
>  oer  the  waters  faire  and  free." 

)  agtuoe,"  ihea  saiil  the  iciufge, 
>od  SjT  Lakjrn,  goe  againe  I 
rivere  throwe  my  aword, 
(>ep«  me  lingering  bere  in  paine." 

e  then  to  the  river  went, 

ha  king's  scabbard  in  threwe  bee ; 

kept  bncke  Excalibar, 

id  it  iindemethe  a  tree. 

;ke  lie  came  to  tell  [lie  kinge, 
Ajile,  "  Sir  Lnkyn,  sawe  ye  oughte  ? '' 
ige,  my  liege,  save  that  the  winde 
with  the  nngrye  waters  Ibught."' 

en,  Lnkvn,"  said  the  kinge, 
•e  ba-4te  thoa  dealt  deceylfullye! 
ivhoin  may  wee  ever  trnsle, 
suche  a  kaigbte  soe  ftdse  can  bee  ? 

couldit  thou  liave  tliy  maaler  dead, 
:  a  sword  that  wins  thine  eye  I 
I  ogaioe,  and  throwe  it  in, 
-e  the  one  of  ns  shall  dye." 

K,  all  shent  with  this  reboke, 
uswere  made  unto  the  kings ; 
lo  rivero  tooke  the  sworde, 
irewo  it  far  as  he  coiiUlo  flingf. 

and  an  anno  did  mecte  the  swonle, 
ounahed  three  times  in  the  air; 
ike  benethe  the  renningo  sireine, 
f  the  duke  was  soeno  noe  mair. 

astoiiied  stood  the  duke^ 
od  as  still  as  still  raote  bee ; 
itend  backe  to  toll  the  kinge— 
I  was  gime  tvm  ander  tUe  tree. 


But  to  what  place  he  cold  ui>t  tell. 
For  never  after  liee  did  hira  see ; 

Bnt  hee  sawe  a  barge  goe  from  the  land, 
And  hee  heard  ladyes  howle  and  crye. 

And  whether  the  kinge  were  there  or  not, 
Kee  never  knewe^  Dor  ever  colde ; 

For  from  tliat  sad  and  direftille  daye 
Hee  never  more  was  seeue  on  molde. 


THOMAS  THE  RHYMES. 

T&OK  Tnosiis  lay  on  Hnntlie  bank; 

A  fcrlie  he  spied  wl'  his  ee ; 
And  there  be  saw  a  lodye  bright, 

Come  riding  down  by  the  Eildon  tree. 

Her  sliirt  was  o'  the  grass  green  silk, 
Her  mantle  o'  the  velvet  fyne ; 

At  ilka  ti-tt  of  her  horse's  mane 
Hung  fifty  siller  bells  and  nine. 


''All  bail,  thou  mighty   queen  of  heaven  I 
For  thy  peer  on  earth  I  never  did  soe.'' — 

"  Ob  no,  oU  DO,  Thomaal  "  «he  said, 
"  That  name  does  not  belang  lo  me ; 

I  am  but  the  queen  of  fair  ElUand, 
That  am  hither  come  to  visit  ibee. 

"  Harp  and  carp,  Tliomas '.  "  she  said 

"  Harp  and  carp  along  wi'  me! 
And  if  ye  d.ire  to  kiss  my  lips. 

Sore  of  your  bodic  1  will  be," 

"Betide  me  weal,  betide  me  woe, 
That  weird  shall  never  daimton  me." — 

Syne  he  has  kissed  her  rosy  lips. 
All  nndemeatb  the  Eildon  tree. 

"  Now,  ye  maun  go  wi'  me,"  she  sud— 
•'  True  Tlioraas,  ye  raauu  go  wi"  me ; 

And  ye  m&ua  eftiv«  me  b«^«ii  l«wv 
Thro'  weal  or  wcb  aaiottj  (XiMiw  V»N*tT 
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She  mounted  on  her  milk-white  steed ; 

She^s  ta'en  trae  Thomas  up  behind ; 
And  aye,  whene'er  her  bridle  rung, 

The  steed  flew  swifter  than  the  wind. 

And  thej  rade  on,  and  farther  on — 
The  steed  gaed  swifter  than  the  wind ; 

Until  thej  reached  a  desert  wide, 
And  living  land  was  left  behind. 

**  Light  down,  light  down,  now,  true  Thomas, 
And  lean  your  head  upon  my  knee ! 

Abide  and  rest  a  little  space. 
And  I  will  shew  you  ferlies  three. 

'•  Oh  see  ye  not  yon  narrow  road, 
So  thick  beset  with  thorns  and  briers  ? 

That  is  the  path  of  righteousness. 
Though  after  it  but  few  enquires. 

**  And  see  ye  not  that  braid,  braid  road, 
That  lies  across  that  lily  leven  ? 

That  is  the  path  of  wickedness — 
Though  some  call  it  the  road  to  heaven. 

**  And  see  not  ye  that  bonny  road, 
That  winds  about  the  femie  brae  ? 

That  is  the  road  to  fair  Elfland, 
Where  thou  and  I  this  night  maun  gae. 

**But,  Thomas,  ye  maun  hold  your  tongue, 

Whatever  ye  may  hear  or  see ; 
For,  if  you  speak  word  in  Elfyn  land, 

Ye'U  ne'er  get  back  to  your  ain  countrie." 

Oh  they  rade  on,  and  farther  on, 

And  they  waded  through  rivers  aboon  the 
knee; 
And  they  saw  neither  sun  nor  moon, 

But  they  heard  the  roaring  of  the  sea. 

It  was  mirk,  mirk  night,  and  there  was  nae 
stern  light, 
And  they  waded  through  red  blude  to  the 
knee; 
Fur  a'  the  blude  that's  shed  on  earth 
Rins  through  the  springs  o^  that  countrie. 

Byne  they  came  on  to  a  garden  green. 
And  she  pu'd  an  apple  frae  a  tree : 

"Take  this  for  thy  wages,  true  Thomas — 
Jt  will  give  thee  the  tongue  that  can  never 
He," 


^  My  tongue  is  mine  ain ; "  tme  Tbomis 
^*  A  gudely  gift  ye  wad  gie  to  me ! 

I  neither  dought  to  buy  nor  sell. 
At  fair  or  tryst  where  I  may  be. 

^*  I  dought  neither  speak  to  prince  or  pi 
Nor  ask  of  grace  from  fair  ladye."— 

"  Now  hold  thy  peace !  **  the  lady  said, 
"  For  as  I  say.  so  must  it  be." — 

He  has  gotten  a  coat  of  the  even  clotli, 
And  a  pair  of  shoes  of  velvet  green : 

And  till  seven  years  were  gane  and  past 
True  Thomas  on  earth  was  never  seei 


THE  WEE  WEE  MAN. 

As  I  was  walking  by  my  lane. 
Atween  a  water  and  a  wa, 

There  sune  I  spied  a  wee,  wee  man- 
He  was  the  least  that  ere  I  saw. 

His  legs  were  scant  a  shathmont's  lecg 
And  sma  and  limber  was  hb  thie ; 

Between  his  een  there  was  a  span, 
Betwixt  his  shoulders  there  were  ells 

He  has  tanc  up  a  mcikle  stane. 
And  flang  't  as  far  as  I  cold  see ; 

Ein  thouch  I  had  been  Wallace  wicht, 
I  dought  na  lift  it  to  my  knic. 

**  O  wee,  wee  man,  but  ye  be  Strang  i 
Tell  me  whar  may  thy  dwelling  be  f 

"  I  dwell  beneth  that  bonnie  bouir- 
Oh  will  ye  gae  wi  me  and  see  ?  " 

On  we  lap,  and  awa  we  rade. 
Till  we  cam  to  a  bonny  green ; 

Wo  lichted  syne  to  bait  our  stcid. 
And  out  there  cam  a  lady  sheen  - 

Wi  four  and  twentie  at  her  back, 

A  comely  cled  in  glistering  green , 
Thouch  there  the  king  of  Scots  Lad  sti 
\    TVi^  7;t^x«X  tq\^\\\.  "K^^i  \iaiQ  been  hit  q 
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9  past  wi  wondering  cheir, 
am  to  a  bonn;  ha ; 
as  o'  tba  beaten  gowd, 
I  was  o'  the  orystal  k'. 

am  there,  wl  wee,  wee  knlcbts 
M  danolng,  jimp  and  nna; 
twiakling  of  KD  eie 
■en  and  hn  wnr  clein  awa. 


'on,  in  fairy  land, 

I  of  ghoata  and  shadowea  there, 

:,  I,  at  bis  command, 

to  view  the  night-sports  here. 

What  re  veil  ront 

Is  kept  aboat 
iry  corner  whore  1  go, 

I  will  o'ersce. 

And  merrie  be, 
aake  good  spurt  with  ho,  ho,  bo  1 


nlflyo 


,  than  lightning  i 

36  aerj  welkin  »oone, 

ninnte's  space  desorja 

ing  that  'b  done  belowe  the  moone 

There's  not  a  hag 

Or  ghost  shall  wag, 
f  'ware  goblins !  wliero  I  go ; 

But  Bobin,  I, 

Their  feat«3  will  spy, 
icnd  tliem  home  with  bo,  ho,  hoi 

such  wanderers  I  moete, 

their  night-sports  they  tmdge  home, 

it«rfeiting  voice  I  greete, 

1  them  on  with  me  to  roame. 

Thro'  wooils,  thro'  lakes. 

Thro'  hoga,  thro'  brakes, 
to  nnseene,  with  them  I  go — 

All  in  the  nicke. 

To  play  eome  tricke, 
Croliok  it  tritb  ho,  bo,  hoi 


I  meet«  them  like  a  man — 
oz,  Bometimea  a  hound ; 
And  to  a  horse  I  turn  me  can, 
To  trip  and  trot  aboot  them  roimd ; 
Bnt,  if  to  ride. 
Uy  backe  they  stride, 
More  swUt  than  wind  away  1  goe; 
O'er  hedge  and  lands, 
Through  pools  and  ponds, 
I  whirry,  Isngbing  ho,  ho,  hoi 

When  lads  and  lasses  merry  be. 

With  poasets,  and  with  Junkets  fine, 

Cnseene  of  all  the  company, 

I  eat  theb  oakes,  and  sip  their  wine ; 

And  to  make  sport, 

I  fume  and  soort, 

And  out  the  candles  I  do  blow. 

The  maids  I  kiss; 

They  shrieke.  Who's  thisi 

I  answer  noogbt  bnt  ho,  bo,  ho! 

Yet  now  and  then,  the  maids  to  pleaiw, 

At  midnight  I  card  up  thoir  woull ; 
And  while  they  sleeiw  and  take  their  easf . 
With  wheel  to  threads  their  flai  I  pull. 
I  grind  at  mill 
Their  molt  up  still ; 
I  dreiia  their  hemp,  I  spin  their  tow. 
If  any  wake, 
And  woald  me  take, 
I  wend  me  laughing  bo,  ho,  ho  I 

When  house  or  hearth  doth  alattish  lye, 
I  pinch  the  maidens  block  and  blue ; 
The  hedd-clothcs  from  the  bedd  pull  I, 
And  in  their  out  I  bawl  too-whoo  I 
'Twiit  slecjie  and  wake 
I  do  them  take. 
And  OD  the  clay-cold  fioor  them  throff 
If  out  they  cry, 
Tlien  forth  I  Uy, 
And  loudly  laugh  out  ho,  hn.  hol 

When  any  need  to  borrow  ought, 

We  lend  them  what  they  do  reqnirc ; 
And  fur  the  nse  demand  we  nanght — 
Our  owne  is  all  we  do  dealift. 
U  to  XK^-J 
They  4o  4e1>ij, 
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Abroad  amongst  them  then  I  go ; 

And  night  by  night 

I  them  affright, 
With  pinchings,  dreams,  and  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

When  lazie  qaeans  have  nought  to  do 

But  study  how  to  cog  and  lye, 
To  make  debate  and  mischief  too, 
Twizt  one  another  secretly, 
I  marke  their  gloze. 
And  it  disclose 
To  them  whom  they  have  wronged  so. 
When  I  have  done 
I  get  me  gone. 
And  leave  them  scolding,  ho,  ho,  ho  I 

When  men  do  traps  and  engines  set 

In  loope  holes,  where  the  vermine  creepe. 
Who  from  their  foldes  and  houses  get 
Their  duckes  and  geese,  and  lambes  and 
sheepe, 

I  spy  the  gin. 
And  enter  in, 
And  seeme  a  vermin  taken  so ; 
But  when  they  there 
Approach  me  neare, 
I  leap  out  laughing  ho,  ho,  ho  I 

By  wells  and  rills,  in  mcadowes  green, 
We  nightly  dance  our  hey-day  guise : 
Ajid  to  our  fairye  kinge  and  queene 
We  chaunt  our  moon-liglito  minstrelsies. 
When  larkes  gin  singe 
Away  wo  flinge. 
And  babes  new-bom  steale  as  we  go ; 
And  shoes  in  bed 
We  leave  instead, 
And  wend  us  laughing  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

From  hag-bred  Merlin's  time  have  I 
Thus  nightly  revelled  to  and  fro ; 
And,  for  my  prankes,  men  call  me  by 
The  name  of  Robin  Good-Fellow. 

Friends,  ghosts,  and  sprites 
Who  haunt  the  nightes. 
The  hags  and  gobblins,  do  me  know  * 
And  beldames  old 
My  feates  have  told — 
Bo  vale,  vale!  Ho,  ho,  ho! 

AROVTWrai. 


.    THE  FAIRY  QUEEN. 

Come,  follow,  follow  me — 
You,  lairy  elves  that  be, 
Which  circle  on  the  green- 
Come,  follow  Mab,  your  queen! 
Hand  in  hand  let's  dance  around, 
For  this  place  is  fairy  ground. 

When  mortals  are  at  rest, 
And  snoring  in  their  nest, 
Unheard  and  unespied. 
Through  keyholes  we  do  glide: 

Over  tables,  stools,  and  shelves. 

We  trip  it  with  our  fairy  elves. 

And  if  the  house  bo  foul 
With  platter,  dish,  or  bowl, 
Up  stairs  we  nimbly  creep. 
And  find  the  sluts  asleep ; 

There  we  pinch  their  arms  and  thi; 

None  escapes,  nor  none  espies. 

But  if  the  house  be  swept, 
And  from  uncleanness  kept, 
We  praise  the  household  maid. 
And  duly  she  is  paid ; 
For  we  use,  before  we  go. 
To  drop  a  tester  in  her  shoe. 

Upon  a  mushroom's  head 
Our  table  cloth  we  spread ; 
A  griun  of  rye  or  wheat 
Is  manchet,  which  we  eat ; 
Pearly  drops  of  dew  we  drink. 
In  acorn  cups,  filled  to  the  brmk. 

The  brains  of  nightingales, 
With  unctuous  fat  of  snails, 
Between  two  cockles  stewed, 
Is  meat  that's  easily  chewed; 
Tails  of  worms,  and  marrow  of  mi 
Do  make  a  dish  that 's  wondrous  o 

The  grasshopper,  gnat,  and  fljr. 
Serve  us  for  our  minstrelsy ; 
Grace  said,  we  dance  a  while, 
And  so  the  time  beguile ; 
And  if  the  moon  doth  hide  her  bei 
TVi^  ^o^-^QTi&.  U^jiits  us  home  to 


FAIRY   30NG 


5Si) 


On  tops  of  dewy  grass 
So  nimbly  do  we  pass, 
The  young  and  tender  stalk 
Ne^er  bends  when  we  do  walk ; 
Yet  in  the  morning  may  be  seen 
Where  we  the  night  before  have  been. 

AxoimiouTv. 
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We  dance  on  hills  above  the  wind, 
And  leave  our  footsteps  there  behind ; 
Which  shall  to  after  ages  last, 
When  all  our  dancing  days  are  past. 

Sometimes  we  dance  upon  the  shore, 
To  whistling  winds  and  seas  that  roar ; 
Then  we  make  the  wind  to  blow, 
And  set  the  seas  a-^anoing  too. 

The  thunder's  noise  is  our  delight, 
And  lightnings  make  us  day  by  night ; 
And  in  the  air  we  dance  on  high, 
To  the  loud  music  of  the  sky. 

About  the  moon  we  make  a  ring. 
And  falling  stars  we  wanton  fling. 
Like  squibs  and  rockets,  for  a  toy ; 
While  what  frights  others  is  our  joy. 

But  when  we  'd  hunt  away  our  cares. 
We  boldly  mount  the  galloping  spheres ; 
And,  riding  so  from  east  to  west. 
We  chase  each  nimble  zodiac  beast. 

Thus,  giddy  grown,  we  make  our  beds. 
With  thick,  black  clouds  to  rest  our  heads, 
And  flood  the  earth  with  our  dark  showers, 
That  did  but  sprinkle  these  our  bowers. 

Thus,  having  done  with  orbs  and  sky. 
Those  mighty  spaces  vast  and  high, 
Then  down  we  come  and  take  the  shapes, 
Sometimes  of  cats,  sometimes  of  apes. 

Kext,  turned  to  mites  in  cheese,  forsooth, 
We  get  into  some  hollow  tooth ; 
Wherein,  as  in  a  Christmas  hall, 
We  frisk  and  dance,  the  devii  and  all 


Then  we  change  our  wily  features 
Into  yet  far  smaller  creatures, 
And  dance  in  joints  of  gouty  toes, 
To  painful  tunes  of  groans  and  woes. 

AHoirxMoinL 
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OvEB  hill,  over  dale. 

Thorough  bush,  thorough  brier, 
Over  park,  over  pale. 

Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 
I  do  wander  every  where. 
Swifter  than  the  moon^s  sphere ; 
And  I  serve  the  fairy  queen. 
To  dew  her  orbs  upon  the  green ; 
The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be ; 
In  their  gold  coats  spots  you  see : 
These  be  rubies,  fairy  favors — 
In  those  freckles  live  their  savors. 
I  must  go  seek  some  dewdrops  here, 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 

8UAKE8PRAB& 
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Shed  no  tear !  oh  shed  no  tear  I 
The  flower  will  bloom  another  year. 
Weep  no  more !  oh  weep  no  more ! 
Young  buds  sleep  in  the  root's  white  c<>r*». 
Dry  your  eyes !  oh  dry  your  eyes ! 
For  I  was  taught  in  Paradise 
To  ease  my  breast  of  melodies — 

Shed  no  tear. 


Overhead  !  look  overhead  I 
'Mong  the  blossoms  white  and  red- 
Look  up,  look  up !     I  flutter  now 
On  this  fresh  pomegranate  bough. 
See  me  I  't  is  this  silvery  bill 
Ever  cures  the  good  man's  ill. 
Shed  no  tear  I    oh  shed  no  tear  I 
The  flower  will  bloom  another  year. 
Adieu,  adieu — ^I  fly — adieu  I 
I  vanish  in  the  heaven's  blue — 
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SONG  OF  FAIRJES. 

Wb  the  fairies,  blithe  and  antio, 
Of  dimensions  not  ^gantio, 
Though  the  moonshine  mostly  keep  oa, 
Oft  in  orchards  frisk  and  peep  ns. 

Stolen  sweets  are  always  sweeter ; 
Stolen  kisses  mnch  completer ; 
Stolen  looks  are  nice  in  chapels : 
Stolen,  stolen  be  your  apples. 

When  to  bed  the  world  are  bobbing, 

Then 's  the  time  for  orchard-robbing ; 

Yet  the  fruit  were  scarce  worth  peeling 

Were  it  not  for  stealing,  stealing. 

Thomab  Bajtdolps.    (Litin.) 
PnMuktIon  of  LnoH  Huirr. 


LA  BELLE  DAME  SANS  J/JEROl. 


A  BALLAD. 


Oh  what  can  ail  thee,knight-at-armsl 
Alone  and  palely  loitering  ? 

The  sedge  has  withered  from  the  lake, 
And  no  birds  sing. 


II. 


Oh  what  can  ail  thee,  kniglit-at-arms  I 
So  haggard  and  so  woe-begone  ? 

The  squirrel's  granary  is  full, 
And  the  harvest 's  done. 


in. 


I  see  a  lily  on  thy  brow, 

With  anguish  moist  and  fever  dew ; 
And  on  thy  cheeks  a  fading  rose 

Fast  withereth  too. 


IV. 


1  met  a  lady  in  the  mead — 
Foil  beautiful,  a  fairy's  child ; 

Eer  hair  was  long,  her  foot  was  ^ight, 
And  her  eyes  were  wild. 


V. 


I  made  a  garland  for  her  head, 
And  bracelets  too,  and  fragrant  im 

She  looked  at  me  as  she  did  love, 
And  made  sweet  moan. 


VI. 


I  set  her  on  my  pacing  steed. 
And  nothing  else  saw  all  day  long; 

For  sidelong  would  she  bend,  and  sidj 
A  fairy  song. 

vn. 

She  found  me  roots  of  relish  sweety 
And  honey  wild,  and  manna  dew ; 

And  sure  in  language  strange  she  sait 
"  I  love  thee  true." 

vra. 

She  took  me  to  her  elfin  grot, 
And  there  she  wept,  and  sighed  fal 

And  there  I  shut  her  wild,  wild  eye^ 
With  kisses  four. 


And  there  she  lulled  me  asleep ; 

And  there  I  dreamed — ^Ah !  woe  1 
The  latest  dream  I  ever  dreamed 

On  the  cold  hilVs  side. 


X. 


I  saw  pale  kings  and  princes  too^ 
Pale  warriors,  death-pale  were  th 

They  cried — "  La  belle  dame  sans  ' 
Hath  thee  in  thrall ! " 


XI. 


I  saw  their  starved  lips  in  the  gloai 
With  horrid  warning  gap^  wide 

And  I  awoke  and  found  me  here. 
On  the  cold  hiirs  side. 


XII. 


\ 


And  this  is  why  I  sojourn  here, 
Alone  and  palely  loitering, 

Though  the  sedge  is  withered  fn 
lake, 
And  no  birds  sing. 


KILMENY. 

Kilmenj  gaed  up  the  glen ; 
■soa  to  meet  Dnneira'a  men, 

toej  monk  of  the  isle  to  eee, 
eoj  was  pare  as  pure  could  be. 
Jy  to  hear  the  jorlin  sing, 
^he  cress-Sower  roond  the  Bpring — 
et  hjpp,  and  the  hind  berry, 
ant  that  bung  frac  the  hazel  tree ; 
enf  was  pnre  as  pure  codd  be. 
tnaj  her  miimy  look  o'er  the  wa'. 
;  maj  ahe  seek  i'  the  grecn-wood 

Uird  of  Duueira  bltune, 
,  long  greet  or  Eihueny  c( 


nanj  a  ilaj  had  come  and  fled, 
ef  grew  culm,  and  hope  was  dead, 
ss  for  KilmcDf 'a  soul  had  been  sung, 
3  bedes-maa  had  prayed,  and  tbe 
id-bell  rnng; 

in  a  gloomin,  when  all  was  still, 
<  fringe  was  red  on  the  wcsllin  hill. 


J,  their 


i'  Iho  w 


o'  the  cot  hung  over  the  jiluin — 
le  wee  cloud  in  the  world  its  lane 
ingle  lowed  wiih  an  tiry  leme, 
!  in  the    gloamin    Kilmeny  cam* 


ny,  Kilineny,  where  have  you  been? 

we  sought  both  holt  and  den — 

ly  ford,  and  green-wood  tree; 

re  halcsome  and  fair  to  sec. 

t  yon  that  jonp  o'  the  lily  shecnt 

y  snood  of  tJie  birk  sne  green ! 

a  roses,  tlie  furest  that  over  wof 

a? 

Kilmeny,  where  have  yoo  been  f " 

f  looked  op  with  a  lovely  grace. 


nilew 


n  Kain 


Bs  her  look,  and  as  slill  was  her  ce, 
llness  that  lay  on  tlio  emerant  Ics, 
st  that  sleeps  on  a  waveleas  een, 
:ny  had  been  she  knew  not  wlicre, 
leoy  bad  seen  what  she  conld  not 
Ian; 


KSY m 

Kihnenf  had  been  where  tbe  cock  nerer 

Where  the  rain  never  fell,  and  the  wbd  nevei 

blew; 
But  it  seemed  as  the  harp  of  ttie  sky  had 

rung, 
And  the  airs  of  heaven  played  round  he. 

tongne, 
When  she  spake  of  the  lovely  forms  she  bad 

And  a  land  where  sin  had  never  been — 
A  land  of  love,  and  a  land  of  light. 
Withonten  sun,  or  moon,  or  night; 
Where  the  river  swa'd  a  living  stream. 
And  tbe  light  a  pnre  celestial  beam : 
Tbe  land  of  vision  it  wonld  seem, 
A  still,  an  everlasting  dream. 

In  yon  green-wood  there  h  a  waik, 
And  in  tho:  waik  there  is  a  wene. 

And  in  that  wene  there  is  a  maike. 
That  neither  has  flesh,  blood,  nor  bone; 

And  down  in  yon  greon-wood  he  walks  hici 

In  that  green  wene,  Kilmeny  lay, 
Her  bosom  happed  wi'  tlio  lloweruta  gay; 
Bat  the  sir  was  soft,  and  the  Bikiioe  deep, 
And  bonny  Kilmeny  full  sound  asleep ; 
kend  nae  mur,  nor  opened  her  ee. 
Till  waked  by  the  hymns  of  a  fur  countrye. 

She  'wakened  on  a  couch  of  the  silk  sac 

All  striped  wi'  the  bars  of  the  rainbow's  rim ; 
And  lovely  beings  around  were  rife. 
Who  erst  had  travelled  mortal  life; 
And  aye  they  smiled,  and  'gan  to  ajieer; 
"  n'liat  spirit  has  bronglit  this  mortal  here  1 " 

"Lang  have  I  journeyed  the  world  wide," 
A  meek  and  reverend  fere  replied ; 
Baith  night  and  day  I  have  watched  tin' 

Eident  a  thousand  years  and  mnir. 
Yes,  I  have  watched  o'er  ilk  degree. 
Wherever  blooms  femenitye ; 
But  sinless  virgin,  free  of  stain. 
In  mind  and  body,  (and  I  nane. 
Kever,  since  ftie  \>anr\ae\.  rf  I'Oml, 
Fonnd  1  a  virpn  in  liftt  \(r«n». 
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Pill  late  this  bonny  maiden  I  saw, 
As  sputless  as  tiie  morning  snaw. 
Full  twenty  vears  she  has  lived  as  free 
As  the  spirits  that  sojonrn  in  this  countrye. 
I  have  brought  her  away  frae  the  snares  of 

men, 
Tliat  sin  rr  death  she  may  never  ken." 

They  clasped  her  waist  and  her  hands  sae  fnir ; 
Thev  kissed  her  cheek,  and  thev  kemcnl  her 

hair ; 
And  round  came  many  a  blooming  fere, 
Saying,  **  Bonny  Kilmcny,  ye're  welcome  here: 
"Women  are  freed  of  the  littand  scorn  ; 
Oh,  blest  be  the  day  Kilmeny  was  born  ! 
Now  shall  the  land  of  the  spirits  see, 
Now  shall  it  ken,  what  a  woman  may  be  I 
Many  a  lang  year  in  sorrow  and  pain. 
Many  a  lang  year  through  the  world  we  've 

gane, 
Commissioned  to  watch  fair  womankind, 
For  it 's  they  who  nurice  the  immortal  mind. 
"We  have  watclied  their  stejis  as  the  dawning 

shone. 
And  deep  in  the  green-wood  walks  alone ; 
By  lily  bower  and  silken  l>ed 
The  viewless  tears  have  o'er  them  shed ; 
Have  soothed  their  ardent  minds  to  sleep, 
Or  \(it\  the  couch  of  love  to  weep. 
We  have  seen!  wo  have  seen  I  but  the  time 

nmst  come, 
And  the  angels  will  weep  at  the  day  of  doom  I 

**  Oh,  woiiM  the  fairest  of  mortal  kind 
Aye  keep  the  holy  truths  in  mind. 
That  kindred  spirits  their  motions  see. 
Wlio  watch  their  ways  with  anxious  ee, 
And  grieve  for  the  guilt  of  humanitye  I 
Oh. sweet  to  heaven  the  maiden's  j)rayor, 
And  the  sigh  that  heaves  a  bosom  sae  fair  I 
Ami  dear  to  heaven  the  words  of  truth 
And  the  praiH*  of  virtue  frae  benuty's  mouth  I 
And  dear  to  the  viewless  forms  of  air, 
The  inind*^  tliat  kvthe  as  the  IxhIv  fair  I 

**0,  bnniiv  Kilnienv  I  free  frae  stain, 
l(  ever  you  >eek  the  world  again — 
That  world  of  sin,  of  sorrow  and  fear — 
Oil. tell  of  the  joys  that  are  waiting  here ; 
And  toll  of  the  signs  you  shall  shortly  see; 
Of  the  times  that  are  now,  and  the  times  that 
BhaU  he.*  — 


They  lifted  Kilmeny,  tliey  led  her  awaj, 
And  she  walked  in  the  liglit  of  a  SDnleas  dij 
The  sky  was  a  dome  of  crystal  bright. 
The  fountain  of  vision,  and  fountain  of  light 
The  emerald  fields  were  of  dazzling  glow. 
And  the  flowers  of  everlasting  blow. 
Then  deep  in  the  stream  her  body  they  kid, 
That  her  youth  and  beauty  never  might  £idi 
And  tliey  smiled  on  heaven,  when  they  w 

her  lie 
In  the  stream  of  life  that  wandered  by. 
And  she  heard  a  song — she  heard  it  sung, 
She  kend  not  where ;  bnt  sae  sweetly  it  nm 
It  fell  on  her  ear  like  a  dream  of  the  mom- 
^^  Oh  I  blest  bo  the  day  Kilmeny  w^as  bom ! 
Now  shall  the  land  of  the  spirits  sec, 
Now  shall  it  ken,  what  a  woman  may  be! 
The  sun  that  shines  on  the  world  sae  bright 
A  borrowed  gleid  frae  the  fountain  of  light; 
And  the  moon  that  sleeks  the  sky  sae  don, 
Like  a  gouden  bow,  or  a  beamless  sun — 
Shall  wear  away,  and  be  seen  nae  mair; 
And  the  angels  shall  miss  them,  travellir.! 

the  air. 
But  lang,  lang  after  baith  night  and  day, 
When  the  sun  and  the  world  have   djM 
away, 

I  When  the  sinner  has  gane  to  bis  waesoim 

\  doom, 

j  Kilmeny  shall  smile  in  eternal  bloom!** - 

I     They  l)ore  her  away,  she  wist  not  how, 

I  For  she  felt  not  arm  nor  rest  below ; 

i  But  so  swift  they  wained  her  througii  tk 

i  li^bt, 

!  T  was  like  the  motion  of  sound  or  siglit: 

;  They  seemed  to  split  the  gales  of  air. 

I  And  yet  nor  gale  nor  breeze  was  there. 

;  Unnumbered  groves  below  them  grew; 

,  They  came,  they  jiast,  and  backwanl  flew. 

i  Like  floods  of  blossoms  gliding  on. 
In  moment  seen,  in  moment  gone. 
Oh,  never  vales  to  mortal  view 
Aj)peared  like  those  o'er  which  they  flew 
That  land  to  human  spirits  given, 
The  lowermost  viUes  of  the  storied  heaven; 
From  whence  they  can  view  the  world  1*1^* 
And    heaven's    blue    gates    with    sapphire 
glow — 

X'i&cvp^  AoTi  i«X.>M«aftftt  tci  know. 


r  bore  her  far  to  a  mcrantun  green, 
what  murtol  never  hftd  seen; 
lej-  Mated  her  high  on  a  pnrplo  sward, 
ade  her  heed  what  ehe  saw  and  beard, 
ote  the  changes  the  spirits  wronght ; 
w  she  lived  in  the  land  of  thonght. — 
jked,  and  she  saw  nor  san  nor  skies, 
crystal  dome  of  a  tboasand  dies ; 
liked,  and  she  saw  nae  land  aright, 
I  endless  whiri  of  glory  and  light ; 
idiant  beings  went  and  came, 
rifter  than  wind,  or  the  linked  flame ; 
d  her  een  frae  the  dazzling  view ; 
>ked  agajn,  and  the  scene  was  new. 

saw  a  son  on  a  summer  sky, 
OQdd  of  amber  sailing  by ; 
ly  land  beneath  her  lay, 
lat  land  hod  glens  and  monntains  gray; 
lat  land  bad  valleys  and  boary  piles, 
larled  seas,  and  a  thousand  iales; 
ds  were  speckled,  its  forests  green, 
B  lakes  were  all  of  the  dazzling  sheen, 
lagio  miiTOra,  where  slnmbering  lay 
D  and  the  sky  and  the  cloudlet  gray, 

heaved   and   trembled,  and    gently 
Bwnng; 

\Ty  shore  they  seemed  to  be  Imng; 
ere  they  were  seen  on  their  downward 
plan 

isand  times  and  a  tJionsand  again  ; 
ding  lake  and  placid  firth— 
peaceful  heavens    in  the    bosom    of 

leuy  sighed  and  seemed  to  grieve, 

le  found  her  heart  to  that  land  did 

cleave ; 

w  the  com  wave  on  the  vale; 

n'  the  deer  run  down  the  dale; 

w  ibe  plaid  and  the  broad  claymore, 

he  brows  that  the  badge  of  freedom 

le  thought  she  bad  seen  the  land  bo- 


law  a  lady  lit  on  a  throne, 
irest  that  erei  the  son  shone  o: 
licked  her  hand  of  milk, 
18  heM  biia  ia  a  Jebb  ofsiik. 


And  a  leifu'  maiden  stood  at  her  knee, 
With  a  silver  wand  and  melUng  ee — 
Her  sovereign  shield,  till  love  stole  in, 
And  poisoned  oil  the  fonnt  within. 

Then  a  gmff,  untoward  bedes-man  cante, 
And  hundit  the  liou  on  his  dame ; 
And  the  gnanlion  maid  wi*  tbe  dauntless  ee, 
She  dropped  a  tear,  and  left  her  knee; 
And  she  saw  till  the  qneen  frae  the  lion  Sed, 
Till  the  bonniest  flower  of  the  world  lay 

A  coffin  was  set  on  a  distant  plain, 
And  she  saw  the  red  blood  fall  like  r^n. 
Then  bonny  KUmeoy's  heart  grew  sair, 
And  she  turned  away,  and  could  look  nae 


Then  the  gruff,  grim  carle  girn^d  amain. 
And  they  trampled  him  down — bnt  he  rooe 

And  he  halted  the  lion  to  deeds  of  weir, 
Till  be  lapped  the  blood  to  the  kingdom 

And,  weeiung  his  hcnd  was  danger-preef 
When  crowned  with  Hie  rose  and  clover  Icnf, 
lie  growled   at  the   carlo,   and  chased   liin; 

To  feed  wi'  tlio  deer  on  the  mountain  gray. 
lie  growled  at  the  carle,  and  he  gecked  at 

heaven ; 
But  his  mark  was  sot,  and  Lis  arles  given 
Eilmeny  a  while  lier  eon  withdrew; 
She  looked  again,  and  the  scene  was  new, 

She  saw  below  her,  fuir  unfurled. 
One  half  of  all  the  glowing  world, 
Where  oceans  rolled  and  rivers  ran, 
To  bound  the  aims  of  sinful  iiiau. 
She  saw  a  people  fierce  and  fell, 
Bnret  frae  their  bounds  like  fiends  of  hell; 
There  lilies  grew,  and  the  eagle  flew; 
And  slie  herkcd  on  her  ravening  crew, 
Till  the  cities  and  towers  were  wrapt  in  ti 

And  the  thunder  it  roared  o'er  the  lands  and 

the  seas. 
The  widows  they  wailed,  and  the  red  blood 

And  she  threaleiko&  ai\  *n4.  \jo  ft*  twi*  •a^ 
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She  never  lened,  nor  stood  in  awe. 
Till  caught  by  the  liuii^s  deadly  paw. 
Oh  I  then  the  eagle  swinked  fur  life. 
And  brainzelled  up  a  mortal  strife ; 
But  Hew  she  north,  or  flew  she  i^outh, 
She  met  wi'  the  growl  of  the  lion's  mouth. 

With  a  mooted  wing  and  waefu'  maen, 
The  eagle  sought  her  eiry  again ; 
But  lang  may  she  cower  in  her  bloody  nest, 
And  lang,  lang  sleek  her  wounded  breast, 
Before  she  sey  another  flight, 
To  play  wi'  the  norland  lion's  might. 

But  to  sing  the  sights  Eilmeny  saw, 
80  far  surpassing  nature's  law, 
The  singer's  voice  wad  sink  away. 
And  the  string  of  his  harp  wad  cease  to  play. 
But  she  saw  till  the  sorrows  of  man  were  by, 
And  all  was  love  and  harmony ; 
Till  the  stars  of  heaven  fell  calmly  away, 
Tike  the  flakes  of  snaw  on  a  winter's  day. 

Tlicn  Kilmeny  begged  again  to  see 
llie  friends  she  had  left  in  her  own  countrye, 
To  tell  of  the  place  where  she  had  been, 
And  the  glories  that  lay  in  the  land  unseen ; 
To  warn  the  living  maidens  fair, 
The  loved  of  heaven,  the  spirits'  care. 
That  all  whoso  minds  unmeled  remain 
Shall  bloom  in  beauty  when  time  is  gane. 

With  distant  nmsic,  soft  and  deep, 
Tl>ey  lulled  Kilmeny  sound  a:?lecp ; 
And  when  she  awakened,  she  lay  her  lane, 
All  happed  with  flowers  in  the  greon-wood 

wene. 
When  seven  long  years  had  come  and  fled ; 
When  grief  was  calm,  and  hope  was  dead ; 
When    scarce    was    remembered   Kilmeny's 

name. 
Late,  late  in  a  gloamin,  Kilmeny  came  hamel 
And  oh,  her  beauty  was  fair  to  see, 
But  still  and  steadfast  was  her  ee  I 
Such  beauty  bard  may  never  declare, 
For  there  was  no  pride  nor  passion  there ; 
And  the  soft  desire  of  maidens'  een, 
In  that  mild  face  could  never  bo  seen. 
Her  sey  mar  was  the  lily  flower, 
And  Jwr  cheek  the  raoss-roie  in  th«  rtiower  • 


And  her  voice  like  the  distant  mdodye 
That  floats  along  the  twilight  sea. 
But  she  loved  to  raike  the  lanely  gkn, 
And  keeped  afar  frae  the  haunts  of  men: 
Her  holy  hymns  unheard  to  sing, 
To  suck  the  flowers  and  drink  the  spriDg. 
But  wherever  her  peaceful  form  appetr»-. 
The  wild  beasts  of  the  hills  were  cheered; 
The  wolf  played  blythely  round  the  field, 
The  lordly  hyson  lowed  and  kneeled ; 
The  dun  deer  wooed  with  manner  bland, 
And  cowered  aneath  her  lily  hand. 
And  when  at  even  the  woodlands  rung, 
When  hymns  of  other  worlds  she  sung 
In  ecstasy  of  sweet  devotion. 
Oh,  then  the  glen  was  all  in  motion ! 
The  wild  beasts  of  the  forest  came. 
Broke  from  their  bughts  and  faulds  the  tiiW; 
And  goved  around,  charmed  and  amazed; 
Even  the  dull  cattle  crooned  and  gazed. 
And  murmured  and  looked  with  anxious  pifl. 
For  something  the  mystery  to  explain. 
The  buzzard  came  with  the  throstle-cod; 
The  corby  left  her  houf  in  the  rock ; 
The  black-bird  alang  wi'  the  eagle  flew; 
The  hind  came  tripping  o'er  the  dew ; 
The  wolf  and  the  kid  their  raike  began; 
And  the  tod,  and  the  lamb,  and  the  levert 

ran; 
The  hawk  and  the  hern  attour  them  hungi 
And  the  merl  and  tlic  mavis  forhooyed  tbci 

young ; 
And  all  in  a  peaceful  ring  were  hurled : 
It  was  like  an  eve  in  a  sinless  world  I 

When  a  month  and  day  had  come  tf 

gane, 
Kilmeny  sought  the  green-wood  wene ; 
There  laid  her  down  on  the  leaves  sae  greci 
And  Kilmeny  on  earth  was  never  mair  seen 
But  oh,  the  words  that  fell  from  her  month, 
Were  words  of  wonder,  and  words  of  truth' 
But  all  the  land  were  in  fear  and  dread, 
For  they  kend  na  whether  she  was  living  < 

dead. 
It  wasna  her  hame,  and   she    couldns  r 

main; 
She  left  this  world  of  sorrow  and  pain, 
And  returned  to  the  land  of  thought  agtin- 
\  laniHoM 
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HE  FAIRIES  OF  THE  CALDON  LOW. 


**  AsD  wbflre  have  yon  been,  my  Mury, 
And  wbera  liftve  you  boen  from  me  f  " 

"  I  've  b«eD  to  the  top  of  the  On)<lon  Low, 
The  iDidsnromer-iiight  to  see ! " 

"And  what  did  yon  see,  my  Uary, 

All  np  on  the  C&Idon  Low)" 
**I  uw  the  glad  Hnnahioe  come  down. 

And  I  saw  the  merry  winds  blow." 

"And  wbat  did  yon  bear,  my  Mary, 

All  np  on  the  Oaldon  hiltf" 
"  I  beard  the  drops  of  the  water  made, 

And  the  ears  of  the  green  corn  fill." 

"  Oh  I  tell  mo  all,  my  Mary— 

AT,  all  that  ever  yon  know ; 
For  yoQ  must  have  seen  the  faines, 

I^Ast  night  on  the  Caldon  Ixiw." 

"Tb«n  take  me  on  your  knee,  mother; 

And  listen,  motber  of  mine : 
A  hundred  fwries  danced  last  night. 

And  tbe  harpers  tbey  were  nine; 

"And  their  harp-strings  rung  so  merrily 
To  their  dancing  feet  bo  small ; 

Bntoh!  the  words  of  their  talking 
ffere  merrier  far  than  all." 

"And  what  were  the  words,  my  Mary, 
That  then  yon  heard  them  say  t " 

"111  tell  you  all,  my  mother ; 
But  let  me  have  my  way. 

"borne  of  them  played  with  the  water, 
And  rolled  it  down  the  hill; 
And  ihia,'  they  said,  'shall  e[)eedily  turn 
Tbe  poor  old  miller's  j)ill; 

"  'For  there  bas  been  no  water 

Ever  nnoe  tiie  first  of  Miy  ; 
And  &  buy  man  Till  the  miller  be 

At  dawnlEV  of  ebe  day. 


"'Obi  the  miller,  bow  be  will  laugb 
When  bo  sees  the  mill-dam  rise  1 

The  jolly  old  miller,  bow  he  will  laugb 
Till  the  tears  fill  both  his  eyes  1 ' 

"  And  some  tbey  seized  tbe  little  winds 

That  sounded  over  the  bill ; 
And  each  put  a  horn  unto  his  mouth, 

And  blew  both  loud  and  sbrill; 

"  '  And  there,'  tliey  smd,  '  the  merry  winds 

Away  from  every  Lorn ; 
And  tbey  shall  clear  the  mildew  danii 
From  tbe  blind,  old  widow's  com. 

"'OhI  tbe  poor,  blind  widow, 

Though  she  bas  been  blind  so  long, 
Sbo  11  be  blithe  enough  when  the  mildew 's 
gone. 

And  the  com  stands  tall  and  strong.' 

';And  some  they  brought  tbe  brown  lint- 

And  fiung  it  dowc  from  the  Low; 

'And  this,'  they  said,  'by  the  sunrise, 

la  the  weaver's  croft  shall  grow. 

"  '  Oh !  liie  poor,  lame  weaver. 

How  will  he  laugh  outright 
When  lie  sees  his  dwindling  flai-fif  Id 

AH  full  of  flowers  by  night ! ' 

"And  then  outsjioko  a  brownie, 
With  a  long  beard  on  his  chin  ; 

'I  have  spun  up  all  the  tow,'  s^d  be, 
'  And  I  want  some  more  to  spin. 

"  '  I  'vo  spun  a  piece  of  hempen  clotli, 

And  I  want  to  spin  another; 
A  liitle  sheet  for  Mary's  bed, 

And  an  apron  for  her  mother. 

"  With  that  I  could  not  help  bat  laugh. 

And  I  laughed  ont  load  and  free ; 
And  tlicn  on  the  top  of  the  Caldon  Low 

There  was  no  one  left  but  rae. 

"  And  all  on  the  top  of  tho  Caldon  Low 
Tbe  mists  were  cold  and^a,'^., 

And  nothing  1  saw  \)u.\,  fti«  mwaaii  ^Viwi!*  • 
Thai  round  aJjont  mo  \«3  ■ 
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"But^  comiog  (Iowa  from  the  hill-top, 

I  heard  afar  b«Iow, 
How  bnsy  Ilie  joUf  tniller  was, 

And  how  the  wheel  did  go. 

''  And  I  pcci)ed  into  the  widow's  field. 
And,  sure  enough,  were  seen 

The  yellow  care  of  the  mildewed  corn. 
All  ^tatiditig  atoat  and  green. 

"And  down  hy  the  weaver'a  cnift  I  stole, 
To  «.-e  if  the  flas  were  sprung; 

And  I  met  the  we;iver  ut  his  gate. 
With  the  good  news  on  his  tongue. 

''Now  this  is  all  I  heard,  mother, 

And  oil  that  I  did  see ; 
So,  pr'ythce,  make  my  bed,  mother, 

Foi'  I  'ni  lircd  as  I  can  he." 

Ui«T    nOTITT. 


Oh!  where  do  fairies  tude  their  heads, 
TChen  snow  lies  on  the  hills— 

Wliisi  frost  liat  spulli'il  their  raossy  heds, 

Ad<!  H?rystaUUed  their  rilU  ? 
BeLBttth  the  moon  they  cannot  trip 

In  cirrJea  o'er  tiie  plain ; 
And  di-aiighls  of  dew  diej  cannot  sip, 

Till  frrion  leaves  r.nne  flg»in. 

Perhaps,  iti  sinatl,  r>Ine  diving-bells, 

They  ]>lnnge  beneath  the  wavefi. 
Inhabiting  the  wreathed  sheila 

That  lie  in  coral  caves. 
Perhaps,  in  red  Vos^viu^s 

Carousals  tjiey  maintain ; 
And  L'heer  tlicir  little  spirits  thus. 

Till  green  leaves  eome  again. 

When  Ihey  return  there  will  Ik)  mirth. 

And  music  in  the  air. 
And  fairy  wiii^iipon  the  earth. 

And  imtichi^F every  where. 
Tie  mdds,  to  keep  the  elves  aloof. 

Will  bar  the  doors  ic  vain : 
Xo  liey.holo  will  be  fairy-proof, 

When  green  leaves  come  again. 


TIIE  CULPRIT  FAY. 

"Mt  Tl(ii*l«rbf  *ra  paiE*d  ftvalliii,aBd,hil 

IieeoldfWryliiiJ'tnilricriiloiuilioir 
UartroeaafliDstl  klwnHijrivatlttifiLai, 

HfT'Diiiihs  Ci»t  cloi.l:ed  In  luf-gDtd.aUTDllufrn' 
^1i  Wri»i  •wtnolnj - 


'T  te  the  middle  watch  of  b  summer's  uigbi- 
The  earth  is  dark,  bnt  the  heavens  are  br!i,:lii ; 
Naught  is  seen  in  the  vudt  on  high 
But  the  mooD,  and  the  stars,  and  the  tM 

less  sky. 
And  ilie  ilood  nhicb  rolls  its  milky  l.u& 
A  river  of  light  oo  the  welkin  blae. 
The  moon  looks  down  on  old  CroiieM  : 
She  mellows  the  shades  on  his  sho^y  brait 
And  seems  his  huge  gray  form  to  throw 
In  »  silver  cone  ^)n  the  wn.vo  hoU.m  ; 
Hi»  sides  are  liroLeD  by  epoU  of  shade, 
By  tho  walnut  bough  and  the  cedar  made, 
And  through  tli^r  clostering  branche*  AmA 
(.iliiiiiiiers  Mill  c]i>.s  the  fire-fly's  spark — 
Like  starry  twinkles  that  momently  break 
Through  the  rifts  of  the  gathering  teir[«il' 

rack. 

Tho  stars  are  on  the  moTing  atreom, 

And  fling,  as  its  ripples  gently  fluw, 
A  burnished  length  of  wavy  beam 

In  fiQ«d'like,  spiral  line  below; 
The  winds  are  whist,  and  the  owl  is  still; 

The  bat  in  the  shelvy  rock  is  hid ; 
And  nought  is  he.ird  on  the  lonely  hill 
lliit  tho  cricket's  chirp,  and  the  answer  shril 

Of  thegaoze-wingod  katy-did; 
And  the  plwnt  of  the 'wailing  whip-poot'Wil 

Who  moans  unseen,  and  ceaseless  sings. 
Ever  a  note  of  wail  and  woe. 

Till  morning  spread*  her  rosy  wings, 
And  earth  and  sky  in  her  glances  glow. 


'T  is  the  hour  of  fairy  ban  and  spell : 
The  wood-tick  has  kept  the  minntes  well ; 
I  He  has  counted  thorn  all  with  click  and  strut 
I  Deep  in  the  heart  of  tho  moDntain-oak, 
I  And  he  has  awakened  the  sentry  elv« 
\     'VWk  ft\«ft^  ^\tU  Mm  tn  the  h: 
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n  ring  the  hoar  of  twelve, 

ll  the  fajs  to  their  revelry ; 

aatl  Etrokes  on  hia  tinkling  betl — 

lade  of  the  white  snail's  pearl; 

.11-) 

t  eomea,  and  al!  is  well  1 

tli«r,  wing  yonr  way  I 

Awii  of  the)  fury-day." 


e  irom  beds  of  liciien  green, 

p  from  the  mnUen'a  velvet  screen ; 

a  the  haoka  of  beetles  fly 

silver  tops  of  moon-touched  tree^ 

they  swnng  in  their  cobweb  ham- 

cks  high, 

»d  about  in  the  evening  breeze ; 

■om  the  hnm-bird's  downy  nest — 

driven  bim  ont  by  elfin  power, 

illowed  on  plnmes  of  bis  runbow 

lOst, 

bered  there  till  the  charmed  honr; 

ad  lain  in  the  acoop  of  the  rook. 

ering  ising-stara  inlaid ; 

ne  had  opened  the  four-o'clock, 

within  its  purple  shade. 

w  they  throng  the  moonlight  glade, 

elow — on  every  side, 

ttle  minim  forma  arrayed 

•ksj  pomp  of  fairy  pride  I 


e  not  now  to  print  the  lea, 

nd  dance  around  the  true, 

mushroom  board  to  sup, 

I  the  dew  from  the  boltcroup ; — 

f  sorrow  waits  them  now, 

phe  has  broken  his  vestal  vow  ; 

t-ed  an  earthly  miud, 

or  her  his  woodland  shade ; 

n  upon  her  lip  of  dew, 

cd  hitn  in  her  eye  of  blue, 

ir  cbeek  with  hia  wing  of  air, 

the  ringlets  of  her  hair, 

ling  on  her  snowy  breast, 

e  lily-king's  behest. 

be  shadowy  tribes  of  air 

elfin  court  must  haste  away : — 

tliey  stand  eipectant  there, 

'  tha  ioma  of  the  culprit  Uj, 


The  throne  was  reared  upon  the  grass. 
Of  spicc-wood  and  of  sassafras; 
On  pillars  of  mottled  tortoise-shell 

HuDg  the  bnrniabed  canopy — 
And  o'er  it  gorgeous  curtains  fell 

Of  the  tnlip's  crimson  drapKsry. 
The  monarch  sat  on  his  Judgment-scat, 

On  hia  brow  the  crown  imperial  shone. 
The  prisoner  fay  was  at  his  feet, 

And  his  peers  were  ranged  around  tlie 
throne. 
lie  waved  his  sceptre  in  the  air, 

He  looked  aronnd  and  calmly  spoke ; 
Ills  brow  was  grave  and  his  eye  severe, 

But  bis  voice  in  a  softened  accent  broke  ■ 


"  Fairy  I    fairy !  list  and  mark : 
Thou  hast  broke  thine  elfin  chain; 

Thy    flame  -  wood    lamp    ia    quenched   and 
dark, 
And  thy  wings  ore  dyed  with   a  deadly 

Thon  boat  sullied  thine  elfin  purity 

In  the  glance  of  a  inortui  maiden's  eye; 
Tbou  host  scorned  our  dread  decree, 

And  thou  shouldst  pay  the  forfeit  high. 
But  well  I  know  her  sinless  mind 

Is  pure  OS  the  angel  forms  above, 
Gentle  and  meek,  and  chaste  and  kind. 

Such  as  a  spirit  well  might  love ; 
Fairy  I  hod  she  spot  or  taint, 
Bitter  had  been  thy  punishment: 
Tied  to  the  hornet's  sbardy  wings ; 
Tossed  on  the  pricks  of  nettles'  stings; 
Or  seven  long  ages  doomed  to  dwell 
With  the  lazy  worm  in  the  walnut-shell; 
Or  evury  night  to  writhe  and  bleed 
Beneath  the  tread  of  tlje  centipede ; 
Or  buund  in  a  cobweb  dungeon  dim, 
Your  jailer  a  spider,  huge  and  grim, 
Amid  the  carrion  bodies  to  lie 
Of  tlie  worm,  and  the  bng,  and  the  murdered 

These  it  had  been  your  lot  to  bear. 
Hod  a  stain  been  found  on  the  earthl;  Ws. 
Now  list,  and  marV:  out  t 
Fairy,  tbi*  yowr  doomiwiA^i*". 
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VIII. 

"  Thou  sLalt  seek  the  beach  of  sand 
Where  the  water  bounds  the  elfin  land ; 
Thou  shall  watch  the  oozy  brine 
Till  the  sturgeon  leaps  in  the  bright  moon- 
shine, 
Then  dart  the  glistening  arch  below, 
And  catch  a  drop  from  his  silver  bow. 
The  water-sprites  will  wield  their  arms 

And  dash  around,  with  roar  and  rave, 
And  vain  are  the  woodland  spirits'  charms; 

They  are  the  imps  that  rule  the  wave. 
Yet  trust  thee  in  thy  single  might : 
If  thy  heart  be  pure  and  thy  spirit  right, 
Thou  shall  win  the  warlock  fight. 

IX. 

"  If  the  spray -bead  gem  be  won, 
The  stain  of  thy  wing  is  wiishod  away; 

But  another  errand  must  bo  done 
Ere  thv  crime  be  lost  for  ave : 

Thy  fiamo-wood  lamp  is  quenched  and  dark. 

Thou  must  reillume  its  spark. 

Mount  thy  steed  and  spur  him  high 

To  the  heaven's  blue  canopy  ; 

xVnd  wlieii  thou  seest  a  shooting  star. 

Follow  it  la^t,  and  follow  it  far — 

The  last  faint  spark  of  its  burning  train 

Shall  light  the  elfin  lamp  again. 

Thou  hast  heard  our  sentence,  fay  ; 

Hence !  to  tlie  water-side,  away  I " 

X. 

The  goblin  marked  his  monarch  well ; 

He  spake  not,  but  he  bowed  him  low, 
Then  plucked  a  crimson  colen-bell, 

And  turned  him  round  in  act  to  go. 
The  way  is  long,  ho  cannot  fly. 

His  soiled  wing  has  lost  its  power. 
And  he  winds  adown  the  mountain  high. 

For  many  a  sore  and  weary  hour. 
Througli  dreary  beds  of  tangled  fern, 
Through  gn)ves  ol  nightshade  dark  and  dern, 
Over  the  grass  and  tlirough  the  brake. 
Where  toils  the  ant  and  sleeps  the  snako ; 

Now  o'er  tlie  violet's  azure  flush 
Ue  skips  along  in  lightsome  mood ; 

And  now  he  thrids  the  bramble-bush, 
Till  its  puhiis  are  dyed  in  fairy  blood. 


He  has  leaped  the  bog,  he  has  pierosd  tlw 

brier, 
He  has  swum  the  brook,  and  waded  the  ouzv 
Till  his  spirits  sank,  and  bis  limbs  grew  vetk 
And  the  red  waxed  fainter  in  his  cheek, 
lie  had  fallen  to  the  ground  ontright, 

For  rugged  and  dim  was  his  onward  trttft 
But  there  came  a  spotted  toad  in  sight, 

And  he  laughed  as  he  jumped  upon  be 
back; 
lie  bridled  her  mouth  with  a  silkweed  twiit, 

He  lashed  her  sides  with  an  osier  thong; 
And  now,  through  evening^s  dewy  mist, 

With  leap  and  spring  they  bound  along, 
Till  the  mountain's  magio  verge  is  past, 
And  the  beach  of  sand  is  reached  at  last 


XL 

Soft  and  pale  is  the  moony  beam. 
Moveless  still  the  glassy  stream ; 
The  wave  is  dear,  the  beach  is  bright 

With  snowy  shells  and  sparkling  stones: 
The  shore-surge  comes  in  ripples  light, 

In  murmurings  faint  and  distant  moasi: 
And  ever  afar  in  the  silence  deep 
Is  heard  the  splash  of  the  sturgeon's  letp, 
And  tlie  bend  of  his  graoefbl  bow  is  seen- 
A  glittering  arch  of  silver  sheen, 
spanning  the  wave  of  burnished  blue, 
And  dripping  with  gems  of  the  river-dew. 

ZII. 

The  elfin  cast  a  glance  around, 

As  ho  lighted  down  from  his  courser  toa 
Then  round  his  breast  his  wings  ho  wound 

And  close  to  the  river's  brink  he  strode: 
He  sprang  on  a  rock,  he  breathed  a  prayer 

Above  his  head  his  arms  he  threw, 
Then  tossed  a  tiny  curve  in  air. 

And  headlong  plunged  in  the  waters  blc 

ZIII. 

Up  sprung  the  spirits  of  the  waves. 
From  the  sea-silk  beds  in  their  coral  caved 
With  snail -plate  armor  snatched  in  haste. 
They  singed  their  way  through  the  liqi 

waste ; 
Some  are  rapidly  borne  along 
On  xVi«  moAIed  «hrimp  or  the  pricklj  prom 
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Che  blood-red  leeches  glide 

the  stony  star-fish  ride, 
the  back  of  the  Isnciag  squab, 
the  sideling  soldier-crab; 
>  on  the  Jellied  qnarl,  that  fiinga 
I  tlionsand  streomj  stings ; 
the  wave  with  the  living  oar, 
7  on  to  the  moonlight  shore, 
their.realms  and  chase  away 
teps  of  the  invading  fay. 


-  he  skims  along, 
is  high,  and  his  limits  are  strong; 
Is  his  arms  like  the  swallow's  wing, 
ws  his  feet  with  a  frog-like  fling; 
of  gold  on  the  waters  shine, 
breast  the  tiny  foam-bees  rise, 
gleams  bright  above  the  brine, 
e  wake-line  fuam  behind  him  lies. 
'Kter«prites  are  gathering  near 
;k  his  course  along  the  tide ; 
Tiers  oume  in  swift  career 
:m  Lim  round  on  everj  side ; 
igh  tlie  leech  bna  &ied  hia  hold, 
's  l»iig  anus  are  round  him  rolled, 
ly  prong  has  pierced  his  skin, 
Hjnab  baa  thrown  his  javelin; 
f  star  has  mbbed  him  raw, 
n^b  has  struck  with  his  ^ant  claw ; 
with  rage,  and  he  shrieks  with  pain; 
3  aronnd,  but  hia  blows  are  rain ; 
is  the  uneqnal  fight, 
lught  is  left  but  flight. 


1  him  round,  and  fled  amain 
ry  and  dash  to  the  beach  agwD ; 
d  over  from  side  to  side, 
his  cheek  to  the  cleaving  tide; 
es  of  bis  plunging  arrna  are  fleet, 

oil  bis  might  he  flings  his  feet, 
'ater-sprites  are  round  him  still, 
lia  path  and  work  him  ill. 
e  the  wave  before  bira  rise; 
g  the  sea-fire  in  bia  eyes; 

stmmed  his  ears  with  the  acoUap- 
-oke, 
porpoise  heave  and  the  drum-fish 


OhI  butaweor?  wight  was  he 

When  be  reached  the  foot  of  the  dogwood 

— Gashed  and  wounded,  and  stiff  and  sore. 
He  laid  him  down  on  the  sandy  shore ; 
He  blessed  the  force  of  the  charmed  line. 

And  be  banned  the  water-goblm's  spite. 
For  he  saw  around  in  the  sweet  moonshine 
Their  little  wee  faces  above  the  brine, 
Girling  and  tanghing  with  all  their  might 
At  the  piteona  hap  of  the  fairy  wight 

XVI. 

Soon  he  gathered  the  balsam  dew 

From  the  sorreMeaf  and  the  henbane  bad ; 
Over  each  woond  the  balm  he  drew. 

And  with  cobweb  lint  he  stanched  thf 

The  mild  west  wind  was  soft  and  low. 
It  cooled  the  heat  of  his  borning  brow; 

And  he  felt  new  life  in  his  sinews  aboot, 
As  be  drank  the  juice  of  the  calanms  root ; 
And  now  he  treads  the  fatal  shore. 
As  iVesh  and  vigorous  as  before. 


Wrapped  in  musing  stands  tlie  sprite : 
'T  is  the  middle  wane  of  night; 

His  task  is  hard,  his  waj  is  far, 
But  he  must  do  his  errand  right 

Ere  dawning  mounts  her  beamj  car. 
And  rolb  her  chariot  wheels  of  light ; 
And  vain  are  the  spells  of  fniry-land — 
He  must  work  with  a  hnman  hand. 


He  cast  a  saddened  look  around ; 

But  be  felt  now  joy  his  bosom  swell, 
When,  glittering  on  the  shadowed  gronnd. 

He  saw  a  purple  mnsele-ahell ; 
Thither  he  ran,  and  he  bent  him  low, 
He  heaved  at  the  stern  and  lie  heiived  at  thtf 

And  he  pushed  her  over  the  yielding  sand, 
Till  he  came  to  the  verge  of  the  hannted  land. 
She  was  as  lovely  a  pleasure-boat 

As  ever  fairy  had  paddled  in, 
For  she  glowed  w\t^  \)iH^\ft  ^awX  VvCcw^-X, 

And  shone  ivith  sW^arj  ^iw«\  ^"iSowi  -. 
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A  scullor^s  notch  in  the  stem  he  made, 
An  oar  he  shaped  of  the  bootlo  blade ; 
Then  sprung  to  his  seat  with  a  lightsome  leap, 
And  launched  afar  on  the  calm,  blue  deep. 

zix. 

Die  imps  of  the  river  yell  and  rave ; 
riiey  had  no  power  above  the  wave ; 
But  they  heaved  the  billow  before  the  prow. 

And  they  dashed  the  surge  against  her  side, 
And  they  struck  her  keel  with  jerk  and  blow, 

Till  the  gunwale  bent  to  the  rocking  tide. 
She  whimplcd  about  to  the  pale  moonbeam. 
Like  a  feather  that  floats  on  a  wind-tossed 

stream ; 
And  momently  athwart  her  track 
The  quarl  upreared  his  island  back. 
And  the  fluttering  scallop  behind  would  floaty 
And  patter  the  water  about  tlie  boat ; 
But  he  bailed  her  out  with  his  colen-bell. 

And  he   kept  her  trimmed  with  a  wary 
tread. 
While  on  every  side  like  lightning  fell 

The  heavy  strokes  of  his  bootle-blade. 

zx. 

Onward  still  he  held  his  way. 

Till  he  came  where  the  column  of  moonshine 

lay, 

And  saw  beneath  the  surface  dim 

The  brown-backed  sturgeon  slowly  swim  ; 

Around  him  were  tlie  goblin  train — 

But  he  sculled  with  all  his  might  and  main, 

And  followed  wherever  the  sturgeon  led, 

Till  he  saw  him  upward  point  his  head ; 

Then  he  dropped  his  paddle-blade, 

And  held  his  colen-goblot  up 

To  catch  the  drop  in  its  crimson  cup. 

XXI. 

With  sweeping  tail  and  quivering  fln 

Through  the  wave  the  sturgeon  flew. 
And,  like  the  heaven-shot  javelin. 

He  sprung?  above  the  waters  blue. 
Instant  as  the  star-fall  light, 

Ue  plunged  him  in  the  deep  again. 
But  he  left  an  arch  of  silver  bright, 

The  rainbow  of  the  moony  main. 
It  wiis  a  strange  and  lovely  sight 

To  see  the  puny  goblin  there ; 


He  seemed  an  angel  form  of  lig^t, 
With  azare  wing  and  snnny  hair, 
Throned  on  a  cloud  of  purple  fiur, 
Circled  with  blue  and  edged  with  wlutfc, 
And  sitting  at  the  fall  of  even 
Beneath  the  bow  of  sommer  heareo. 


A  moment,  and  its  lostre  fell ; 

Bnt  ere  it  met  the  billow  blue. 
He  cauglit  within  his  crimson  bell 

A  droplet  of  its  sparkling  dew — 
Joy  to  thee,  fay  I  tby  task  is  done. 
Thy  wings  are  pure,  for  the  gem  is  woc- 
Gheerly  ply  thy  dripping  oar, 
And  haste  away  to  the  elfin  shore. 


He  tarns,  and,  lo !  on  cither  sidQ 
The  ripples  on  his  path  divide ; 
And  the  track  o'er  which  his  boat  moit  | 
Is  smooth  as  a  sheet  of  i>olished  glass. 
Around,  their  limbs  the  sea-nymphs  hive, 

With  snowy  arms  half-swelling  oat, 
While  on  the  glossed  and  gleamy  wave 

Their  sea-green  ringlets  loosely  float; 
They  swim  around  with  smile  and  song: 

They  press  the  bark  with  pearly  hand, 
And  gently  urge  her  coarse  along, 

Toward  the  beach  of  speckled  sand ; 

And,  as  he  lightly  leaped  to  land. 
They  bade  adieu  with  nod  and  bow ; 

Then  gayly  kissed  each  little  hand, 
And  dropped  in  the  crystal  deep  below. 

XXIV. 

A  moment  stayed  the  fairy  there ; 
He  kissed  the  beach  and  breathed  a  praya 
Then  spread  his  wings  of  gilded  blue, 
And  on  to  the  elfin  court  he  flew ; 
As  ever  ye  saw  a  bubble  rise, 
And  shine  with  a  thonsand  changing  dyei 
Till,  lessening  far,  through  ether  driven, 
It  mingles  with  the  hues  of  heaven ; 
As,  at  the  glimpse  of  morning  pale, 
The  lance-fly  spreads  his  silken  sail, 
And  gleams  with  blendings  soft  and  brigh 
Till  lost  in  the  shades  of  fading  night: 
So  rose  from  earth  the  lovely  fey — 
So  vanished,  fiir  in  heaven  away ! 
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:  quit  thy  oliiok-weed  bower, 
et  has  called  the  second  boar ; 
lin,  Bud  the  lark  will  rise 
,e  streaMng  of  tlie  skies — 
charmed  armor  dou, 
eed  it  ere  the  night  he  gone. 

a  acorn  helmet  on ; 
med  of  the  silk  of  the  thistle-domi ; 
;t  plate  that  guarded  his  breast 
the  wild  bee's  golden  vest; 
,  of  a  thoasand  mingled  djee, 
ed  of  the  wings  of  butterflies ; 
:  was  the  shell  of  a  lady-bug  queen, 
;o]d  OD  a  ground  of  green ; 
[uiTering  hince  which  lie  brandished 
gbt, 

ting  of  a  wasp  he  had  slain  in  fight 
bestrode  his  fire'Sj  steed ; 
)d  bis  blade  of  the  bent-grass  blue ; 
his  spars  of  the  cockle-seed, 
'aj  like  a  glance  of  thought  he  flew, 
he  lieavena,  and  follow  far 
trail  of  the  rocket-star. 


-&j,  as  he  abot  in  air, 

ler  the  leaf,  and  hid  her  there; 

did  forgot  its  lay, 

ling  gnat  fled  fast  away, 

losquito  checked  his  drone 

d  his  wings  till  t)ie  fuy  was  gone, 

rily  beetle  dropi>ud  his  head, 

<n  the  ground  as  if  he  were  dead ; 

iched  them  close  in  the  darksame 

de, 

laked  all  o'er  with  awo  and  fear, 

bad  felt  the  blue-bent  blade, 

ithed  at  the  prick  of  the  elfin  bpeor; 

me,  on  a  summer's  night, 

t  sky  was  dear,  and  the  moon  was 

ght, 

I  been  roused  from  the    haunted 

Ip  and  bay  of  the  fairy  hound ; 
id  heard  tlie  tiny  bugle-horn, 
heard  the  twang  of  the  maize-silk 


the  rine-twig   bows  i 


i   tightl.v 


And    the    necdie-ehafli    through    aii  waa 

Feathered   with   down    of    the   hum-bird's 

wing. 
And  now  they  deemed  the  courier  oupbe, 
Some  hunter-sprite  of  the  elfin  ground ; 
And  they  watched  till  they  saw  Lim  mount 
tJit  roof 
That  canopies  the  world  around ; 
Then  glaii  they  left  their  covert  lair, 
And  freaked  about  in  the  midnight  th; 


Up  to  the  vaulted  firmament 

Ilia  patli  the  firo-fiy  courser  bent, 

And  at  every  gallop  on  the  wind, 

Tic  fiung  a  gtitteriiig  spark  behind; 

lie  flies  like  a  feather  in  the  blast 

Till  the  first  light  cloud  in  heaven  is  past. 

But  the  shapes  of  air  have  begun  their 
work, 
And  a  drizzly  mist  is  round  hira  cost ; 

lie  cannot  see  through  the  mantle  nmri: : 
lie  shivers  with  cold,  but  ho  urges  fast; 

Through   storm   and    darkness,   sleet   an^l 
shade, 
no  lashes  his  steed,  and  spurs  amain — 
For  shadowy  bauds  have  twitched  the  rein. 

And  fiame-shot  tongues  around  him  played. 
And  near  him  many  a  fiendish  eye 
Glared  with  a  fell  malignity, 
And  yells  of  rage,  and  shrieks  of  fear, 
Came  screaming  on  his  startled  ear. 


His  wings  are  wet  around  his  breast. 
The  [iliimo  hangs  dripjiing  from  his  crest, 
Ilis  eves   are   blurred   witli   the  lightningV. 

'elm, 

And  his  cars  are  stunned  with  the  thunder'it 

Bnt  ho  gave  a  shout,  and  his  blade  he  drey. 

Ue  thrust  before  and  he  struck  behind. 
Till  he  pierced  their  cloudy  bodies  Uirougli. 

And  gashed  their  shadowy  limbs  of  wind ; 
Howling  tho  misty  spectres  Hew, 

They  rend  the  air  with  frightful  erie«-. 
For  he  has  gained  lb«  wftVtm^iXvie, 

And  the  laud  of  c'loiiA*\ieii««s.^^^»™^**- 
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XXIX. 

dp  to  the  cope  careeriDg  swift, 

In  breathless  motion  fast, 
Fleet  as  the  swallow  cuts  the  drift, 

Or  the  sea-roc  rides  the  blast, 
riie  sapphire  sheet  of  eve  is  shot, 

The  sphered  moon  is  past, 
The  earth  but  seems  a  tinj  blot 

On  a  sheet  of  azure  C4ist. 
Oh!  it  was  sweet,  in  the  clear  moonlight, 

To  tread  the  starry  plain  of  even ! 
To  meet  the  thousand  eyes  of  night, 

And  feel  the  cooling  breath  of  heaven ! 
But  the  elfin  made  no  stop  or  stay 
Till  he  came  to  the  bank  of  the  milky-way ; 
Then  he  checked  his  courser's  foot, 
And  watched  for  the  glimpse  of  the  planet- 
shoot. 

XXX. 

Sudden  along  the  snowy  tide 

That  swelled  to  meet  their  footsteps'  fall. 
The  sylphs  of  heaven  were  seen  to  glide, 

Attired  in  sunset's  crimson  pall ; 
Around  the  fay  they  weave  the  dance, 

They  skip  before  him  on  the  plain, 
And  one  has  taken  his  wasp-sting  lance, 

And  one  upholds  his  bridle-rein ; 
With  warblings  wild  they  lead  him  on 

To  where,  through  clouds  of  amber  seen, 
Studded  with  stars,  resplendent  shone 

The  palace  of  the  sylphid  queen. 
Its  spiral  columns,  gleaming  briglit. 
Were  streamers  of  the  nortliern  light: 
Its  curtain's  liglit  and  lovely  flush 
Was  of  the  morning's  rosy  blush : 
And  the  ceiling  fair  that  rose  aboou, 
The  white  and  feathery  fleece  of  noon. 

XXXI. 

But,  oh  I  how  fair  the  shape  that  lay 

Beneath  a  rainbow  bending  bright : 
She  seemed  to  the  entranced  fay 

The  loveliest  of  the  forms  of  light ; 
Her  mantle  was  the  jmrple  rolled 

At  twilight  in  the  west  afar ; 
T  was  tied  with  threads  of  dawning  gold, 

And  buttoned  with  a  sparkling  star. 
Her  face  was  like  the  lilv  roon 

That  veils  the  vestal  planet^s  hue ; 
Fler  eyes,  two  beamlets  from  the  moon, 
Set  floatmg  in  the  welkin  blue. 


Her  hair  is  like  the  snimj  beam, 
And  the  diamond  gems  which  round  it  gle 
Are  the  pure  drops  of  dewy  even 
That  ne'er  have  left  their  native  heaven. 

xxxu. 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  the  wondering  sprit 

And  they  leaped  with  smiles;  for  wd 
ween 
Never  before  in  the  bowers  of  light 

Had  the  form  of  an  earthly  fay  been  se^ 
Long  she  looked  in  his  tiny  face ; 

Long  with  his  butterfly  cloak  she  playe 
She  smoothed  his  wings  of  azure  lace, 

And  handled  the  tassel  of  his  blade ; 
And  as  he  told,  in  accents  low, 
The  story  of  his  love  and  woe, 
She  felt  new  pains  in  her  bosom  rise. 
And  the  tear-drop  started  in  her  eyes. 
And  "  0,  sweet  spirit  of  earth,*'  she  cried, 

*'*'  Betnm  no  more  to  your  woodland  heif 
But  ever  here  with  me  abide 

In  the  land  of  everlasting  light  I 
Within  the  fleecy  drift  we  *I1  lie, 

We'll  hang  upon  the  rainbow^s  rim; 
And  all  the  jewels  of  the  sky 

Around  thy  brow  shall  brightly  beam! 
And  thou  shalt  bathe  thee  in  the  stream 

That  rolls  its  whitening  foam  aboon. 
And  ride  upon  the  lightning's  gleam. 

And  dance  upon  the  orbed  moon  I 
We  'II  sit  within  the  Pleiad  ring, 

We  '11  rest  on  Orion's  starry  Ixflt, 
And  I  will  bid  my  sylphs  to  sing 

The  song  that  makes  the  dew-mist  melt: 
Their  harps  are  of  the  umber  shade 

That  hides  the  blush  of  waking  day. 
And  every  gleamy  string  is  made 

Of  silvery  moonshine's  lengthened  rat; 
And  thou  shalt  pillow  on  my  breast. 

While  heavenly  breathings  float  arooti 
And,  with  the  sylphs  of  ether  blest, 

Forget  the  joys  of  fairy  ground." 

xxxm. 

She  was  lovely  and  fair  to  see 
And  the  elfin's  heart  beat  fltfiiUy ; 
But  lovelier  far,  and  still  more  fair, 
The  earthly  form  imprinted  there; 
Naught  he  saw  in  the  heavens  above 
^^  Violf  so  dear  as  his  mortal  love. 


THE    CCLPBIT   FAT. 


C4II 


bought  upon  her  lookg  so  meek, 
thoDgbt  of  the  light  flaeh  on  '. 

leek; 

^io  might  he  bask  and  lie 

sweet  cheelc  and  moonlight  ejo; 

ia  dreaas  her  fono  to  see, 
her  in  his  reverj, 

:  upon  his  virgia  bride, 

rcb  ail  heaven,  and  earth  beside. 


'  be  cried,  "  I  have  Hworn  to-night, 

JTord  of  a  fairj-knight, 

J  (enteDce-Cask  aright; 

ir  scarce  is  free  from  stain — 

>t  soil  ite  BDOwe  again ; 

le  weal,  betide  me  woe, 

late  moat  be  answered  now." 

im  heaved  with  many  a  sigh, 

was  in  her  drooping  eye ; 
led  him  to  the  pslace  gate, 
ailed  the  Bjlphs  who  hovered  thc-re, 
e  them  fly  and  brint;  him  straight, 
uds  condensed,  a  sable  oar. 
ami  und  spell  she  blessed  it  tliere, 

the  fiends  of  opper  air; 
md  him  cast  the  shadowy  shroud, 
I  his  steed  behind  the  cloud; 
»$ed  his  hand  as  she  bade  him  fly 
>e  verge  of  tlie  northern  skj, 
ta  wane  and  wavering  light 
as  a  star  would  fall  to-night. 


ar  on  the  wings  of  the  blast, 
ird  away,  he  speeds  him  faat, 
coarser  follows  tho  cloudy  wain 
hoof-dtrotea  fall  like  pattering  rai 
da  roll  backward  a.s  hu  flies, 
kerlog  Btar  behind  him  lies, 
'laa  reached  the  northern  jilain, 
bed  his  fire-fly  steed  again, 
>  follow  in  its  flight 
lining  of  the  rocket-light. 


is  yet  iQ  the  vanlt  of  heaven, 
rocks  in  Uie  sdmmer  gale ; 

r  *t  is  fltfot  and  uneyen, 

low  \  is  dead)/  ptlo ; 


And  now  'tis  wrapped  in  sulphur-smoke, 

And  quenched  is  its  rayless  beam; 
And  now  with  a  rattling  thimder-strcke 

It  bursts  in  flash  and  flame. 
As  swift  as  the  glance  of  the  arrowy  lance 

That  the  storm-spirit  flings  from  high, 
The  Btar-sbot  flew  o'er  the  welkin  blue, 

As  it  fell  from  the  sheeted  sky. 
As  swift  as  the  wind  in  its  train  behind 

The  elfln  gallops  along  : 
The  fiends  of  the  clouds  are  bellowing  loud. 

But  the  sylph  id  charm  is  strong  ; 
He  gallops  unhurt  in  the  shower  of  fire, 

While  the  clood-fiends  fly  from  the  blaze ; 
[e  watches  each  flake  till  its  sparks  expire. 

And  rides  in  the  light  of  its  rays. 
But  be  drove  his  steed  to  the  lightning'^ 

And  caught  a  glimmering  spark ; 
Tlien  wheeled  ar^nnd  to  the  fury  ground, 
And  sped  through  the  midnight  dark. 


Oupbe  and  goblin  I  im]>  and  sprite.' 

Elf  of  eve !  and  starry  fay  1 
'e  that  love  the  mDOn's  soft  light. 

Hither — hither  wend  your  way  ; 
Twine  yu  in  a  jocund  ring. 

Sing  and  trip  it  merrily. 
Hand  to  hand,  and  wing  to  wing. 

Round  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 


Hail  the  wanderer  again 

With  dance  and  song,  and  lute  and  lyre; 
Pore  his  wing  and  strong  his  chain. 

And  doubly  bright  his  fuirr  tire. 
Twine  ye  in  an  oiry  round, 

Brusli  the  dew  and  print  the  lea  ; 
Skip  and  gambol,  hop  and  bound, 

Round  the  wild  witoh-Iiazel  tri-e. 


The  beetle  guards  our  holy  ground. 

He  flicH  about  the  haunted  place, 
And  if  mortal  there  bo  found. 

He  hums  in  hin  ears  nnd  fln]i»>  his  face ; 
Tho  leaf-harp  sounds  our  ronnik-lay. 

The  owlet's  eyes  oor  lanterns  be ; 
Thus  we  sing,  va\  4uvce,  uv&.  \AK|i , 

Ronnd  the  wM  wiUitA^MA  tt««. 
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Pat,  hark  1  from  tower  on  tree-top  high. 

The  sentry-elf  his  oall  has  made ; 
A  streak  is  in  the  eastern  skj, 

Shapes  of  moonlight  I  flit  and  fade  I 
The  hill-tops  gleam  in  morning^s  spring, 
The  sky-lark  shakes  his  dappled  wing. 
The  day-glimpse  glimmers  on  the  lawn, 
I'he  cock  has  crowed,  and  the  fays  are  gone. 

JOSKPH     BODMAH    DbAKX. 


THE  FAIRIES. 

Up  the  airy  mountain, 

Down  the  rushy  glen. 
We  dare  n't  go  a  hunting 

For  fear  of  little  men ; 
Wee  folk,  good  folk. 

Trooping  all  together ; 
Green  jacket,  red  cap. 

And  white  owl's  feather ! 

Down  along  the  rocky  shore 

Some  make  their  home — 
They  live  on  crispy  pancakes 

Of  yellow  tide-foam ; 
Some  in  the  reeds 

Of  the  black  mountain-lake. 
With  frogs  for  their  watch-dogs, 

All  night  awake. 

High  on  the  hill-top 

The  old  king  sits ; 
He  is  now  so  old  and  gray 

He 's  nigh  lost  his  wits. 
With  a  bridge  of  white  mist 

Columbkill  he  crosses. 
On  his  stately  journeys 

From  Slieveleague  to  Rosses ; 
Or  going  up  with  music 

On  cold,  starry  nights, 
To  sup  with  the  queen 

Of  the  gay  Northern  Lights. 

They  stole  little  Bridget 

For  seven  years  long ; 
When  she  came  down  again 

Her  friends  were  all  gone. 


They  took  her  lightly  bad[, 

Between  the  night  and  moirov 
They  thought  that  she  was  fast  ai 

But  she  was  dead  with  sorrov 
They  have  kept  her  ever  since 

Deep  within  the  lakes. 
On  a  bed  of  flag  leaves, 

Watching  till  she  wakes. 

By  the  craggy  hill-side, 

Through  the  mosses  bare, 
They  have  planted  thom-treee 

For  pleasure  here  and  there 
Is  any  man  so  daring 

To  dig  one  up  in  spite, 
He  shall  find  the  thomies  set 

In  his  bed  at  night. 

Up  the  airy  mountain, 

Down  the  rushy  glen, 
We  dare  n^t  go  a  hunting 
For  fear  of  little  men ; 
Wee  folk,  good  folk, 

Trooping  all  together; 
^reen  jacket,  red  cap, 
And  white  owl's  feather! 

William  Aujsq 


\ 


THE  FAIRIES'  FAREWELL 

Farewell  rewards  and   fairies ! 

Good  housewives  now  may  say ; 
For  now  foule  sluts  in  dairies 

Doe  fare  as  well  as  they ; 
And  though  they  sweepe  their  he^' 
less 

Than  mayds  were  wont  to  doe. 
Yet  who  of  late  for  cleaneliness 

Finds  sixe-pence  in  her  shoe  ? 

Lament,  lament,  old  abbeys, 
The  fairies'  lost  command  I 

They  did  but  change  priests'  babies. 
But  some  have  changed  your  land 

And  all  your  children,  stoln  from  th< 
Are  now  growne  Poritanea, 

Who  live  as  changelings  ever  since, 


THE    GBBEK    OKOIIB. 


ling  and  ti  eveiung  both 
a6trj  were  »nd  glad ; 
care  of  alcope  and  aSoth 
prettie  ladies  had. 
am  came  home  from  labor, 
s9  to  milking  ruac, 
errilj  wcDt  their  tabonr, 
limUj  wenttboir  toea. 
,  those  rings  and  roandela^cs 
nrs,  which  yet  remuoe, 
oted  in  Qaeen  Marie's  dayea 
an  J  a  grass?  playne. 
:e  of  late  Elizabeth, 
ater  Jamee,  came  In 
ver  danoed  on  an7  faeath 
len  the  time  hath  bin. 
h  n-ee  note  the  fairies 
of  the  old  profeasioD ; 
Qgs  were  Are-Marim, 
dances  were  prooeaaion. 
V,  alaal  the?  all  are  dead, 
ne  be;oDd  the  aeaa, 
er  for  religion  Hed ; 
«  the;  tak«  their  eaae.      • 
le  tn  their  company 
never  coald  endnre ; 
ijso  kept  not  secretly 
mirth,  was  pnniahed  aore ; 
jnst  and  Cliristian  deed 
icb  such  blackc  and  blue: 
the  comroonwelth  doth  need 
astioesaayoat 
■J  have  left  omr  qaartcra, 
.stcr  they  have, 
I  preserve  their  charters — 
I  both  wise  anil  grave. 
Ireel  of  their  merry  pranks. 
e  that  I  could  name, 
;  in  store ;  con  twenty  llinnks 
lliam  for  the  aame. 
im  Chnme  of  Staffordshire 
aud  and  pruscs  dne, 
cry  meale,  con  mend  jour  cheare 
lelca  both  old  and  true ; 
im  all  give  audience, 
ray  yee  for  his  noddle ; 
le  fairies'  evidence 
lort  1/  it  were  addle. 

SumAMB  Oounr, 


THE  GREEN  GNOME. 

RixQ,  mng!  ring,ungl  pleasant  Sabbath  bella  I 
Chime,  rhjmel  chime,  rhymel  thorough  dales 

and  dells  I 
Rhyme,  ring  1  chime,  sing  I  pleasant  Sabbatl. 

bellsl 
Chime,  sing  I  rhyme,  lingl   over  flelda  and 

felbl 

And  I  galloped  and  I  galloped  on  my  palfrey 

white  OS  milk, 
My  robe  waa  of  tbe  sea-green  woof,  my  swk 

was  of  the  ulk ; 
My  hair  was  golden  yellow,  and  it  floated  to 

my  shoe, 
Mv  eyes  were  like  two  hareheUa  bathed  In 

little  drops  of  dew; 
My  palfVoy,  never  stopping,  made  a  mode 

sweetly  blent 
■With  tJie  leovee  of  autumn  dropping  all  around 

me  as  I  went; 
And  I  heard  the  bcUa,  grown  fainter,  far  be- 
hind me  peal  and  piny. 
Fainter,  fainter,  foinlor,  till  they  acemed  to 

die  away ; 
And  beside  a  silver  mnucl,  on  a  little  heap 

of  sand, 
I  saw  the  green  gnome  «tting,  with  hia  cheek 

upon  Ilia  hand. 
Then  he  started  np  to  aee  me,  and  he  ran  with 

cry  and  bound. 
And  drew  me  trora  my  palfrey  white  and  set 

me  on  the  ground. 
Oh  crimson,  irimson  were  his  locks,  his  fitce 

But  he  crieil,  ''  O  light-haire<l  laiisie,  yon  ore 

bonnd  to  marry  me !  " 
lie  clasped  mo  round  tlie  middle  small,  ho 

kissed  me  on  thu  check, 
lie  biased  me  once,  ho  kissed  me  twice — I 

could  not  stir  or  speak ; 
Ito  kisscil  mc  twice,  ho  kisseii  me  thrice — hut 

when  ho  kissed  again, 
I  called  aloud  npon  the  name  of  Ilim  who 

died  for  men. 

Sing,  nngt  ring,  ringi  pleasant  Sabb«.l\^\ria» 
Cliime,  rhymel  chime, r\i;pnft*  ftnstvi«^4A» 
Anddenal 
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Rhyme,  ring  I  chime,  sing!  pleasant  Sabbath 

bells  1 
Uhime,  sing!   rliTme,  ring  I   over  fields  and 

fells! 

Oh  faintly,  faintly,  faintly,  calling  men  and 

maids  to  pray, 
80  faintly,  faintly,  faintly  rang  the  bells  far 

away ; 
And  as  I  named  the  Blessed  Name,  as  in  oar 

need  we  can, 
The  ugly  green  green  gnome  became  a  tall 

and  comely  man : 
His  hands  were  white,  his  beard  was  gold,  his 

eyes  were  black  as  sloes, 
His  tnnio  was  of  scarlet  woo^  and  silken  were 

his  hose ; 
A  pensive  light  from  Fairyland  still  lingered 

on  his  cheek. 
His  voice  was  like  the  mnning  brook,  when 

he  began  to  speak : 
^^  Oh  yon  have  cast  away  the  oharm  my  step- 
dame  put  on  me, 
Seven  years  I  dwelt  in  FaSryland,  and  yon 

have  set  me  free. 
Oh  I  will  mount  thy  palfrey  white,  and  ride 

to  kirk  with  thee, 
And  by  those  little  dewy  eyes,  we  twain  will 

wedded  be ! " 

Back  we  galloped,  never  stopping,  he  before 

and  I  behind, 
And  the  autumn  leaves  were  dropping,  red 

and  yellow,  in  the  wind ; 
And  the  sun  was  shining  clearer,  and  my 

heart  was  high  and  proud, 
As  nearer,  nearer,  nearer,  rang  the  kirk  bells 

sweet  and  loud, 
And  we  saw  the  kirk  before  us,  as  we  trotted 

down  the  fells, 
And  nearer,  clearer,  o'er  us,  rang  the  welcome 

of  the  bells. 

Ring,  siug !  ring,  sing !  pleasant  Sabbath  bells  I 
Chime,  rhyme !  chime,  rhyme !  thorough  dales 

and  dolls! 
Rhyme,  ring!  chime,  sing!  pleasant  Sabbath 

bells ! 
Oliirne,  sing!   rhyme,  ring!   over  fields  and 

fells! 

SOBBBT  BUQBAXiLK. 


ARIEL'S  SONGS. 


OoME  unto  theae  yellow  sands, 

And  then  take  hands ; 
Gourt'sied  when  yon  have,  and  kiaeed. 

(The  wild  waves  whist !) 
Foot  it  featly  here  and  there; 
And,  sweet  sprites,  the  bnrdoQ  bear. 

Hark,  hark! 
Bowgh,  wmgh. 

The  watch-dogs  bark-^ 
Bawgh^  wctogk. 
Hark,  hark  I    I  hear 
The  stram  of  strutting  dumtideer 
Ory  Gock-a-doodle-doo. 

n. 

Full  fathoms  five  thy  father  lies ; 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made ; 
Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 
Nothing  of  him  doth  fade 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange. 
Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell : 

Ding-dong. 
Hark !  now  I  hear  them^^ng,  dong, 

m. 

Where  the  bee  sucks  there  suck  I ; 

In  a  cowslip's  bell  I  lie ; 

There  I  conch  when  owls  do  cry ; 

On  the  bat's  back  I  do  fly 

After  summer  merrily. 

Merrily,merrily,  shall  I  live  now, 

Under  the  blossom  that  hangs  on  the  b 

Bhakbspi 


SONG.       . 

IIeak,  sweet  spirit,  hear  the  spell, 
Lest  a  blacker  charm  compel ! 
So  shall  the  midnight  breezes  swel 
With  thy  deep,  long,  lingering  kne 

And  at  evening  evermore. 

In  a  chapel  on  the  shore, 

Shall  the  chaunter,  sad  and  suntly 

Yellow  tapers  burning  faintly. 

Doleful  masses  chaunt  for  thce> 

Miserere  Domine! 


THE    WATER    FAY. 
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nark !  the  cadence  dies  away 
On  the  quiet  moonlight  sea ; 

The  hoatmen  rest  their  oars  and  say, 
IfiaerereDominel 

Saxusl  Tatlob  Coxjexedos. 


THE  LORELEI. 

I  KNOW  not  what  it  presages, 
This  heart  with  sadness  fraught  : 

*Tis  a  tale  of  the  olden  ages, 
That  will  not  from  my  thought. 

The  air  grows  cool,  and  darkles  *, 
The  Rhine  flows  calmly  on ; 

The  mountain  summit  sparkles 
In  the  light  of  the  setting  sun. 

There  sits,  in  soft  reclining, 

A  maiden  wondrous  fair, 
With  golden  raiment  shining. 

And  combing  her  golden  hair.    . 

With  a  comb  of  gold  she  combs  it ; 

And  combing,  low  singeth  she-^ 
A  song  of  a  strange,  sweet  sadness, 

A  wonderful  melody. 

The  sailor  shudders,  as  o^er  him, 
The  strain  comes  floating  by ; 

He  sees  not  the  cliffs  before  him — 
He  only  looks  on  high. 

Ah  I  round  him  the  dark  waves,  flinging 
Their  arms  draw  him  slowly  down — 

And  this,  with  her  wild,  sweet  singing, 
The  Lorelei  has  done. 

HxKRT  Ueixk.    (GermaD.) 
Tiacslati<m  of  GiisiSTOPina  PxAstB  CsAivcn. 


m. 


THE  WATER  LADY. 


I. 


Ar^AB,  that  moon  should  ever  beam 
To  show  what  man  should  never  see  !■ 
I  saw  a  maiden  on  a  stream, 
And  fair  was  she ! 


u. 


1  staid  awhile,  to  see  her  throw 
Her  tresses  back,  that  all  beset 
The  fair  horizon  of  her  brow 
With  doods  of  jot. 


I  staid  a  little  while  to  view 
Her  cheek,  that  wore,  in  place  of  red. 
The  bloom  of  water — tender  blue, 
Daintily  spread. 


ly. 


I  staid  to  watch,  a  little  space, 
Her  parted  lips,  if  she  would  sing ; 
The  waters  closed  above  her  face 
With  many  a  ring. 


V. 


And  still  I  staid  a  little  more — 
Alas  I  she  never  comes  again  I 
I  throw  my  flowers  from  the  shoE^ 
And  watch  in  vain. 


VI. 

I  know  my  life  will  fade  away — 
I  know  that  I  must  vainly  pine ; 
For  I  am  made  of  mortal  clay. 
But  she 's  divine  I 

Thomas  HooDd  ^ 


THE  WATER  FAY. 

The  night  comes  stealing  o'er  me, 

And  clouds  are  on  the  sea; 
While  the  wavelets  rustle  before  me 

With  a  mystical  melody. 

A  water-maid  rose  singing 

Before  me,  fair  and  pale ; 
And  snow-white  breasts  were  springing, 

Like  fountains,  'neath  her  veil. 

She  kissed  me  and  she  pressed  me, 
Till  I  wished  her  arms  away : 

"  Why  hast  thou  so  caressed  me, 
Thou  lovely  water  fay?  " 

^^  Oh,  tlio*i  need'st  not  alarm  thee^ 

That  thus  thy  form  I  hold ; 
For  I  only  seek  to  warm  me^ 

And  the  m^l  \a  \Aw:^  «xA  w^^T 
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"  The  wind  to  the  waves  is  oalling, 
The  moonlight  is  fading  away ; 

And  tears  down  thy  cheek  are  falling, 
Thou  beautiftd  water  fay ! '' 

"  The  wind  to  the  waves  is  calling, 
And  the  moonlight  grows  dim  on  the 
rocks; 
But  no  tears  from  mine  eyes  are  falling, 
Tis  the  water  which  drips  from  my 
locks." 

"  The  ocean  is  heaving  and  sobbing, 
The  sea-mews  scream  in  the  spray ; 

And  thy  heart  is  wildly  throbbing, 
Thou  beautiful  water  fay ! " 

"  My  heart  is  wildly  swelling, 
And  it  beats  in  burning  truth  ; 

For  I  love  thee,  past  all  telling — 
Thou  beautiful  mortal  youth." 

HmT  Hxnrs.    (GermaiL) 
]\«nB]atloii  of  Ghabub  Q.  Lslakd. 


SONG. 


I. 


A  LAKE  and  a  fairy  boat, 

To  sail  in  tlie  moonlight  clear — 

And  merrily  we  would  float 

From  the  dragons  that  watch  us  here! 


II. 

Thy  gown  should  be  snow-white  silk ; 
And  strings  of  orient  pearls, 
Like  gossamers  dipped  in  milk, 
Should  twine  with  thy  raven  curls ! 

m. 

Red  rubies  should  deck  thy  hands, 
And  diamonds  should  be  tliy  dower — 
But  fairies  have  broke  their  wands, 
And  wishing  has  lost  its  power  I 

Tboaub  Hooik. 


THE  LADY  OF  SHALOn. 

PAST  ^ 

On  either  side  the  river  lie 
Long  fields  of  barley  and  of  rye, 
That  dothe  the  wold  and  meet  the  at 
And  through  the  field  the  road  nms  b 

To  many-towered  Camelot: 
And  up  and  down  the  people  go, 
Gazing  where  the  lilies  blow 
Round  an  island  there  below — 

The  island  of  Shalott 

Willows  whiten ;  aspens  quiver ; 
Little  breezes  dosk  and  shiver 
Through  the  wave  that  mns  for  eirer 
By  the  island  in  the  river, 

Flowing  down  to  Camelot 
Four  gray  walls,  and  four  gray  tower- 
Overlook  a  space  of  flowers; 
And  the  silent  isle  imbowers 

The  lady  of  Shalott 

By  the  margin,  willow-veiled, 
Slide  the  heavy  barges,  trailed 
By  slow  horses ;  and,  nnhailed, 
Tlie  shallop  fiitteth,  silken-sailed 

Skimming  down  to  Camelot 
But  who  hath  seen  her  wave  her  ban 
Or  at  the  casement  seen  her  stand  f 
Or  is  she  known  in  all  the  land — 

The  lady  of  Shalott? 

Only  reapers,  reaping  early 
In  among  the  bearded  barley, 
Hear  a  song  that  echoes  cheerly 
From  the  river,  winding  clearly 

Down  to  towered  Camelol ; 
And  by  the  moon  the  reaper  weary, 
Piling  sheaves  in  uplands  airy. 
Listening,  whispers,  "  'T  is  the  fairy 

Lady  of  Shalott." 

PABT  n. 

There  she  weaves  by  night  and  dav 
A  ma^o  web  with  colors  gay. 
She  has  heard  a  whisper  aaj 
A  curse  is  on  her  if  she  stay 

To  look  down  to  CameloU 


THE   LADT  OF  8HAL0TT. 


iDows  not  what  the  curse  maj  be ; 
ao  she  weaveth  steadily, 
little  other  care  hath  she — 
The  lady  o(  Shalott. 

moving  through  a  mirror  clear 
haags  before  her  all  the  year, 
owH  of  the  world  appear. 
i  she  seea  the  highway  near. 

Winding  down  to  Ciiraelut; 
i  the  river  eddy  whirls ; 
there  the  surly  village-ohnrls, 
the  red  cloaks  of  market-girls, 

Pass  onward  from  Shalott. 

times  a  troop  of  damsels  glad, 
bbot  on  an  ambling  pad — 

times  a  curly  shepherd-lad, 
ng-haired  page,  in  crimson  clad, 

Goes  by  to  towered  Camelot; 
sometimes  tlirongh  the  mirror  blue 
[nights  come  ridiDg,  two  and  two; 
lath  no  loyal  knight  and  true— 

The  lady  of  ShalotL 

n  her  web  she  Btill  delights 
eave  the  mirror's  magio  sights ; 
iftcn,  through  the  silent  nights, 
leral,  with  plames  end  lights 

And  mnsii^,  went  to  Camelot ; 
.■hen  the  moon  was  overhead, 
!  two  young  lovers  lately  wed  ; 
D  half-sick  of  HbodowB,"  said 

The  lady  of  Shalott. 


w-shot  from  her  bower-eaves 
•de  between  the  barley  sheaves ; 
nn  cnmo  dazzling  through  the  loaves, 
darned  upon  the  brazen  greaves 

Ofbold  Sir  Lancelot. 
l-cro!«.  knight  for  ever  kneeled 
lady  in  his  shield, 
sparkled  on  the  yellow  field, 

Beside  remote  Shalott. 

emmy  bridle  glittered  ftee, 
lo  aome  hnudh  ofstan  we  see 


Hang  in  the  golden  galaxy. 
The  bridle  b^  rang  merrily. 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot ; 
And,  from  bis  blazoned  baldric  slnng, 
A  mighty  silver  bugle  hung ; 
And  as  he  rode  his  armor  rang, 

Beside  remote  ShalotL 

All  to  the  blae  nndonded  weather 
Thick-jewelled  shone  the  saddle-leather ; 
The  helmet  and  the  helmet-feather 
Burned  like  one  burning  flame  together, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Cametot. 
As  often,  tltrongh  the  purple  night 
Below  the  atarry  clusters  bright, 
Some  bearded  met«or,  trailing  light, 

Moves  over  still  Shalott. 

Uis  broad  clear  brow  in  sonlight  glowed ; 
On  bumiBhed  hooves  his  war-horse  trode; 
From  underneath  his  helmet  flowed 
His  coal-black  curls  as  on  he  rode, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Cametot 
From  the  bank  and  from  the  river 
He  flashed  into  the  crystal  mirror : 
"  Tirra  lirra,"  by  the  river, 

Sang  Sir  Lancelot. 

She  left  the  web,  she  left  the  loom ; 
She  made  three  paces  througli  the  room ; 
She  saw  the  wuter-lily  bloom ; 
She  saw  the  helmet  and  the  plume ; 

She  looked  down  to  Camelot: 
Out  flew  the  web,  and  floated  wide; 
Tho  mirror  cracked  from  side  to  side ; 
"  The  curse  is  oome  upon  me,"  cried 

The  lady  of  Shalott. 


In  the  stormy  east-wind  straining. 
The  pale  yellow  woods  were  waning — 
The  hrond  stream  in  his  banks  complaininft 
Heavily  the  low  sky  raining 

Over  towered  Camelot ; 
Down  alie  came,  and  found  a  boat, 
Beneath  a  willow  kit  afloat ; 
And  roand  aboTkl  lAw  ^T<m  ifa«  'wAib 

The  lodu  <tf  ShoUtL 
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And  down  the  river's  dim  expanse — 
Like  some  bold  sedr  in  a  trance, 
Seeing  all  his  own  mischance — 
With  a  glassy  countenance 

Did  she  look  to  Cameiot. 
And  at  the  closing  of  the  daj 
She  loosed  the  chain,  and  down  she  lay ; 
The  broad  stream  bore  her  far  away — 

The  lady  of  Shalott. 

Lying  robed  in  snowy  white, 
That  loosely  flew  to  left  and  right — 
The  leaves  upon  her  falling  light — 
Through  the  noises  of  the  night 

She  floated  down  to  Cameiot ; 
And  as  the  boat-head  wound  along, 
The  willowy  hills  and  fields  among, 
They  heard  her  singing  her  last  song — 

The  lady  of  Shalott— 

Heard  a  carol,  mournful,  holy, 
Chanted  loudly,  chanted  lowly — 
Till  her  blood  was  frozen  slowly, 
And  her  eyes  were  darkened  wholly. 

Turned  to  towered  Cameiot ; 
For  ere  she  reached,  upon  the  tide. 
The  first  house  by  the  water-side, 
Singing,  in  her  song  she  died — 

The  lady  of  Shalott. 

Under  tower  and  balconv, 

By  garden-wall  and  gallery, 

A  gleaming  shape,  she  floated  by — 

A  corse  l>etween  the  houses  high — 

Silent,  into  Canielot. 
Out  upon  the  wharfs  they  came, 
Knight  and  burgher,  lord  and  dame  ; 
And  round  the  prow  they  read  her  name — 

The   lady  of  Shalott 

Who  is  this  ?  and  what  is  here  ? 
And  in  the  royal  palace  near 
Died  the  sound  of  royal  cheer ; 
And  they  crossed  themselves  for  fear — 

All  the  knights  at  Cameiot ; 
But  Lancelot  mused  a  little  space  : 
lie  said,  "  She  has  a  lovely  face ; 
God  in  his  mercy  lend  her  grace— 

The  lady  of  Shalott.** 


COMUS,  A  MASK. 

THE  PKB90N1S. 

The  attendant  Spibtt,  altorwvdft  Id  tkt  Mbi 

of  THTBaOb 

CoMUB,  with  his  enw. 
The  Ladt. 
First  Bbothxi. 
Second  Bbothbl 
Sabbixa,  the  Nymph. 

THE  FIBST  SCE^S  DISOOYKBS  ▲  WILD  mOOD. 

Ths  attendant  Spibit  deteendi  or  enten. 

Bbfobe  the  starry  threahold  of  Jove*s  ooort 
My  mansion  is,  where  those  immortal  sha|Ni 
Of  bright  aerial  spirits  live  insphered 
In  regions  mild  of  calm  and  serene  air, 
Above  the  smoke  and  stir  of  this  dim  spot, 
Which  men  call  earth,  and,  with  low-thon^ 

edcare 
Confined,  and  pestered  in  this  pinfold  here, 
Strive  to  keep  np  a  frail  and  feverish  beinj; 
Unmindfol  of  the  crown  that  virtne  givcs^ 
After  this  mortal  change,  to  her  true  tei 

▼ants, 
Amongst  the  enthroned  gods  on  sainted  seib 
Yet  some  there  be  that  by  dne  steps  aspire 
To  lay  their  jost  hands  on  that  golden  key 
That  opes  the  palace  of  eternity. 
To  such  my  errand  is ;  and,  bnt  for  sncfa, 
I  would  not  soil  these  pnre  ambrosial  weeds 
With  the  rank  vapors  of  this  sin-worn  monld 
But  to  my  task:    Neptnne,  besides  tb< 

sway 
Of  every  salt  flood,  and  each  ebbing  stretm. 
Took  in,  by  lot  ^twixt  high  and  nether  Jove. 
Imperial  rule  of  all  the  sea-girt  isles, 
That  like  to  rich  and  various  gems  inlay 
The  unadorned  bosom  of  the  deep ; 
Which  he,  to  grace  his  tributary  gods. 
By  course  commits  to  several  government, 
And  gives  them  leave  to  wear  their  sappbii 

crowns. 
And  wield  their  little  tridents.    But  this  iai 
The  greatest  and  the  best  of  all  the  main, 
He  quarters  to  his  blae-haired  deities; 
And  all  this  tract,  that  fk-onts  the  falling  ^^' 
A  noble  peer  of  mickle  trust  and  power 
Has  in  his  charge,  with  tempered  awe 

guide 
\  kcL  o\^  uiA\^«i\^Vs  ^Qaafitf»^^^ftwl\3DL  anna 


fjiir  offispring,  nursed  in  princely 

to  attend  tlieir  Mher's  state, 
troHted  sceptre ;  but  their  way 
1  the  perplexed  paths  of  this  drear 

;  horror  of  whose  sbsd;  ciro' 
forlorn  and  wandering  poasenger. 
leir  tender  age  might  suffer  peril, 
T  quick  command  from  sovereign 

tched  for  thdr  defence  and  goard ; 
why — for  I  will  tell  you  now 

yet  was  heard  in  tale  or  song, 
r  modem  bard,  in  hall  or  bower. 

that  first  from  out  the  pnrp]< 

)  sweet  poison  of  misused  wine, 

nscan  mariners  transformed, 

e  Tyrrhene  shore  as  the  winds 

1, 

sland  fell.     Who  knows  not  Circe, 

it  of  the  SUD,  whose  charmed  cup 

i^ted  lost  his  upright  shape, 

,-ard  fell  into  a  grovelling  swinci 

I,  that  gazed  upon  his  clustering 

■erries  wreathed,  »nd  his  blithe 

h 

,  ere  he  parted  thence,  a  son 

is  father,  but  his  mother  mot 

;fore  she  brought  up,  and  Comns 

id; 

nd  frolic  of  his  full  grown  age, 

Celtic  and  Iberian  fields, 

kes  him  to  this  ominona  wood, 

^k  shelter  of  black  shades  imbow 

luthcr  at  her  mighty  art, 

jvery  weary  traveller 

c[uor  in  a  crystal  glass, 

he  drouih  of  Pbicbus;   which  o 

o  taste  through  fond  intemp'rat 


orks,  their  human  ci 


\  retemblance    of  the   gods, 

ged 

nitish  form,  of  wol^  or  bear, 

-  tigw,  bog  or  bmrded  gtwt— 


All  other  parts  remaining  as  they  were; 
And  they,  so  perfect  is  their  misery, 
Not  once  perceive  tlieir  foul  disfigurement. 
But  boast  themselves  more  comely  than  be- 

And  all  their  friends  and  native  home  forget. 
To  roll  with  pleasure  in  a  sensual  sty. 
Therefore,  when  any  favored  of  high  Jove 
Chances  to    pass  through   this   adventurons 

glade, 
Swift  as  the  sparkle  of  a  glancing  star 
I  shoot  from  heav'n,  to  give  him  safe  con- 
As  now  I  do.    But  first  1  must  put  off 
These  my  sky  robes,  spun  out  of  Iris'  woo^ 
And  take  the  weeds  and  likeness  of  a  swud, 
That  to  the  service  of  this  hoose  belongs, 
Who  with  his  eoit  pipe,  and  smooth-dittied 

song, 
Welt  knows  to  still  the  wild  winds  when  they 

roar, 
And  hush  the  waving  woods;   nor  of  leee 

faith, 
And,  in  this  office  of  his  mountain  watch, 
Likeliest,  and  nearest  to  the  present  aid, 
Of  this  occasion.    But  I  hear  the  tread 
Of  hateAd  steps ;  1  mast  be  viewless  now. 

CosiUB  enters,  ailK  a  charming  rod  in  one 
hand,  hit  glau  in  th«  other ;  uilh  him  a 
rout  of  montUri,  headed  like  ttindry  torta 
qfvild  heatU—iut  otherait«  lih«  men  and 
wom£n,theiT  apparel  glittening  ;  theyeomi 
tn  mating  a  rioUfxit  and  unruly  noiie,  with 
torches  in  their  hande. 

CoxDs.  The  star  that  bids  the  shepherd  foLI 

Now  the  top  of  heaven  doth  hold ; 

And  the  gilded  car  of  dey 

Eis  glowing  asle  doth  allay 

In  the  steep  Atlantic  stream ; 

And  the  slope  sun  his  upward  beaR, 

ShooU  against  Iho  dusky  pole, 

Pacing  toward  the  other  goal 

Of  his  chamber  in  the  east. 

Meanwhile  welcome  Joy  and  Feast, 

Midnight  iiliout  anil  Bevelry, 

Tipsy  Dance  and  Jollity. 

Braid  your  locks  with  rosy  twitu- 

Dropping  odon,  &rop^ui%  *« \vv«, 

Bigor  now  ift  gone  toXiei, 
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And  Advice  with  scrupulous  head* 

Strict  Age,  and  sour  Severity, 

With  their  grave  saws  in  shimber  lie. 

We  that  are  of  purer  fire 

Imitate  the  starry  quire, 

Who  in  their  nightly  watcliful  spheres 

Lead  in  swift  round  the  months  and  years. 

The  sounds  and  seas,  with  all  their  finny 
drove, 

Now  to  the  moon  in  wavering  morrice  move ; 

And  on  the  tawny  sands  and  shelves 

Trip  the  pert  fairies  and  the  dapper  elves. 

By  dimpled  brook,  and  fountain  brim. 

The  wood-nymphs,  decked  with  daisies  trim, 

Their  merry  wakes  and  pastimes  keep ; 

Wliat  hath  night  to  do  with  sleep  ? 

Night  hath  better  sweets  to  j)rove ; 

Venus  now  wakes,  and  wakens  Love. 

Come!  let  us  our  rites  begin — 

T  is  only  daylight  that  makes  us  sin. 

Which  those  dun  shades  will  ne'er  report. 

Hail,  goddess  of  nocturnal  sport. 

Dark- veiled  Cutytto !  t'  whom  the  secret 
fiamc 

Of  midnight  torches  burns ;  mysterious  dame, 

That  ne'er  art  called  but  when  the  dragon 
womb 

Of  Stygian  darkness  spots  lier  thickest  gloom. 

And  makes  one  blot  of  all  the  air ; 

Stay  thy  cloudy  ebon  chair. 

Wherein  tliou  rides t  with  Hecate,  and  be- 
friend 

Us,  thy  vowed  priests,  till  utmost  end 

Of  all  thy  dues  be  done,  and  none  loft  out. 

Ere  the  babbling  eastern  scout. 

The  nice  morn,  on  the  Indian  steep 

From  her  cabined  looi)h(»le  i)eep, 

And  to  tiie  tell-tale  sun  descry 

Our  conreakd  solemnitv. 

Come,  knit  hands,  and  beat  the  ground 

In  li  light  fanta>tic  round! 

THE   MEAST'EE. 

Break  off,  break  otY!  I  feel  the  different  i>ace 
Of  some  chaste  footing  near  about  tiiis  ground. 
Run  to  your  shrouds,  within  those  brakes  and 

trees ; 
Dur  number  may  affright  some  virgin  sure, 
(For  so  I  can  distinguish  by  mme  art), 
y)eDighted  in    these  wooos.     Now  to    my 

clmrms, 


And  to  mj  wily  trains ;  I  shall  ere  long 
Be  well  stocked,  with  as  fair  a  herd  as  graxe 
About  my  mother  Circe.     Thas  I  hnrl 
My  dazzling  spells  into  the  spongy  air, 
Of  power  to  cheat  the  eye  with  blear  illosioi 
And  give  it  false  presentments;  lest  the  plac 
And  my  quaint  habits  breed  astonishment. 
And  pat  the  damsel  to  saspicioas  flight-^ 
Which  most  not  be,  for  that^s  against  n 

course. 
I,  nnder  fair  pretence  of  friendly  ends, 
And  well  placed  words  of  glozing  courtesy, 
Baited  with  reasons  not  onplaasible, 
Wmd  me  into  the  easy-hearted  man. 
And  hug  him  into  snares.    When  once  hi 

eye 
Uath  met  the  virtue  of  this  magic  dust. 
I  shall  appear  some  harmless  villager, 
Wliom  thrift  keeps  up,  about  his  country  gM 
But  hero  she  comes ;  I  fairly  step  aside, 
And  hearken,  if  I  may,  her  business  here 

THE   LADY  ENTERS. 

This  way  the  noise  was,  if  mine  ear  bo  tme- 
My  best  guide  now ;  methought  it  was  tb 

sound 
Of  riot  and  ill-managed  merriment^ 
Such  as  the  jocund  finte  or  gamesome  i>ipe 
Stirs  up  among  the  loose,  unlettered  hinds, 
When  for  their  teeming  flocks,  and  grange 

full. 
In  wanton  dance  they  praise  tlie  bounteooi 

Pan, 
And  thank  the  gods    amiss.     I  shoold  h 

loath 
To  meet  the  rudeness  and  swilled  insolence 
Of  such  late  wassailers ;  yet  oh !  where  else 
Shall  I  inform  my  unacquainted  feet 
In  the  blind  mazes  of  this  tangled  wood? 
My  brothers,  when  they  saw  me  wearied  W 
With  this  long  way,  resolving  here  to  lodge 
Under  the  spreading  favor  of  these  pine?, 
Stepped,  as  they  said,  to  the  next  thicket  «* 
To  bring  me  berries,  or  such  cooling  fruit 
As  the  kind  hospitable  woods  provide. 
They  left  me,  then,  when  the  gray-hoode< 

even, 
Like  a  sad  votarist  in  palmer's  weed, 
Kose  from  the  hindmost  wheels  yf  Phcsbw 
\  ^voL 


they  are,  and  whj  they  canif 

labor  of  Dijr  thooghts ;  'tis 

engaged  their  wandering  steps  too 

IS  darkness,  ere  they  could  retnm, 

Ihem  from  me.    Else,  O  thieTish 

It, 

ist  thon,  but  for  some  felonioi 

:  lantern  thus  cIom  ap  the  stars, 
I  hang  in  heaven,  and  filled  their 

isting  oil,  to  give  dne  light 
ed  and  lonely  traveller  t 
place,  aa  well  ae  I  may  guess, 
.'n  DOW  the  tumult  of  loud  mirth 
id  perfect  in  my  listening  car ; 
bot  single  dorkoess  do  I  fintt. 
t  this  be  ?    A  thousand  fantasies 
rong  into  my  memory, 
shapes,  and  beckoning  shndov! 

ngues,  tliat  nyllable  men's  nnnici 
id  sliorcs,  and  desert  wildernesses, 
fflits  may  startle  well,  but  not 

i 

s  mind,  that  ever  walks  attended 
■siding  champion,  conscience, 
pure-eyed    faith,  whitc-lmnded 

ngangel,  girt  witli  golden  wings — 

inlilemished  form  of  chastity  I 

blj,  aud  now  believe 

he    supreme    good,  t'  whom  all 

:sill 

davish  officers  of  vengeance, 

1  a  glistering  guardian,  if  need 

life  and  honor  UDaaaaiied. 
ved,  or  did  a  sable  cloud 
ler  silver  lining  on  tlie  night' 
r,  there  d<ieH  a  sable  cloud 
ler  silver  Imitig  on  tlie  niglit, 
gleam  over  this  lufted  grove, 
loo  to  ray  brothers;  but 
as  I  can  make,  to  bo  beard  far- 

,  for  my  new-e:.]ivened  «f>irits 
tad  tbejr perhaps  are  not  far  off. 


SwEst  Echo,  sweetest   nymph— that  live« 
anseen 
Within  thy  airy  shell, 
By  slow  Meander's  morgent  green. 
And  in  the  violot-emhroidered  vale 

Where  the  love-lorn  nightingale 
Nightly  to  thee  her  sud  song  mournetii  well — 
Canst  thon  not  tell  mo  of  a  gecitle  pair 
That  hkest  thy  Narci>sus  are  I 
Oh,  if  thou  hare 
Hid  them  in  some  flowery  cave, 
Tell  me  but  where, 
Sweet  qoeen  of  pari}-,   daughter  of  the 

So  mayst  Uiou  be  translated  to  tlie  skies, 
And  give   resounding  grace  to  all  he«Te&'3 
harmoaies. 

Eiitfr  Cojnis, 

CoK.    Can  any  mortal  mixture  of  ewth*i 

mould 
Breatlie  such  divine,  enchanting  ravishment? 
Sure  something  bnly  lodges  in  that  breast. 
And  with  these  raptures  moves  the  vocal  ait 
To  testify  liia  hidden  residence. 
How  sweetly  did  tliey  Hoat  upon  the  nings 
Of  silence,  through  the  empty-vaulted  night — 
At  every  fall  smoothing  the  raven  down 
Of  darkness  till  it  smiled  I  I  oft  have  heard 
My  mother  Circe  witli  the  nrens  throe. 
Amidst  the  flowery-kirtlcd  Naiades 
Culling  their  potent  herbs  and  lioleful  drugs, 
Who,  as  they  sung,  would  toko  the  prisoned 

■oul, 
And  lap  it  in  Elysium;  Scylla  wept, 
And  chid  her  barking  waves  into  attention. 
And  fell  Charybdis  murmured  soft  applauae 
Yet  they  in  pleasing  si  amber  lii.led  the  aente, 
And  in  sweet  madness  robbeil  it  of  itself. 
Bat  snch  a  sncred  and  homc-ffli  delight. 
Such  sober  certainty  of  waking  Wiss, 

rer  beard  till  now.    I  "1  s|>cak  to  her. 
And  sho  shall  he  ray  qucun.    Ilnil.  foreiori 

wonder! 
Whom,  ccrt^n,  these  rongh  shades  did  never 

breed. 

Unless  the  godde«s  tlint  In  mrel  itnvciA 
Dwellest  herewith  Vwi  ot  SiVimi,>*i >S«« 
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Forbidding  every  bleak  uukindly  fog 
To  touch  the  i>rosperous  growth  of  this  tall 
wood ! 
Lad.  Nay,  gciitlo  shepherd,  ill  is  lost  that 
praise 
That  is  addresse<l  to  unattending  ears ; 
Not  any  boast  of  skill,  but  extreme  shift 
How  to  regain  my  severed  company, 
Compelled  me  to  awake  the  courteous  Echo, 
To  give  mo  answer  from  her  mossy  couch. 
Com.   What  chance,  good  'ody,  hath  bereft 

you  thus? 
Lad.   Dim  darkness,  and  this  leafy  laby- 
rinth. 
Com.  Could  that  divide  vou  from  near  ush- 

ering  guides  ? 
Lad.  They  left  me  weary  on  a  grassy  turf. 
Com.  By  falsehood,  or  discourtesy  ?  or  why? 
Lad.  To  seek  i'  th'  valley  some  cool  friendly 

si)ring. 
Com.  And  left  your  fair  side  all  unguarded, 

lady? 
Lad.   They  were  but  twain,  and  purposed 

quick  return. 
Com.  Perhaps  forestalling  night  prevented 

them. 
Lad.  IIow  easy  my  misfortune  is  to  hit! 
Com.  Imports  their  loss,  beside  the  present 

need? 
Lad.  No  less  than  if  I  should  mv  brothers 

lose. 
Com.  AVere  they  of  manly  prime,  or  youth- 
ful bloom  ? 
Lad.  As  smooth  as  Hebe's  their  unrazored 

lips. 
Com.   Two  such  I  siiw,  what  time  the  la- 
bored ox 
In  his  loose  traces  from  the  furrow  came, 
And  the  swinked  hedger  at  his  supper  sat ; 
I  saw  them,  under  a  green  mantling  vine 
That  crawls  alonj:  the  side  of  yon  small  hill. 
Plucking  rij>e  clusters  from  the  tender  shoots. 
Their  port  was  more  than  human,  as  they 

stood ; 
I  took  it  for  a  fairy  vision 
Of  ^onie  gay  creatures  of  the  element, 
That  in  the  colors  of  the  rainbow  live, 
And  play  i'  th'  plighted  clouds.    I  was  awe- 
struck ; 
And  as  I  passed,  I  worshipped.    If  those  yon 
seek. 


It  were  a  journey  like  the  path  to  heaven 
To  help  yon  find  them. 
Lad.  Gentle  villager, 
What  readiest  way  would  bring  me  to  thi 

place? 
Cox.  Due  west  it  rises  frooi  this  shrabb; 

point 
Lad.  To  find  that  out,  good  shepherd, 

suppose. 
In  such  a  scant  allowance  of  star-light, 
Would  overtask  the  best  land-pilot^s  art, 
Without  the  sure  guess  of  well-practised  feel 
Com.  I  know  each  lane,  and  every  aUe 

green. 
Dingle  or  bushy  dell,  of  this  wild  wood, 
And  every  bosky  bonm  from  side  to  side^ 
My  daily  walks  and  andent  neighborhood; 
And  if  your  stray-attendants  be  yet  lodged. 
Or  shroud  within  these  limits,  I  shall  know 
Ere  morrow  wake,  or  the  low-roosted  lark 
From  her  thatched  pallat  ronse ;  ifothenri« 
I  can  conduct  you,  lady,  to  a  low 
But  loyal  cottage,  where  yon  may  be  safe 
Till  further  quest 

Lad.  Shepherd,  I  take  thy  word, 
And  tmst  thy  honest-offered  coortesy. 
Which  oft  is  sooner  found  in  lowly  sheds 
With  smoky  rafters,  than  in  tap*stry  halls 
And  courts  of  princes,  where  it  first  wa 

named, 
And  yet  is  most  pretended ;  in  a  place 
Less  warranted  than  this,  or  less  secure, 
I  cannot  be,  that  I  should  fear  to  change  it 
£yo  me,  blest  Providence,  and  square  m; 

trial 
To   my  proportioned  strength.      Shepherd 

lead  on  I 

Enter  The  Two  Bbotuebs. 

1  Bk.  Unmuffle,  ye  faint  stars!   aud  thoi 

fair  moon, 
That  wont^st  to  love  the  traveller's  benisoa 
Stoop  thy  ])ale  visage  tlirongh    an  amb< 

cloud. 
And  disinherit  Chaos,  that  reigns  here 
In  double  night  of  darkness  and  of  shades; 
Or  if  your  influence  be  quite  dammed  up 
With  black  usurping  mists,  some  gentle  tapt 
Though  a  rush  candle  from  the  wicker-hoU 
Ot  «o\xv^  c^Kif  \i»S:aU1vo!^  visit  us 


b  thy  loDg-levelted    rule    of  strosming 

light; 
1  thou  slialt  be  our  et&r  of  Arcady, 
Tjrian  c;nosDre. 
Bb.  OrifoureyeB 

barred  that  hoppineBS,  might  we  bat  hear 
^  folded  docks  punned  in  their  wattled 

sound  of  pasturnl  reed  uith  oaten  stops, 
whistle  from  the  lodge,  or  village  cock 
iQt  the   night  watches   to  his  fcatlier; 

dames, 
roold  be  some  solace  yet,  some  little  cheer- 

hia  cloee  dungeon  of  innnmeroos  boughs, 
.  oh  that  haple«  viigin,  our  lost  uster  1 
ere  ma;  she  wander  now,  whitfaer  betake 

her 
m  the  chill  dew,  among  rude  burs  and 

thistles  t 
hapa  some  cold  bank  is  her  bolster  now ; 
'gainst  the  rugged  bark  of  some  broad  elm 
JIB  her  unpillowed  head,  fraught  with  sad 

at  if  in  wild  amazement  and  affrigiit, 
while  we  speak,  within  the  direful  grasp 

lavage  hiiny;i;r,  or  of  savage  heatt 
Bb.  Peace,  brother  I   be  not  over-ezqul- 
sitc 

cast  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils; 
grant  they  be  so— while  they  rest  un- 

at  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grielj 

1  run  to  meet  what  ho  would  most  avoid! 

if  they  be  but  false  alarms  of  fear, 

iv  bitter  is  such  self-delusion.' 

)  not  think  my  sister  so  to  seek, 

to  onprinci|iIed  in  virtue's  book, 

1  ilie  swvct  pence  that  goodness  bosoms 

that  the  single  want  of  light  and  noise 
>t  being  in  danger,  as  I  trust  she  is  not) 
Ud  stir  the  consiaiit  mood  of  her  calm 

thooglitii, 
1  |int  them  into  misbecoming  plight. 
tae  coold  see  to  do  what  virtue  would 
tier  own  radiant  light,  though  sun  and 

ra  in  the  flat  aea  sank.    And  wisdom's  self 

Meka  to  iweet  retired  solitude, 

ere,  with  ber  bml  uurve,   contcmpbttioa, 


US.  EOl 

She  plnmcs  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  hei 

wings. 
That  in  the  vnrions  bustle  of  resoit 
Were  all-lo  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impoired. 
He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  breast 
May  sit  i'  th'  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day ; 
But  lie  that   hides  a    dark   soul,   and   foul 

thoughts. 
Benighted  walks  under  the  mid-day  sun; 
Himself  is  his  own  dungeoiL 

2  Itti.  T  is  most  true, 
That  mndng  meditation  most  affects 
The  pensive  secrecy  of  desert  cell, 
Farfrom  the  cheerful  bauiit  of  men  and  lierdt!) 
And  sits  as  safe  as  in  a  senate  house ; 
For  who  would  rub  a  hermit  of  bis  weeds, 
Ilis  few  books,  or  his  beads,  or  maple  dish. 
Or  do  his  gray  hairs  any  violence! 
Bat  beanty,  like  the  fuu:  Hesperian  tree 
LadeB  with  blooming  gold,  had  need  the 

Uf  dragon  watch  with  unenchanted  eye. 
To  save  her  blossoms,  and  defend  her  fruit 
yrom  the  rush  hand  of  bold  incontinence. 
You  may  as  well  spread  ont  the  unsunned 

Of  miser's  treasure  by  an  outlaw's  den, 
And  tell  tiic  it  is  safe,  as  bid  mo  hope 
Danger  will  wink  on  opportunity, 
And  let  a  single  helpless  mnidun  puss 
Uninjured  in  this  wild  surrounding  waste. 
Uf  night,  or  loneliness,  it  recks  mu  not ; 
I  fear  the  dread  events  that  dog  thcin  both. 
Lest  some  ill-greeting  touch  attempt  the  par 

Of  oar  unowned  sister, 

1  Bh.  I  do  not,  brotlicr. 

Infer  as  if  1  thought  my  sister's  state 
Secure  without  all  doubt,  or  ciiutroversy; 
Yet  where  od  ciiud  poise  of  ho|H)  and  fear 
Does  arbitrate  th'  event,  my  nature  is 
That  I  inrlinu  to  ho[>e,  rather  thiui  fear, 
And  gladly  buntMh  s<iuiiit  suspicion. 
My  sister  is  not  so  defenceless  lutt 
\»  you  imagine ;  slie  has  liidden  strength. 
Which  you  remember  nut, 

2  Itu.  What  bidden  stivngth, 

L'dIoss  the  strength  uf  heaven,  if  yon  mean 
that) 
1  Bb.  I  meaa  liiaX  \««,\)vA  •s*^  ^VaSfcwo. 
strength. 
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Which,  if  heaven  gave  it,  maj  he  termed  her 

own . 
T  is  chastity,  my  brotlier,  chastity : 
She  that  has  that  is  clad  in  complete  steel, 
And  like  a  quivered  nymph  with  arrows  keeo 
May  trace    huge    forests,    and    nnharbored 

heaths, 
Infamous  hills  and  sandy  perilous  wilds, 
Where,  through  the  sacred  rays  of  chastity, 
So  savage  tierce,  bandit,  or  mountaineer, 
Will  dare  to  soil  her  virgin  purity ; 
Yea  there,  where  very  desolation  dwells 
By  grots,  and  caverns  shagged  with  horrid 

shades, 
She  may  pass  on  with  unblenched  majesty, 
Be  it  not  done  in  })rlde,  or  in  presumption. 
Some  say  no  evil  thing  that  walks  by  night, 
In  fog,  or  fire,  by  lake,  or  moorish  fen. 
Blue,  meagre  hag,  or  stubborn,  unlaid  ghost, 
That  breaks  his  magic  chains  at  curfew  time, 
No  goblin,  or  swart  fairy  of  the  mine, 
Hath  hurtful  power  o'er  true  virginity. 
Do  ye  believe  me  yet,  or  shall  I  call 
Antiquity  from  the  old  schools  of  Greece 
To  testify  the  arms  of  Chastity  ? 
Hence  had  the  huntress  Dian  her  dread  bow. 
Fair  silver-shafted  queen,  forever  chaste, 
"Wherewith  she  tamed  tlie  brinded  lioness 
And  spotted  mountain  pard,  but  set  at  naught 
The  frivolous  bolt  of  Cupid ;  gods  and  men 
Feared  her  stcru  frown,  and  slie  was  queen  o' 

the  woods. 
What  was  that  snaky -headed  Gorgon  shield 
That  wise  Minerva  wore,  uncouquered  vir- 
gin, 
Wherewitli  she  freezod  her  foes  to  congealed 

stone. 
But  rigid  looks  of  chaste  austerity. 
And  noble  grace  that  dashed  brute  violence 
With  sudden  adoration,  and  blank  awe  ? 
3o  dear  to  heaven  is  saintly  chastity. 
That  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so 
A  thousand  liveried  angels  lackey  her. 
Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt. 
And  in  clear  dream,  and  solemn  vision, 
Tell  her  of  things  that  no  gross  ear  can  hear. 
Till  oft  converse  with  heavenly  habitants 
Begin  to  cast  a  beam  on  th'  outward  shape, 
The  unpolluted  temple  of  the  mind, 
And  turns  it  by  degrees  to  the  soul's  essence, 
fJJJ  all  be  mado  immortal ;  but  wheu  Wt, 


By  unchaste  looks,  loose  aestare^  ud  kn 

talk. 
But  moat  by  lewd  and  layish  act  of  flan, 
Lets  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parti, 
The  soul  grows  clotted  by  contagion, 
Imbodies  and  imbrates,  till  she  quite  lose 
The  divine  property  of  her  first  being. 
Such  are  those  thick  and  gloomy  shadom 

damp, 
Oft  seen  in  chamel  vaults,  and  sepolchres^ 
lingering,  and  sitting  by  a  new-made  graY% 
As  loath  to  leave  the  body  that  it  loved, 
And  linked  itself  by  carnal  sensoalitj 
To  a  degenerate  and  degraded  state. 

2  Bb.  How  charming  is  divine  philoeophj 
Not  harsh,  and  crabbed,  as  doll  fools  snppoM 
But  musical  as  is  Apollo's  late. 
And  a  perpetual  feast  of  nectared  sweets, 
Where  no  crude  surfeit  reigns. 

1  Br.  ListI  listl  I  hear 

Some  far  off  halloo  break  the  silent  air. 

2  Ba.  Methought  so,  too ;  what  should  i 

be? 

1  Bb.  For  certun 

Either  some  one  like  as,  night-foundered  hat 
Or  else  some  neighbor  wood-man;  or,  i 

worst, 
Some  roving  robber  calling  to  his  fellowei 

2  Bb.   Heaven    keep  my  sister.     A^!;aiE 

again,  and  near ; 
Best  draw,  and  stand  upon  our  gnard. 

1  Bb.  rU  halloo ; 

If  he  be  friendly,  he  comes  well ;  if  not. 
Defence  is  a  good  cause,  and  heaven  be  fo 
us. 

Tlie attendant  Spibit,  hahit^dlikea  Shepherd 

That  halloo  I  should  know,  what  are  yea 

speak; 
Come  not  too  near,  you  fall  on  iron  stake 

else. 
Spi.  W^hat  voice  is  that  ?  my  young  lord 

speak  again. 

2  Br.  0  brother,  't  is  my  father's  shepherd 

sure. 
1  Bb.  Thyrsis  ?  whose  artfal  strains  Lav 

oft  delayed 
The  huddling  brook  to  hear  his  madrigal. 
And  sweetened  every  mask-rose  of  the  dale 
How  cam'st  thoa  here,  good  swain  ff  hal 
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SUpfc  from  the  fold,  or  joung  kid  lost  his 

dam. 
Or  straggling  wether  the  pent  flock  forsook  ? 
Bow  coiild*8t  thou  find  this  dark  sequestered 
nook! 
Sfl  O  mj  loved  master's  heir,  and  his 
next  joy, 
I  came  not  here  on  such  a  trivial  toj 
As  a  strayed  ewe,  or  to  pursue  the  stealth 
Of  pilfering  wolf;  not  all  the  fleecy  wealth 
That  doth  enrich  these  downs  is  worth  a 

thought 
To  this  my  errand,  and  the  care  it  brought. 
But  oh,  my  virgin  lady,  where  is  she  ? 
How  chance  she  is  not  in  your  company  ? 
1  Br.  To  tell  thee  sadly,  shepherd,  without 
blame, 
Or  onr  ne^ect  we  lost  her  as  we  came. 
Bn.  Aye  me  unhappy  I  then  my  fears  are 

true. 
1  Br.  What  fears,  good  Thyrsis  ?    Prithee 

briefly  shew. 
Spi.  I  'U  tell  ye ;  'tis  not  vaiu  or  fabulous 
(Though  so  esteemed  by  shallow  ignorance) 
What  the  sage  poets,  taught  by  th'  heavenly 

muae. 
Storied  of  old  in  high  immortal  verse, 
Of  dire  chimeras  and  enchanted  isles, 
And  rifted  rocks  whose   entrance  leads  to 

heU; 
For  such  there  be,  but  unbelief  is  blind. 

Within  the  navel  of  this  hideous  wood, 
Immured  in  cypress  shades  a  sorcerer  dwells, 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Circe  born,  great  Com  us. 
Deep  skilled  in  all  his  mother's  witcheries; 
And  here  to  every  thirsty  wanderer 
By  sly  enticement  gives  his  baneful  cup, 
With  many  murmurs  mixed,  whose  pleasing 

poison 
The   visage   quite  transforms  of   him  that 

drinks, 
And  the  inglorious  likeness  of  a  beast 
JElzes  instead,  unmoulding  reason's  mintage 
Charactered  in  the  face ;  this  have  1  learnt 
Tending  my  flocks  hard  by  i'  th'  hilly  crofts, 
That  brow  this  bottom  glade,  whence  night 

by  night 
He  and  his  monstrous  rout  are  heard  to  howl 
Like  stabled  wolves,  or  tigers  at  their  prey, 
Doing  abhorred  rites  to  Hecate 
In  their  obscured  hannt<?  of  inmost  buwera. 


Yet  have  they  many  baits,  and  guileful  spells, 
To  inveigle  and  invite  th'  unwary  sense 
Of  them  that  pass  unweeting  by  the  way. 
This  evening  late,  by  then  the  chewing  flockh 
Had  ta'en  their  supper  on  the  savory  herb 
Of  knot-grass  dew-besprint,  and  were  in  fold 
I  sat  me  down  to  watch  upon  a  bank 
With  ivy  canopied,  and  interwove 
With  flaunting  honey-suckle,  and  began. 
Wrapt  in  a  pleasing  flt  of  melancholy, 
To  meditate  my  rural  minstrelsy, 
Till  fancy  had  her  fill ;  but  ere  a  close, 
The  wonted  roar  was  up  amidst  the  woods, 
And  filled  the  air  with  barbarous  dissonance ; 
At  which  I  ceased,  and  listened  ttem  awhile, 
Till  an  unusual  stop  of  sudden  silence 
Gave  respite  to  the  drowsy  flighted  steeds 
That  draw  the  litter  of  close-curtained  sleei) : 
At  last  a  soft  and  solemn  breathing  sound 
Rose  like  a  steam  of  rich  distilled  perfumes, 
And  stole  upon  the  air^  that  even  silence 
Was  took  ere  she  was  ware,  and  wished  she 

might 
Deny  her  nature,  and  be  never  more, 
Still  to  be  so  displaced.    I  was  all  ear, 
And  took  in  strains  that  might  create  a  soul 
Under  the  ribs  of  death ;  but  oh,  ere  long, 
Too  well  I  did  perceive  it  was  the  voice 
Of  my  most  honored  lady,  your  dear  sister. 
Amazed  I  stood,  harrowed  with  grief  and 

fear; 
And  0  poor  hapless  nightingale,  thought  1, 
How  sweet  thou  sing'st,  how  near  the  dead!)' 

snare ! 
Then  down  the  lawns  I  ran  with  headlong 

haste, 
Through  j)aths  and  turnings  often  trod  by 

day. 
Till  guided  by  mine  ear  I  found  the  place, 
Where  that  damned  wizard,  hid  in  sly  dis- 
guise, 
(For  so  by  certain  signs  I  knew)  had  met 
Already,  ere  my  best  speed  could  prevent, 
The  aidless  innocent  lady,  his  wished  prey. 
Who  gently  asked  if  he  had  seen  such  two, 
Supposing  him  some  neighbor  villager. 
Longer  I  durst  not  stay,  but  soon  I  guessed 
Ye  were  the  two  she  meant;   with  that  I 

sprung 
Into  swift  flight,  till  I  had  fowxviV  ^^w\Nfe\<i 
But  further  knoNT  1  not. 
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2  Bb.  0  Dight  and  shades, 
How  are  ye  joiued  with  Iiell  in  triple  knot, 
Against  the  unarmed  weakness  of  one  virgin, 
Alone  and  help}e^^sI     Is  this  tlic  confdence 
You  gave  me,  brother? 

1  Bk.  Yes,  and  keep  it  still, 
Lean  on  it  safely ;  not  a  period 
Shall  be  unsaid  for  me ;  against  the  threats 
Of  malice  or  of  sorcery,  or  that  power 
Which  erring  men  call    chance,  this  I  hold 

firm. 
Virtue  may  be  assailed,  but  never  hurt, 
Surprised  by  unjust  force,  but  not  enthralled; 
Yea,  even  that  which  mischief  meant  most 

harm, 
Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  most  glory; 
But  evil  on  itself  shall  back  recoil, 
And  mix  no  more  with  goodness,  when  at 

last, 
Gathered  like  scum,  and  settled  to  itself, 
[t  shall  be  in  eternal,  restless  change 
Self-fed,  and  self-consumed ;  if  this  fail. 
The  pillared  firmament  is  rottenness, 
And  earth's  base  built  on  stubble.     But  come, 

let 's  on. 
Against  tli'  opposing  will  and  arm  of  heaven 
May  never  this  just  sword  be  lifted  up ; 
But  fur  that  damned  magician,  let  him  be 

girt 
With  all  the  grisly  legions  that  troop 
Under  the  sootv  flas:  of  Acheron, 
Harpies  and  hydras,  or    all  the    monstrous 

forms 
'Twixt  Africa  and  Ind,  I  '11  find  him  out, 
And  force  him  to  restore  his  purchase  back, 
Or  drag  him  by  the  curls  to  a  f«)ul  death. 
Cursed  as  his  life. 

•    Sri.  Alas  I  good  venturous  youth, 
I  love  thy  courage  yet,  and  bold  emprise ; 
But  here  thv  sword  can  do  thee  little  stead. 
Far  other  arms  and  other  wea])ons  must 
Be  those  that  quell  the  might  of   hellish 

channs ; 
lie  with  his  bare  wand  can   unthread  thy 

joints, 
And  crumble  all  thy  sinews. 

1  Bk.  Why,  prithee,  shepherd, 
How  durst  thou    tlien  thyself  approach  so 

near 
As  to  make  this  relation  ? 
Si^i   Care.aod  utmost  ehifts 


How  to  secnre  the  lady  from  smpriBi], 
Brought  to  my  mind  a  certain  ahepberd  lad, 
Of  small  regard  to  see  to,  yet  well  skilled 
In  every  virtuons  plant  and  healing  herb 
That  spreads  her  verdant  leaf  to  th'  momibg 

ray: 
He  loved  me  well,  and  oft  would  beg  cu: 

sing, 
Which  when  I  did,  he  on  the  tender  gn» 
Would  sit,  and  hearken  even  to  ecstasy, 
And  in  requital  ope  his  leathern  scrip, 
And  shew  me  simples  of  a  thousand  names, 
Telling  their  strange  and  vigorous  faculties. 
Among  the  rest  a  small  unsightly  root, 
But  of  divine  effect,  he  culled  me  out; 
The  leaf  was  darkish,  and  had  prickles  on  it, 
But  in  another  country,  as  he  said, 
Bore  a  bright  golden  flower,  but  not  in  tbi 

soil — 
Unknown,  and  like  esteemed,  and  the  du' 

swain 
Treads  on  it  daily  with  his  clouted  shoon; 
And  yet  more  medicinal  is  it  than  that  molT 
That  nermes  once  to  wise  Ulysses  gave; 
He  called  it  hnmony,  and  gave  it  me, 
And  bade  me  keep  it  as  of  sovereign  use 
'Gainst  all  enchantments,  mildew,  blast,  c 

damp. 
Or  ghastly  furies'  apparition. 
I  pursed  it  up;  but  little  reckoning  made. 
Till  now  that  this  extremity  compelled ; 
But  now  1  find  it  true ;  for  by  this  meaub 
I  knew  the  foul  enchanter,  though  disgnisec 
Entered  the  very  lime-twigs  of  his  spells. 
And  yet  came  off;  if  you  have  this  aboc 

vou 
(As  I  will  give  you  when  we  go),  you  may 
Boldly  assault  the  necromancer's  hall ; 
Where  if  he  be,  with  dauntless  hardihood 
And  brandished  blade,  rush  on  him.  breai 

his  glass. 
And  shed  the  luscious  liquor  on  the  ground, 
But  seize  his  wand ;  though  be  and  bib  curse 

crew- 
Fierce  sign  of  battle  make,  and  menace  big) 
Or,  like  the  sons  of  Vulcan,  vomit  smoke. 
Yet  will  they  soon  retire  if  he  but  shrink. 
1  Bb.  Thyrsis,  lead  on  apace,  I'll  follo^ 

thee, 
And  some  good  angel  bear  a  fthield  befoi 
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Com.   Xay,  lady,  sit  I   if  I  but  wave  this 

wand, 
four  nerves  are  all  chained  up  in  alabaster. 
And  you  a  statue,  or  as  Daphne  was 
Root-buund,  that  tied  Apollo. 

Lad.  Fool,  do  not  boast  I 
Thou  canst  not  touch  the  freedom  of  mv  mind 
With  all  thy  charms,  although  this  corporal 

rind 
Hiou  hast  inimanacled,  while    heavun  sees 

good. 
Com.  Why  are  you  vexed,  lady?   why  do 

you  frown? 
Here  dwell  do  frowns,  nor  anger;  from  these 

gates 
Borrow  flics  far;  see,  here  be  all  the  pleasures 
That  fancy  can  beget  on  youthful  thoughts. 
When  the  fresh  blood  grows  lively,  and  returns 
Bri;?k  as  the  April  buds  in  prim  rose -seas<m. 
And  first  behold  this  cordial  julep  here. 
That  t!araes  and  dances  in  his  crystal  bounds, 
With   spirits  of  balm   and   fragrant  syrups 

mixed ; 
N<»t  that  Xc])enthes,  which  the  wife  of  Thone 
In  Egypt  g:ive  to  Jove-bom  Helena, 
Is  of  such  power  to  stir  up  joy  a^  this, 
To  life  so  friendly,  or  so  ctHil  to  thirst. 
Whv  should  you  bo  so  cruel  to  yourself. 
And  to  those  dainty  limbs  which  nature  lent 
For  gentle  o&age,  and  soft  <lelicacy  ? 
Bnt  you  invert  the  covenants  of  her  tru<t^ 
And  harshly  deal,  like  an  ill  borrower, 
With  that  which  you  received  on  other  terms, 
bcoming  the  unexempt  condition 
By  which  all  mortal  frailty  must  siil^ist. 
Refreshment  after  toil,  ease  after  pain, 
Tliat  have  been  tired  all  day  without  ropiL<, 
And  timely  rest  have  wanted ;  but  fair  virgin, 
This  will  restore  all  soon. 

Lad.  *T  will  not,  false  traitor — 
T  will  not  restore  the  truth  an<l  honest v 
Tliat  thou  hast  banished  from  thy  tongue  with 

Itea. 


rii«.>c'   w^'lv-Iivadvd  iMoii>U'rs'     MiTO\    gu; 

nio ! 
Hence  with   thy  browcd  tiichnntnients,  f< 

deceiver! 

Hast  thou  betrayed  my  credulous  innocenc 
AVith  visored  falsehood  and  base  forgery? 
And  would'st  thou  seek  again  to  trap  me  h< 
AVith  li(juori>h  baits,  fit  to  insnaru  a  brute  i 
Were  it  a  draft  for  Jiino  when  fc^ho  banquet 
I  would  not  taaio  ihv  treasonous  otfer;  nc 
But  such  as  arc  gooil  men  ean  give  good  thin, 
And  that  which  is  not  g«M)d  is  not  deliciou: 
T«)  a  well-governed  and  wise  appetite. 
Com.  Oh  foollshni'ss  of  men  I  that  lend  th 

ears 
To  those  budge  doctors  of  the  Stoic  fur. 
And  fetch  their  prceepts  from  the  Cynic  ti 
Praising  the  k-an  and  sallow  abstinence. 
Whurefore  did  nature  pour  her  bounties  foi 
With  such  a  full  and  unwithdrawing  hand. 
Covering  the   earth  with  o<lors,  fruits,  a 

flocks, 
Tlironglug  the  sea.s  with  >pawn  innumei-ab 
Hut  all  to  pleas<.>,  and  s;ite  the  curious  i;i>to 
And  set  to  work  millions  of  spinning  worn 
That  in  their  green  >h«»p>  weavi-  the  sm'H»t 

haired  silk 
To  deck  her  sons;  ami  that  no  corner  mij: 
He  varant  of  her  plenty,  in  her  cnvn  loins 
She  huteht  th'  all-worshipi>ed  ()re,  and  pi 

citius  gems 
To  store  her  children  with:  if  all  the  work 
Sliouhl  in  a  pet  ot' teinp'rance  feed  on  pulsf 
Drink  the  rlear  stream,  and  nothing  wear  I 

frieze, 
Th*   all-giver  would  be  untliankeil,  would 

nnprai<ed. 
Xiit  half  iii-^  rii-lu'S  known,  and  yet  despisec 
And  we  >lioul4l  serve  him  as  a  grudging  m: 

ler. 
As  a  i'enui'i«»us  niggard  of  his  wealth, 
An«I  live  like  nature's  bastards,  not  her  s«>i 
Wiio  would  be  quite  surcharged  with  her  ov 

Weigiit, 
And  strangled  with  her  wu>te  fertility, 
Th'   earth    «!unibereil.    and    the    win^i^ed   \ 

darked  v;\\\\  \>\\\\uvi*. 
The  herds  wv)u\v\  o^■«T-\v\^\\\^^^i^^>^i^^^^^ 
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riie  sea  o'erfraiij?ht  would  swell,  and  th'  un- 
sought diamonds 
Would  so  imblaze  the  forehead  of  the  deep, 
And  so  bestud  with  stars,  that  they  below 
Would  grow  inured  to  liglit,  and  come  at  last 
To  gaze  upon  the  sun  with  shameless  brows. 
Li:it,  lady,  be  not  coy,  and  be  not  cozened 
With  that  same  vaunted  name,  virginity. 
Beauty  is  nature's  coin,  must  not  be  hoarded, 
But  must  be  current,  and  the  good  thereof 
Consists  in  nmtual  and  partaken  bliss. 
Unsavory  in  th'  enjoyment  of  itself; 
If  you  let  slip  time,  like  a  neglected  rose 
It  withers  on  the  stalk  with  languished  head. 
Beauty  is  nature's  brag,  and  must  be  shewn 
In  courts,  at  feasts,  and  high  solemnities. 
Where  most  may  wonder  at  the  workman- 
ship ; 
It  is  for  homely  features  to  keep  home. 
They  had  their  name  thence;   coarse  com- 
plexions 
And  cheeks  of  sorry  grain  will  serve  to  i»ly 
The  sampler,  and  to  tease  the  housewife's 

wool. 
Wliat  need  a  vermeil-tinctured  lip  for  that, 
Love-darting  eyes,  or  tresses  like  the  mom  ? 
There  was  another  meaning  in  these  gifts; 
Think  what,  and  be   advised,  you   are  but 
vouni'  vet. 
Lad.  I  hud  nut  thought  to  have  unlocked 
my  lips 
In  tliis  unhallowed  air,  but  that  this  juggler 
Would  think  to  charm  my  judgment,  as  mine 

eyes, 
'Jbtruding  ial^ii  rules  j)ranked  in    reason's 

garb. 
I  hate  when  vice  can  bolt  her  arguments. 
And  virtue  has  no  tongue  to  check  her  pride. 
Impostor,  do  not  charge  most  innocent  nature 
As  if  she  would  her  children  should  bo  riotous 
With  her  abundance ;  she,  good  cateress. 
Means  her  provij^ion  only  to  the  good, 
Tliat  live  according  to  her  sober  laws. 
And  holy  dictate  of  spare  temperance; 
If  every  just  man,  that  now  pines  with  want. 
Had  but  a  moderate  and  beseeming  share 
Of  that  which  lewdly-pampered  luxury 
Now  heaps  upon  some  few  with  vast  excess. 
Nature's  full  blessings  would  be  well  dispensed 
In  unsuperfluous  even  proportion. 
And  she  no  whit  encombered  willi  her  stoxe; 


And  then  the  giver  woold  be  better  thioked 
His  praise  dne  paid;  for  Bwinish giattODj 
Ne^er  looks  to   heaven  amidst  his  gorgcou.* 

feast, 
But  with  besotted  base  ingratitude 
Crams,  and  blasphemes  his  feeder.    ShiU  1 

go  on? 
Or  have  I  said  enough  ?    To  him  that  dares 
Arm  his  profane  tongae  with  contemptvoo! 

words 
Against  the  son-clad  power  of  chastity, 
Fain  wonld  I  something  say,  yet  to  wLi 

end? 
Thou  hast  not  ear,  nor  son],  to  apprehend 
The  sublime  notion  and  high  mystery 
That  most  be  uttered  to  unfold  the  sage 
And  serious  dootrine  of  virginity ; 
And  thou  art  worthy  that  thon  shonld'st  no 

know 
More  happiness  than  this  thy  present  lot 
Enjoy  your  dear  wit,  and  gay  rhetoric, 
That  hath  so  well  been  taught  her  daizliiu 

fence, 
Thou  art  not  fit  to  hear  thyself  conyinced; 
Yet  should  I  try,  the  uncontrolled  worth 
Of  this  pure  cause  would  kindle  my  ny 

spirits 
To  such  a  flame  of  sacred  vehemence 
That  dumb  things  would  be  moved  to  sym 

pathize. 
And  the  brute  earth  would  lend  her  nervw 

and  shake. 
Till  all  thy  magic  structures,  reared  so  higlu 
Were  shattered  into  heaps  o'er  thy  false  head 
Com.  She  fables  not;  I  feel  that  I  do  fear 
Her  words  set  ofli'by  some  superior  power; 
And  though  not  mortal,  yet  a  cold  shudder 

ing  dew 
Dii>8  me  all  o'er,  as  when  the  wrath  of  Jote 
Speaks  thunder,  and  the  chains  of  Erebus, 
To  some  of  Saturn's  crew.    I  must  dissemble 
And  try  her  yet  more  strongly.     (?ome,  m 

more; 
This  is  mere  mond  babble,  and  direi-t 
Against  the  canon  laws  of  our  foundation ; 
I  must  not  sutTer  this;  yet 't  is  but  the  leen 
And  settlings  of  a  melancholy  blood 
But  this  will  cure  all  straight;  one  sip  of  tlii 
Will  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.    Be  wise,  an 

\fta\.^ — 


n*  BBQTBBn  ruth  in  vrith  neerdi  dravn, 
WTMt  Am  glam  evt  of  Aii  hatid^  attd  brgah 
it  agmiut  tht  ground  ;  hit  rout  matt  tign 
of  r«ti»taiu»^  hif  art  all  driven  tn/ 
attendant  Spirit  cmnm  in. 

8pi.  What !  have  70a  let  the  Mm  enchanter 

Ohyemiatook!  ye  should  have  snatched  hla 

lad  bound  him  fast:   withoot  bis  rod  re- 

veraed, 
And  backward  matters  uf  divevering  power, 
Te  cannot  free  the  lad;  that  mta  here 
In  atony  fetten  fixed,  and  moUontesa. 
Tet  stay  I  be  not  disturbed;   now  I  bethink 

me, 
Some  other  means  I  have  whieli  may  be  need. 
Which  once  of  Kelibaoa  old  I  learnt, 
The  soothest  shepherd  that  e'er  piped  on 

Tliera  Is  a  gentle  ajuiph  not  far  from  hence, 
Tbit  with  moist  cnrb  ewajs  the  smooth  Sev- 
ern stream; 
Sabrina  is  her  name,  a  vii^n  pore ; 
Thilome  she  was  the  daughter  of  I»crine, 
TIat  hud  the  sceptre  from  his  father  Brute. 
She.  guili-lcBs  damsel,  flying  the  mad  pnmiit 
Of  her  enraged  stepdame,  Ouendolen, 
Commended  her  fair  innocence  to  tlie  floud, 
That  stayed  her  flight  with  his  erOBs-Qowing 

The  water-nymphs  that  in  the  bottom  played, 
Hdd  np  their  pearled  wrisla  and  took  her  in, 
Beuiug  her  straight  to  aged  Kerens'  hall. 
Who,  piteona  of  her  woes,  reared  her  lank 

head. 
And  gave  her  to  his  daughters  to  imbathe 
In  nectared  lavers  strowed  with  aspbodil, 
And  throngh  the  porch  and  inlet  of  each 

Dropt  in  ambrosial  oils  till  she  revived. 
And  underwent  a  qnick  immortal  change. 
Hade  goddess  of  the  river ;  still  she  retains 
Her  maiden  gentleness,  and  olt  at  eve 
Visits  the  herds  along  the  twilight  meadows, 
Helping  all  nrcbin  blasts,  and  ill-lnck  signs 
That  the  shrewd  meddling  elf  delights  to 

nuk^ 
Which  sba  with  preoioDs  vlaled  liquors  heals ; 
Par  whieh  iibe  ihcplMrd^  Mt  tbeir  feativals, 


[UB.  Ml 

Carol  her  goodness  loud  in  mstio  lays. 
And  tbrovf  ewcet  garland  wreaths  into  hei 

stream. 
Of  pansies,  pinks,  and  gandy  da&bdils. 
And,  as  the  old  swatn  aajd,  she  can  unlock 
Tlie  clasping  charm,  and  thaw  the  mDrnmin^ 

spell. 
If  she  bo  right  invoked  in  warbled  song; 
For  maidenhood  she  loves,  and  will  be  swift 
To  aid  a  virgin,  euch  as  nas  herselt^ 
In  hard  begetting  need ;  this  will  I  try. 
And  add  the  power  of  some  a^jnring  vene. 


Sabboa  fair, 

listen  where  thou  art  sitting 
Under  the  glnssv,  cool,  translucent  wave^ 

In  twisted  braids  of  lilies  knitting 
The  loose  truiu  of  thy  nmbcr-druppinghair: 

Listen,  for  dear  honor's  sake, 

Goddess  of  the  silver  lake. 
Listen  and  save! 
Listen,  and  appear  to  09 
In  name  of  great  Ocentitis; 
By  th'  earth -sliaking  Neptune's  maoe. 
And  Telhy's  (mivo  ml^l.•^tie  pace; 
Itylioury  Nerens'  wrinkled  liK-k, 
And  the  Carpathian  wizard's  hook ; 
Hy  scaly  Triton's  winding  shell. 
And  old  sooth -saying  Glaui^iid'  spell; 
By  Leucothea's  lovely  hands. 
And  her  sun  that  rules  the  strands; 
Uy  Tlieti»'  tinael-slippered  feet, 
And  the  songs  of  sirens  sweet; 
Ity  dead  Purthenopc's  dear  tunih. 
And  fair  Ligea's  giddtn  comb. 
Wherewith  she  sits  on  diaimind  rcickt^ 
Sleeking  bcr  soft  alUirini;  loL'ks; 
By  nil  the  nymphs  that  nightly  dance 
U])on  thy  streams  with  wily  glance — 
Hise,  rise,  and  heave  Ihy  rr>sy  head 
From  thy  coral-jHiven  bed, 
And  bridle  in  thy  headlong  wave, 
Till  thou  our  summons  answered  have. 
Liiiten  and  kivc'. 


'(I-  T'ljmjilit,  uad 


Sabkina  ritei,  attended  by  v 

Bi  the  Tndi^-tt\<a^«Si\i&vC«., 
Where  grows \li«w\!^c>'«wAOiK« 
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My  sliding  chariot  stays, 

Thick  set  with  agate,  and  the  azure  sheen 
Of  turkois  blue,  and  emerald  green, 

That  in  the  channel  strays ; 
Whilst  from  off  the  waters  fleet 
Thus  I  set  my  printless  feet 
O'er  the  cowslip's  velvet  head, 

That  bends  not  as  I  tread ; 
Gentle  swain,  at  thy  request 
I  am  here. 
8pi.  Goddess  dear. 

We  implore  thy  powerful  hand 

To  undo  the  charmed  band 

Of  true  virgin  here  distressed, 

Througrh  the  force  and  through  the  wile 

Of  unblest  enchanter  vile. 
Sab.  Shepherd,  't  is  my  office  beet 

To  help  ensnared  chastity : 

Brightest  lady,  look  on  me ! 

Thus  I  sprinkle  on  thy  breast 

Drops  that  from  my  fountain  pure 

I  have  kept  of  precious  cure, 

Thrice  upon  thy  fingers'  tip. 

Thrice  upon  thy  rubied  lip ; 

Next  this  marble  venomed  seat, 

Smeared  with  gums  of  glutinous  heat, 

I  touch  with  chaste  palms  mnUt  and  cold : 

'Sow  the  spell  h^th  lost  his  hold ; 

And  I  umst  haste  ere  morning  hour 

To  wait  in  Amphitrite's  bower. 


:>ABBiNA  descends^  and  the  Ladt  rises  out  of 
her  seat. 


Spi.  Virgin,  daughter  of  Locrine, 
Sprung  from  old  Anchises'  line, 
May  thy  brimmed  waves  for  thi^ 
Their  full  tribute  never  miss 
From  a  thousand  petty  rills, 
That  tumble  down  the  snowy  hills; 
Suumier  drought,  or  singed  air, 
Never  scorch  thy  tresses  fair, 
Nor  wet  October's  torrent  flood 
Thy  molten  crystal  fill  with  mud ; 
May  thy  billows  roll  ashore 
The  beryl,  and  the  golden  ore ; 
May  thy  lofty  head  be  crowned 
With  many  a  tower  and  terrace  round. 
And  here  and  there  thy  banks  upon 
With  groves  of  myrrh  and  cinnamoiu 


,. 


Come,  lady  I  while  heaven  lends  in  gr 

Let  ns  fly  this  cursed  place, 
Lest  the  sorcerer  ns  entice 
With  some  other  new  device. 
Not  a  waste  or  needless  aoond, 
Till  we  come  to  holier  ground ; 
I  shall  be  year  faithful  guide 
Through  this  gloomy  covert  wide; 
And  not  many  furlongs  thence 
Is  your  father's  residence, 
Where  this  night  are  met  in  state 
Many  a  friend  to  gratolate 
His  wished  presence,  and  beride 
All  the  swains  that  near  abide, 
With  jigs  and  rural  dance  resort, 
We  shall  catch  them  at  their  sport, 
And  our  sudden  coming  there 
Will  double  all  their  mirth  and  cheer; 
Come,  let  us  haste,  the  stars  grow  higl 
But  night  sits  monarch  yet  in  the  mid 

Ths  scene  changes^  presenting  Ludlow 
and  the  presidents  castle;   then  eem 
country  dancers ;  after  them  the  atten 
Spirit,  tcith  the  two  Brothsbs  and 
Ladt. 

SONG. 

Spi.  Back,  shepherds,  back!  enooj^h 
play 
Till  next  sun-shine  holiday ; 
Here  be  without  duck  or  nod 
Other  trippings  to  be  trod — 
Of  lighter  toes,  and  such  court  gui^ 
As  Mercury  did  first  devise 
With  the  mincing  Dryades 
On  the  lawns,  and  on  the  leas. 

This  second  song  presents  them  to  their  fa 
and  mother. 

Noble  lord,  and  lady  bright, 
I  have  brought  ye  new  delight : 
Here  behold,  so  goodly  grown. 
Three  fair  branches  of  your  own ; 
Heaven  hath  timely  tried  tlieir  youth, 
Their  faith,  their  patience,  and  their  tr 
And  sent  them  here  through  hard  assa; 
With  a  crown  of  deathless  praise, 
To  triumph  in  victorious  dance 
0^«c  ^livasiiv^^  «xAYG^tGLverance. 


oMMi  «m^  lit  SriBn  epUoffuittt. 

To  tbe  ocean  now  I  fly, 
lOM  happj  dimea  that  lio 
day  nerer  shuts  hU  eye, 
the  broad  fields  of  the  skj, 
I  snck  the  Uqnid  air 
idst  the  gardene  fur 
ipenu,  and  his  danghters  three 
□g  about  the  golden  tree. 
the  crisped  shades  and  bonrcra 
the  epniM  and  jocnod  Bpring; 
races,  and  the  roBj-bosomed  Uoura, 
r  all  their  bounties  bring; 
eternal  enrnmer  dwella, 
est-winda  with  mnaky  wing 
the  cednred  alleys  fling 
ad  cossU'b  balmy  emells. 
;re  with  humid  bow 
I  the  odorous  banks  that  blow 
•a  of  more  mingled  hue 
ler  purfled  scarf  can  shew, 
reuches  with  Elysian  dew 
nortols,  if  your  ears  be  true) 
f  hyaciutl]  and  roses, 
young  Adonis  oft  reposes, 
g  well  of  his  deep  wound 
nber  soft,  aud  ou  the  ground 
lita  tb'  Assyrian  qneen ; 
■  above,  in  spangled  sheen, 
al  Cupid,  her  famed  son,  advanced, 
his  dear  Psyche  sweet  entranced, 
ler  wand'riog  labors  long, 
e  consent  the  gods  among 
ler  his  eternal  bride, 
■ora  her  fair  unspotted  Bide 
liasful  twins  are  to  be  b«rii, 
and  Joy;  bo  Jove  liatb  sworn. 
now  my  task  issniixuldy  done; 
ly,  or  I  CUD  nm, 
y  to  the  greau  earth'a  eitil, 
tl>e  bowed  welkin  low  dotb  bend, 
■iim  thence  can  soar  as  soon 
comers  of  the  moon, 
tals  that  would  follow  me, 
virtue;  she  alone  is  free; 
n  teach  ye  how  to  climb 
r  than  the  spherr  chime : 
virtue  feeble  were, 
u  itaelf  woald  stoop  to  her. 

JoMK  llattm. 


HYLAS. 

Storm- WE  ABIE  D  Argo  slept  upon  the  wai«r. 
No  cloud  was  Ken ;  on  blue  and  craggy  Ida 
The  hot  noon  lay,  and  on  the  plain's  enamel; 
Cool,  in  his  bed,  alone,  the  swift  Scamander. 
"  Why  should  I  haste  I "  said  yuung  and  rosy 

Hylas: 
"  The  seas  were  rough,  and  long  the  way  from 

Colchis. 
Beneath  the  suow-vhite  awning  slumb«n  J»- 

Pillowed  upon  his  tame  Tbessalian  pantbar ; 
The  shields  ore  piled,  the  listless  oara  sn»- 

pendod 
On  the  black  tliwarts,  and  all  the  hairy  bond*- 

Doze  on  the  benches.     Thej  may  wait  fbi 

Till  I  have  bathed  in  roountoiu-born  Scamon- 


So  said,  Dnfilleting  his  purple  cbtamys, 
And  putting  down  his  urn.  ho  stood  a  mo- 
ment, 
Breathing  the  faint,  warm  odor  of  the  bios- 

That  spangled  thick  the  lovely  Dnrdau  mead- 
Then,  stooping  lightly,  loosened  be  his  bua- 

kino, 
And  felt  with  shrinking  feet  the  crispy  ver- 

Naked,  save  ono  light  robe  that  from  hli 
shoulder 

lluug  to  his  knee,  the  youthful  flush  reveal 
ing 

Of  warm,  white  limbs,  half-nerved  with  com- 
ing manhood, 

Yet  fair  and  stnootb  with  tenderness  of  beau^. 

Now  to  the  river's  sandy  marge  advandng, 

Ho  dropiwd  the  robe,  and  raised  his  head  ez 

In  the  dear  suiishiue,  that  with  beam  em 

bracing 
Ucld  him  against  Ajiollo's  glowing  bosum. 
For  sacred  to  Latona's  smi  is  lieauty. 
Sacred  i>  youth,  \.\ie  ioj  ttl  "jooftAiiVteJ&B*, 
A  joy  indeed,  a  Viving  joy,  ■w*»'n.'s\wK 
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Whence  Jove-begotten  Heracles,  the  mighty,  |  His  white,  ronnd  Bhonlder  ahad  tlM  diippii 

To  men  though  terrible,  to  him  was  gentle,     j  crystal. 

Smoothing  his  ragged  nature  into  laughter      \  There,  as  he  floated,  with  a  raptoroos  motic 


When  the  boy  stole  his  club,  or  from  his 

shoulders 
Dragged  tlie  huge  paws  of  the  Xemaean  lion. 

The  thick,  brown  locks,  tossed  backward  from 
his  forehead, 

Fell  soft  about  his  temples ;  manhood^s  blos- 
som 

Not  yet  had  sprouted  on  his  chin,  but  freshly 

Curved  the  fair  cheek,  and  full  the  red  lips' 
parting, 

Like  a  loose  bow,  that  just  has  launched  its 
arrow. 

His  large  blue  eyes,  with  joy  dilate  and 
beaniv, 

Were  clear  as  the  unshadowed  Grecian  heav- 
en; 

Dewy  and  sleek  his  dimpled  shoulders  rounded 

To  the  white  arms  and  whiter  breast  between 
them. 

Downward,  the  supple  lines  had  less  of  soft- 
ness: 

His  back  was  like  a  god^s;  his  loins  were 
moulded 

As  if  some  pulse  of  power  began  to  waken ; 

The  springy  fulness  of  his  thighs,  outswerv- 

Sloped  to  his  knee,  and,  lightly  droj>ping 

downward. 
Drew  the  curved  lines  that  breathe,  in  rest, 

of  motion. 

He  saw  his  glorious  limbs  reversely  mirrored 

In  the  still  wave,  and  stretched  his  foot  to 
press  it 

On  the  smooth  sole  that  answered  at  the  sur- 
face : 

Alas  I  the  shape  dissolved  in  glimmering 
fragments. 

Then,  timidly  at  first,  he  dipped,  and  catching 

Quick  breath,  with  tingling  shudder,  as  the 
waters 

Swirled  round  his  thighs,  and  deeper,  slowly 
deeper. 

Till  on  his  breast  the  river's  cheek  was  pil- 
lowed, 

And  deeper  still,  till  every  shoreward  ripple 

FtUked  ill  his  ear,  and  like  a  oygneCa  \>090tiv 


The  Inoid  coolness  folding  doae  aromid  liii 
The  lily-cradling  ripples  mnrmured,  ^Hylai 
He  shook  from  off  his  ears  the  b  jadn^hiiM 
GurK  that  had  lain  onwet  upon  the  watei 
And  still   the   ripples  murmiired,  ^Hyk 

Hyks ! " 
He  thought:  "The  voices  are  bnt  ear-b< 

mnsio. 
Pan  dwells  not  here,  and  Echo  still  is  caUi 
From. some  high  cliff  that  tops  a  Thrae 

valley; 
So  long  mine  ears,  on  tumbling  HelleapoBt 
Have  heard  the  sea  waves  hammer  Ar^ 

forehead. 
That  I  misdeem  the  fluting  of  this  enrrent 
For  some  lost  nymph — ^    Again  the  munn 

"Hyksr 
And  with  the  sound  a  oold,  smooth  a 

around  him 
Slid  like  a  wave,  and  down  the  clear,  gn 

darkness 
Glimmered  on  either  side  a  shining  bosom 
Glimmered,  uprising  slow ;  and  ever  cluse 
Wound  the  cold  arms,  till,  dimbiDg  to 

shoulders, 
Their  cheeks  lay  nestled,  while  the  pur 

tangles. 
Their  loose  hair  made,  in  silken  mesh  enwoi 

him. 
Their  eyes  of  clear,  pale  emerald  then  upl 

They  kissed  his  neck  with  lips  of  humid  eoi 
And  once  again  there  came  a  murmur,  **I 

las! 
Oh,  come  with  nsl    Oh,  follow  where  ' 

wander 
Deep  down  beneath  the  green,  transluc 

ceiling — 
Where  on  the  sandy  bed  of  old  Scamandei 
With  cool  white  buds  we  braid  our  pur 

tresses, 
Lulled  by  the   bubbling  waves  around 

stealing ! 
Thou  fidr  Greek  boy,  oh  come  with  us!   < 

follow 
Where  thou  no  more  shalt  bear  Propoi 

riot, 
B\]l\.  b^  o\]iT  erms  he  lapped  in  endless  qoi< 


Vitbln  the  gUmmeriiig  txwta  of  ocs«au  hol- 
low! 

!*«  have  no  love ;  alone,  of  all  the  immortala, 

We  have  do  lore.  Oh,  love  u,  we  who  press 
thao 

With  falthAil  arms,  though  cold, — whose  lips 
carew  thee, — 

Who  hold  tliy  beauty  prisoned  t  Love  us, 
Hyla»I" 

Vbn  aound  dissolved  ia  liquid  munnnrs,  call- 
ing 

fltniM  It  faded,  "  Come  with  Da  I  Ohfollowl" 

ne  hoj  grew  ohill  to  feel  their  twining  pre»- 

Lock  roand  liia  limbs,  and  bear  him,  viunlj 

striving, 
Down  fnim  the  noon<la;r  brightneas.     "  Leave 

me,  naiads! 
Leave  me  I''  be  cried;  "the  day  to  me  is 

TLan  all  your  caves  deep-spliered  in  ocean's 

qniet. 
I  im  but  mortal,  seek  but  mortal  pleasure : 
I  «onId  not  change  this  flezilo,  warm  ezist- 

Tbough  swept  by  storms,  and  shocked  by 

Jove's  dread  thunder. 
To  be  ft  klog  beneath  the  dark-green  waters." 
Gtill  moaned  the  humid  lips,  between  their 

kifisea, 
"We  have  no  loTfc  Oh,  love  us,  wo  who  love 

thee ! " 
And  came  in  anawar,  thus,  the  words  of  Ily- 

laa: 
"My  love  is  mortal.    For  the  Argiva  maid- 

I  keep  the  kisses  which  your  lips  would 
ravish. 

Unlock  yonr  cold  white  arms — lake  frurn  my 
shoulder 

The  tangled  swull  of  your  bewildering  tressoa. 

Let  me  return :  the  wind  comes  down  from 
Ida, 

Abd  aoun  the  gallev,  stirring  from  her  slum- 
ber. 

Will  fret  to  ride  where  PuUon's  twilight 
sliodnw 

Falls  o'er  the  towers  of  Jason's  seo-^rt  city. 

I  am  not  yonta — 1  cannot  braid  the  lilies 

in  joar  wet  b^  nw  on  jnar  Mrgeat  boeoms 


Close  my  drowsed  eyes  to  hear  yuar  ripplin 

voices, 
Ilateful  to  ma  your  sweet,  cold,  crystal  l» 

i"gi— 
Tour  world  of  watery  quiet.     Help,  Apollo 
For  I  am  thine :  thy  fire,  thy  beam,  thy  mi 

sic. 
Dance  in  my  heart  and  flood  my  sense  wit 

The  Joy,  the  warmth  and  passion  now  awi 

koii, 
Promised  by  thee,  but  erewliile  calmly  elee] 

ing. 
Oh,  leave  me^  noiudsl  loose  your  chill  en 

Or  1  shall  die,  for  mortal  maidens  pining." 
But  still  with  unrelenting  arms  they  bonn 

And  still,  accordant,  flowed   tlicir  water 

"Wa  have  thee  now— we  hold  thy  beant 

prisoned ; 
Ob,  come  with  us  beneath  the  emerald  waters 
We  hove  no  love ;  wo  love  thee,  rosy  Ilylas. 
Oh,  lovo  ns,  who  shall  never  more  reloa^ 

Love  n*.  whose  milky  arm-:  will  be  thy  en 

die 
Fur  down  on  the  iiiiirouye<l  !mndH  of  occin, 
Wlioro  now  we  bear  tlico,  cliis|>eil  in  our  em 

braces." 
And  slowly,  slowly  sank  the  nmorous  ndndi 
The  boy'a  blue  eyes,  uptnnied,  looked  throng 

the  water, 
Pleading  for  help;  but    heaven's  iramorti 

archer 
Was  swathed  in  cloud.    The  ripples  hid  hi 

forehead : 
And  last,  the  tliick,  bright  curls  a  momei 

Hoatcd, 
So  warm  and  silky  that  the  stream  npbot 

Closing  roluctant,  as  ha  sank  for  ever. 

The  ijuiLsct  died  behind  the  crags  of  Imbro*. 
Argo  w:i8  tuning  at  her  chain ;  fur  A-eshly 
Blew  tlio  swift  brce/e,  nnd  Icaiied  the  restle: 

billows. 
The  voice  of  Jason  roused  the  dozing  sailom 
And  up  the  uiaat  «&&  Vtwc^wi  'CtM  vcd^f 

couvtut. 
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But  mighty  Ileracles,  the  Jove-begotten, 
Unmindful  stood,  beside  tlie  cool  Scamandor, 
Leaning  upon  Lis  club.     A  purple  chlamys 
Tossed  o'er  an  urn  was  all  that  lay  before 

him : 
And  when  he  called,  expectant,   "IlylasI 

Hyksl" 
llie  empty  eclioes  made  Mm  answer — "  Hy- 

lasl " 

Batabd  Tatx^b. 


RHCECUS. 

God  sends  his  teachers  unto  every  age. 
To  every  clime,  and  every  race  of  men, 
With  revelations  fitted  to  their  growth 
And  shape  of  mind,  nor  gives  the  realm  of 

truth 
Into  the  selfish  rule  of  one  sole  race. 
Therefore  each  form  of  worsliip  that  hath 

swaved 
The  life  of  man,  and  gi'-en  it  to  grasp 
The  raaster-key  of  knowledge,  reverence. 
Enfolds  some  genus  of  goodness  and  of  right ; 
Else  never  had  the  eager  soul,  which  loathes 
The  slothful  down  of  pampered  ignorance. 
Found  in  it  even  a  moment's  fitful  rest. 

There  is  an  instinct  in  the  human  heart 
Which   makes  tliat  all  the  fables    it  hath 

coined. 
To  justify  the  roifrn  of  its  belief 
And  strenj,'then  it  by  beauty's  right  divine, 
Veil  in  their  inner  cells  a  mystic  gift, 
Which,  like  the  hazel-twig,  in  faithful  hands. 
Points  surely  to  the  hidden  springs  of  truth. 
For,  as  in  nature  naught  is  made  in  vain. 
But  all  things  have  within  their  hull  of  use 
A  wisdom  and  a  meaning,  which  may  speak 
Of  spiritual  secrets  to  the  ear 
Of  spirit:  so,  in  whatsoe'er  the  heart 
Ilath  fashioned  for  a  solace  to  itself. 
To  make  its  inspirations  suit  its  creed, 
And  from  tlie  niggard  hands  of    falsehood 

wring 
Its  needful  food  of  truth,  there  ever  is 
A  sympathy  with  nature,  which  reveals, 
Not  less  than  her  own  works,  pure  gleams  of 

light 


And  earnest  parables  of  inward  lore. 
Ilear  now  this  fairy  legend  of  old  Greece, 
As  fiill  of  freedom,  youth,  and  beanty  ftil' 
As  the  immortal  freshness  of  that  grace 
Carved  for  all  ages  on  some  Attic  friease. 

A  youth  named  RhoecuSy  wandering  in 

wood. 
Saw  an  old  oak  just  trembling  to  its  fiiU; 
And,  feeling  pity  of  so  fair  a  tree. 
He  propped  its  gray  trunk  with  adnu 

care, 
And  with  a  thoughtless  footstep  loitered  < 
Bnt,  as  he  turned,  he  heard  a  voice  bebin 
that  murmured  "  Rhoecus  I " — ^  was  as  if 

leaves, 
Stirred  by  a  passing  breath,  had  mormi 

it;" 
And,  while  he  paused  bewildered,  yet  agi 
It   murmured    "Rhoecusl"    softer   thai 

breeze, 
lie  started  and  beheld  with  dizzy  eyes 
What  seemed  the  substance  of  a  happy  dr 
Stand  there  before  him,  spreading  a  w 

glow 
Within  the  green  glooms  of  the  shadowy  ^ 
It  seemed  a  woman's  shape,  yet  all  too  fa 
To  \>e  a  woman,  and  with  eyes  too  meek 
For  any  that  were  wont  to  mate  with  go< 
All  naked  like  a  goddess  stood  she  there, 
And  like  a  goddess  all  too  beautiful 
To  feel  the  guilt-born  earthliness  of  sham 
*'  Rhoecus,  I  am  the  dryad  of  this  tree — " 
Thus  she  began,   dropping    her    low-to 

words, 
Serene,  and  full,  and  clear,  as  drops  of  de 
"  And  with  it  I  am  doomed  to  live  and  di 
The  rain  and  sunshine  are  my  caterers. 
Nor  have  I  other  bliss  than  simple  life ; 
Now  ask  me  what  thou  wilt,  that  I  can  ^ 
And  with  a  thankful  joy  it  shall  be  thine 

Then  Rhoecus,  with  a  flutter  at  the  he( 
Yet,  by  the  j)rompting  of  such  beauty.  b( 
Answered :  "  What  is  there  that  can  sati 
The  endless  craving  of  the  soul  but  lovo ! 
Give  me  thy  love,  or  but  the  hope  of  tha 
Which  nmst  be  evermore  my  spirit^a  gosl 
After  a  little  pause  she  said  again. 
But  with  a  glimpse  of  sadness  in  her  ton< 
'  ^^  1  ^x^  VV  ^\i<»e^sA^  tliouis^  A  perilous  gii 


Dr  before  the  sunset  meet  me  here." 
THtghtway  there  was  nothing  ne  could 

e  green  glooma  beae&th  the  Bhadoivj 

ot  a  sound  come  t^  hu  etraining  CBra 
e  low  trickling  rustle  of  the  leaver 
ar  awaj  npoo  an  emerald  slope, 
Iter  of  an  idle  shepherd's  pipe. 

r,  in  those  daya  of  sunpleness  and  failh, 

lid  not  think  that  happy  things  were 

dreams 

w  they  overstepped  the  narrow  bourne 

■Ithood,  bnt  reverently  deemed 

ig  too  wondrons  or  too  beantiAi. 

the  guerdon  of  a  daring  heart. 

xcna  made  no  doubt  that  he  was  blest ; 

II  along  unto  the  city's  gate 

seemed  to  spring  beneath  him  aa  be 

walked; 

ear,  broad  sky  looked  bluer  than  its 

le  could  scarce  believe  he  had  not 


1  of  blood,  so  light  Le  felt  and  strange. 

Dg  Rbtecus  had  a  faithfol  heart  enoogh, 
le  that  in  the  present  dwelt  too  much, 
Aking  with  blithe  welcome  whatsoe'er 
a  gave  of  joy,  was  wholly  bound  in 
that, 

he  contented  peasant  of  a  vnlc, 
^  it  the  world,  and  never  looked  bo- 
ply  meeting  in  tho  oftcnioon 
coinnidc:j  who  were  playing  at  Ilio  dice, 
ned  them  and  forgot  all  elM  licside. 

dice  were  ratlling  ot  the  merriost, 
Lhtcus,  who  had  mt't  but  sorry  luck, 
inched  in  triumph  at  a  happy  thro^, 

through  the  room  there  hummed  a'yel- 

luzzed  abont  hia  ear  with  down-dropped 
to  lifffat    And  Bhceona  laughed  and 


Feeling  how  red  and  tlusbed  he  was  with 
loss, 

"By  Venoa!  ioea  he  take  me  for  a  rose  I" 
And  brushed  him  otf  with  rough,  impatient 

But  stJU  the  bee  came  back,  and  thrice  agiun 
Khoecus  did  beat  him  off  with  growing  wrath. 
Then  throDgli  tho  window  Sew  the  wonnded 

bee; 
And  Bhceons,  tracking  him  with  angry  eyes, 
Saw  a  sharp  mountain- peak  of  Thcssaly 
Against  the  red  disc  of  the  setting  snn, — 
And  instantly  the  blood  sank  from  his  heart, 
As  if  its  very  walla  had  caved  awsy. 
Without  a  word  he  turned,  and  mahing  forth, 
Kon  madly  through  the  city  nnd  the  gale, 
And  o'er  the  plain,  which  now  the  woods 

long  ahade, 
By  the  low  sun  thrown  forward  broad  and 

dim, 
Darkened  well-nigh  nnto  the  city's  wait 

Quite  spent  and  ont  of  breath,  he  reached 
the  tree ; 
And,  listening  fearfully,  he  heard  once  more 
Tho  low  voice  murmur  "Rlioecusl"  close  at 

Wheroal  ho  looked  around  him,  bnt  could  sc« 
Nought  but  the  deepening  glooms  beneath 

the  oak. 
Then  sighed  tho  voice,  "0,  Bhajcus!  never 

Shalt  thou  behold  me,  or  by  day  or  night— 
Me,  who  would  fain  have  blest  thee  with  k 

More  ripe  and  bounteous  than  ivt-r  vet 
Filled  up  with  uectar  any  mortal  heart; 
But  thou  didat  scorn  my  hiniibli;  messenger. 
And  scnt'st  him  back  to  me  with  bruised 

wings. 
We  spirits  only  show  to  penile  eyes — 
Wo  ever  ask  an  nndiridud  love ; 
And  he  who  scorns  the  k'oxt  of    nature^ 

Is  tlicnccfortli  exiled  and  shut  out  fnim  alL 
Forewelll  for  thou  can.^t  never  see  mo  more." 

Then  Rbcecus  beat  his  breast,  and  groaned 

And  cried,  "Be  pilVtaW  tOT(p.^ft\i«iiftX. 
This  once,  and  I  aWU  ne^CT  iift«4  iS.  ^IMw*^ 
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"Alas!"  the  voice  returned,  "'tis  thou  art 

blind, 
Not  I  unmercifal ;  I  can  forgive, 
But  have  no  skill  to  heal  thy  spirit's  eyes; 
Only  the  soul  hath  power  o'er  Itself." 
With  that  again  there  niunnured  "Never- 
more 1 " 
And  Khoecus  after  heard  no  other  sound, 
Except  the  rattling  of  the  oak's  crisp  leaves, 
Like  the  long  surf  upon  a  distant  shore, 
Raking  the  sea-worn  pebbles  up  and  down. 
The  night  had  gathered  round  him ;  o'er  the 

plain 
The  city  sparkled  with  its  thousand  lights^ 
And  sounds  of  revel  fell  upon  his  ear 
Harshly  and  like  a  curse ;  above,  the  sky, 
With  all  its  bright  sublimity  of  stars. 
Deepened,  and  on  his  forehead  smote  the 

breeze ; 
Beauty  was  all  around  him, and  delight; 
But  from  that  eve  he  was  alone  on  earth. 

Jamxb  Rumxu.  Lowxll. 


THE  MID^^GHT  REVIEW. 

At  midnight  from  his  grave 
The  drummer  woke  and  rose, 

And  beating  loud  the  drum. 
Forth  on  his  errand  goes. 

•Stirred  by  his  fleshless  arms, 
The  drumsticks  rise  and  fall ; 

He  beats  tlie  loud  retreat. 
Reveille  and  roll-call. 

So  strangely  rolls  that  drum, 
So  deep  it  echoes  round, 

Old  soldiers  in  their  graves 
To  life  start  at  the  sound : 

Both  they  in  farthest  north, 
Stiff  in  the  ice  that  lay. 

And  they  who  warm  repose 
Beneath  Italian  clay ; 

Below  the  mud  of  Nile, 
And  'neath  Arabian  sand, 

Their  burial-place  they  quit, 
And  Boon  to  arms  they  stand* 


And  at  midnight  from  his  grave 

The  trumpeter  arose, 
And,  mounted  on  his  horse, 

A  loud,  shrill  blast  hn  blows. 

On  airy  coursers  then 
The  cavalry  are  seen — 

Old  squadrons,  erst  renowned- 
Gory  and  gashed,  I  ween. 

Beneath  the  casque  their  skulls 
Smile  grim ;  and  proud  their  air, 

As  in  their  bony  hands 
Their  long,  sharp  swords  they  Im 

At  midnight  from  his  tomb 
The  chief  awoke  and  rose, 

And,  followed  by  his  staff^ 
With  alow  steps  on  he  goes. 

A  little  hat  he  wears, 

A  coat  quite  plun  wears  he ; 
A  little  sword,  for  arms. 

At  his  left  side  hangs  free. 

O'er  the  vast  plain  the  moon 

A  paly  lustre  threw ; 
The  man  with  the  little  hat 

The  troops  goes  to  review. 

The  ranks  present  their  arms^ 
Deep  rolls  the  drum  the  while ; 

Recovering  then,  the  troops 
Before  the  chief  defile. 

Captains  and  generals  round. 
In  circles  formed,  appear ; 

The  chief  to  the  first  a  word 
Now  whispers  in  his  ear. 

The  word  goes  round  the  ranks. 

Resounds  along  the  line ; 
That  word  they  give  is — IVanee  ! 

The  answer— iS^.  HiUne  ! 

'T  is  there,  at  midnight  hour, 
The  grand  review,  they  say. 

Is  by  dead  Csosar  held 
In  the  Champs-£lys6esl 


JosxPH  CnisnAV  ▼<» 
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KCJTE  OF  THE  ANCIENT  MAR- 
INER. 

IS    BXTXH    PASTE 


>■     It  is  an  ancient  mariner, 

evC  And  be  Bt<^peth  one  of  three : 

]^  "  By  thy  long  graj  beard  and  glitter- 

1,^  ing  eje, 

■ad  Now  wherefore  Btopp'st  then  me  f 

■tb  " 

The  bridegroom's  door«  are  npeoed 

And  I  am  next  of  kin ; 

The  gaesta  are  met,  the  f«att  is  Kt — 

llaj'st  hear  the  merr;  din." 

He  holds  him  with  bis  skinn;  band : 

"  There  was  a  sliip,"  qnoth  be. 

"  Hold  off!  nnhand  me,  graj-beard 

loon  I  "— 
Eflsoona  his  hand  dropt  he. 

r*d-  He  holds  him  with  hia   glittering 
U  eye— 

^  The  wedding-guest  stood  atill; 
■  ■^  He  listens  like  a  three  years'  child; 
iBf  The  mariner  hath  his  will 

>**r  The  wedding-guest  sat  on  a  stone — 
He  cannot  choose  bat  hear ; 
And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man, 
The  bright-eyed  mariner. 

"The  ship  was  cheered,  the  harbor 

cleared', 
Merrily  did  we  drop 
Below  the  kirk,  below  the  hill. 
Below  the  light-bouse  top. 

ml-  The  snn  came  ap  upon  the  left, 

ta    Ont  of  the  sea  came  ho  ; 

ll^  And  he  shone  bright,  and  on  the 

rfnl  "*'*' 

It      Tent  down  into  the  sea; 

*"  Higher  and  higher  every  dtiy, 
nil  OTOT  the  mast  at  noon—" 
The    vedding-guest    here  beat  his 

For  h0  h»Mrd  the  hud  bat&ooB. 


The  bride  hath  paced  into  the  hall—  ^b*  -ed- 
Red  as  a  rose  is  she ;  boom 

Nodding  thetr  heads  before  her  goc:t  ths?rjd>i 
The  merry  minstrelsy.  J™{|; 

The    wedding-gncst    he    beat    td^  «tii  hi* 
breast,  ^'-     . 

Yet  be  cannot  choose  bnt  hear ; 
And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man, 
The  bright-eyed  mariner: 

**  And  now  the  stonn-blast  come,  and  Tha  ibip 

dnwtt  M 

he  ■■toimtn. 

Was  tyrannous  and  strong;  agntii 

He  stmck  with  his  o'ertnking  wings,  '"**' 
And  obosed  ns  sooth  along. 

With    sloping    masts    and    dipping 

As  who  pursued  with  yell  and  blow 
suit  treads  the  shadow  of  hia  foe. 
And  forward  bends  his  head — 
The  ship  drove  fast;  loud  roared  the 

blast, 
And  southward  aye  we  fled. 


Andn 


V  there  came  both  i 


And  it  grew  wondrous  cold ; 

And  ice,  moat-high,  come  floating  by. 

As  green  aa  emerald. 

And  through  the  drifts  the  snowy  Ti»iu.i 

cUffit  oflHrfUl 

Did  send  a  dismal  sheen ;  wbcr^so 

Nor  shapes  of  men  nor  beasts  wo  [i,V_1f  _ 


lUngwaa 


The  it 


IS  all  between. 


The  ice  was  here,  the  ice  was  there, 
The  ice  was  all  around ; 
It  cracked  and  growled,  and  mnred 
and  bowletl, 

Like  noises  in  a  swound ! 

At  length  did  cross  an  albatross—  Till  .^^ 

Thorough  llie  fog  it  came  ;  bint,  uu- 

As  if  it  had  been  a  Christiim  m>iiI,  ^mmT' 
Wo  hailed  it  in  Goffsnoitve.  ^S5o^ 

fag,  ib4  WM  rw*Trt  «Wi  t"^  V^  "*'*'**^^"^- 
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Audio! 
the   ulba- 

trMd 

f)rovcth  a 
►Ir.l  of 
good 

omen,  and 
followeth 
the  ship  as 
It  return- 
ed  north- 
wartl 
throujrh 
fog  and 
floating 
Ice. 


It  ato  the  food  it  uc'cr  had  eat, 
And  round  and  round  it  flow. 
Tlio  ico  did  split  with  a  thunder-fit ; 
The  helmsman  steered  us  through  I 

And  a  good  south  wind  sprang  up 

behind ; 
The   albatross  did  follow, 
And  every  day,  for  food  or  play, 
Came  to  the  mariners^  hollo ! 

In  mist  or  cloud,  on  mast  or  shroud, 
It  perched  for  vespers  nine; 
Whiles  all  the  night,  through  fog- 
smoke  white. 
Glimmered  the  white  moon-shine." 


The  an-     •'  Qod  savo  tlice,  ancient  mariner ! 
inerin-     From  the  fiends  that  plague  thee 

kinJtlTthJ  thus!— 

P}«^»^^»«*  Why  look'st  thou  so? "—"With  ray 

cross-bow 
I  shot  the  albatross." 


good 
omen. 


PART  II. 

"  The  sun  now  rose  upon  tlie  right — 
Out  of  the  sea  came  he, 
Still  hid  in  mist,  and  on  the  left 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 

And  the  good  south  wind  still  blew 

behind ; 
i5ut  no  sweet  bird  did  follow. 
Nor  any  day  for  food  or  play 
Came  to  tlie  mariners'  hollo. 

Hiaship-  And  I  had  done  a  hellish  thing, 

mates  .      ,  .  11  ,    « 

cry  out      And  it  would  work  em  woe; 

against 
the  iin- 


For  all  averred  I  had  killed  the  bird 


cient  mar-  xjiat  made  the  breeze  to  blow  : 

In^T.  for 

kiiiinirthoAh  wretch  1    said  thev,  tbe  bird  to 

bird  of 

good  luck.  ^h^y> 

That  made  the  breeze  to  blow! 
ijut  when  Xor  dim  nor  red,  like  God's  own 

the  fo^  ' 

vK-arod  head 

•.•rl".  they     hm         1      . 

justify  1  be  glorious  sun  uprist ; 

i!iV'i^«'  Then  all  averred  I  had  killed  the  bird 

make  jhat  brought  the  fog  and  mist : 

<Mres  ac-  T  Was  right,  said  thev  such  birds  to 

f^ninlices  , 

la  the  Slay, 

rrime.         j>^^^  j^^.^g  ^j^^  £^g  ^^  ^^^^^ 


The  fair  breeze  blew,  the  white  foam  Jlf^^ 

flew, 
The  furrow  followed  free ; 
We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 
Into  that  silent  sea. 


en  till  it  reached  the  line. 


eoBtliQ 
the  eM; 
fiite-r» 
Pacilk 
0«an. 
and  MJ 
north- 
ward.! 


Down  dropt  the  breeze,   the  Fails  ^««> 
dropt  down —  lodda 

T  was  sad  as  sad  could  be ; 
And  we  did  8i)eak  only  to  break 
The  silence  of  the  sea. 


All  in  a  hot  and  copper  sky 
The  bloody  sun,  at  noon, 
Right  up  above  the  mast  did  stand, 
No  bigger  than  the  moon. 

Day  after  day,  day  after  day, 
Wo  stuck — ^nor  breath  nor  motion  \ 
As  idle  as  a  painted  sliip 
Upon  a  painted  ocean. 

Water,  water  everywhere, 
And  all  the  boards  did  shrink : 
Water,  water  everywhere, 
Xor  any  drop  to  drink. 

The  very  deep  did  rot;  O  Christ! 

That  ever  this  should  be ! 

Yea,  slimy  things  did   crawl  with 

legs 
Upon  the  slimy  sea ! 

About,  about,  in  reel  and  rout, 
The  death-fires  danced  at  niglit ; 
The  water,  like  a  witch's  oils. 
Burnt  green,  and  blue  and  white. 


ABdtte 

albatr»K 
befiMU 
beaTcu 


And  some  in  dreams  assured  were 
Of  tlie  spirit  that  plagued  us  so ; 


A  nbv 
had»4* 
lowfd 

Nine  fathom  deep  he  had  folio wiil  J.nt-^nh 

^  IthaWt- 

From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow.       antsoftk 

planet, 

neidwr 

departed 

foula  nor  angels ;  concerning  whom  the  leaned  Jev,  Ji 

hcphus,  and  the   Platonic  ConatuitliiopoHtaB.  Uwm 

\  VmWxsa^  ma>f  Vm  coDBoIted.     They  are  Ttiy  anmcnA 
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And  eyerj  toDgue,  through    otter 

droQght, 
Was  withered  at  the  root; 
We  could  not  speak,  do  more  ttion  if 
We  had  been  choked  with  soot. 


^*p-  Ah  I  wella-dayl  what  evil  looks 
•an  Had  I  from  old  aod  jonngl 
i^B '"^tead  of  the  cross  the  albatross 
J  **'  About  my  neck  waa  hong. 


M    There  passed  a  west;  time. 

Was  parched,  and  glazed  each  «ye — 
A  weary  time !  a  weary  time ! 
llow  glazed  each  weary  eye  I — 

«»■    When,  looking  westward,  I  beheld 

bt.   A  soroethisg  in  the  sky. 


>A     At  first  it  seemed  a  little  speck, 
And  then  it  seemed  a  mist; 
It  moved  and  moved,  and  took  at 

last 
A  certain  shape,  I  wist — 

A  speck,  a  mist,  a  shape,  I  wist ! 
And  stJU  it  neared  and  neared ; 
As  if  it  dodged  a  water-sprite, 
It  plonged  and  taoked  and  veered. 

With  throats  nnslaked,  with  blac 
b  It  lips  baked, 

;J^  We  could  nor  laugh  nor  wail ; 
[;^    Tlirough  utter  dronght  all  dumb  w 

!*hii  1  bit  my  arm.  I  sucked  the  blood, 
1^    And  cried,  A  sail !  a  sdl  I 


With  throats  tmslaked,  with  black 

lips  baked, 
Agape  they  heard  me  coll ; 
Gnunercj  1  they  for  joy  did  grin, 
'  And  aQ  at  once  their  breath  drew 

in. 
Am  Uict  wm  drlnkiiw  all 

n 


Seel    seel    I  cried,  she  tacks  noAndhor- 
morel  "i>.  Fot 

Hither  to  work  os  weal—  STpuSl' 

Without  a  breeze,  without  a  tide,  ^"JJa 
She  steadies  with  npright  keell         viiboni 

Udal 

The  western  wave  was  all  a-flame; 
The  day  was  we!!  nigh  done; 
Almost  upon  the  western  wave 
Rested  the  broad  bright  son. 
When  that  strange  sh^>e  drove  snd- 

Betwizt  OS  and  the  son. 

And  straight  the  son  was  flecked  J^w^ 

with  bars,  bat  tlu 

(Heaven's  mother  send  ns  grace  t)  rftSSpl 
As  if  through  a  dungeon-grate  he 

peered 
With  broad  and  bnming  faoe. 

Alas  I  thought  I — and  my  heart  beat 

How  fast  she  nears  and  nearsl 

Are  those  her  stils  that  glance  in  the 

Like  restless  gossomeres? 

Are  those  her  ribs  through  whicli  *^  "• 
the  sun  l^Tn" 

Did  peer,  as  through  a  gratet  ihat>«a 

And  is  that  woman  all  her  crew  ?  '^^ 
Is  that  a  death !  and  are  there  two  (  Th'^jp^ 
Is  death  that  woman's  mate?  muud 


Her  lips  wcr< 

free. 
Her  locks  wei 
Her  skin  was 

Who  thicks  IB 


board  t^  ikaletm  iUil 

were  rod,  her  looks  v 


I  yellow  as  gold ; 
3  white  as  leprosy : 
e,  Lili'-in-DL'ath,  wi 


The  naked  bulk  alongside  came. 
And  the  twain  wero  casting  dice: 
The  game  is  done    I'vewonl  I'v 

Qnoth  she,  and  whistles  thrice. 
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No  twi- 
light wit?i 
in  the 
oourtd  of 
che  sui:. 


The  sud's  rim  dips,  the  stars  rush 

out, 
At  one  stride  comes  the  dark ; 
With  far-heard  whisper,  o'er  the  sea, 
Olf  shot  the  spectre  bark. 


At  the  ri«-  Wo  listeucd,  and  looked  rideways 

iDir  or  the  ' 

rn<N>nt  up  ^ 

Fear  at  my  heart,  as  at  a  cup, 

My  life-blood  seemed  to  sip ; 

The  stars  were  dim,  and  thick  tho 

night — 
The  steersman's  face  by  his  lamp 

gleamed  white ; 
From  tlie  sails  tho  dew  did  drip- 
Till  clomb  above  the  eastern  bar 
The  homed  moon,  with  one  bright 

star 
Within  the  nether  tip. 

OueiifUr  One  after  one,  by  the  star-doirged 
iDotb«)r  ^° 

moon, 

Too  quick  for  groan  or  sigh, 

Each  turned  his  face  witli  &  ghastly 

pang, 

And  cursed  mo  with  his  eye. 

His  ship-  Four  times  fifty  living  men, 
tiropdown  (And  I  heard  nor  sigh  nor  groan!) 
dead.         ^Vith  heavy  thump,  a  lifeless  lump, 
They  dropped  down  one  by  one. 


But  Lifo-  The  souls  did  from  their  bodies  tly, — 
Wpin^iii'r  They  fled  to  bliss  or  woe! 
tiie"^ an"    ^^"^  every  soul  it  pfissed  me  by, 
(lent  mar-  jj^e  the  whizz  of  my  cross-bow  I " 


PART  IV. 


The  wed- ''  I  FEAR  thcc,  ancicnt  mariner ! 
'^Tcth"^'  I  f*>ar  thy  skinny  hand ! 

that  a 
?pirit    is 

talkine  to  brown,     . 

As  is  tlie  ribbed  sea-sand. 


And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and 


I  fear  thee  and  thy  glittering  eye, 
And  tljy  skinny  hand  so  brown.'' — 
Bat  the     "Fear  not,  fear  not,  thou  weddini?- 

ancl.;nt  ^ 

mariiKT  guest  I 

'itu^of  his  Tliis  hody  dropt  not  down. 

bixljjr  life. 
Had  fntceedt'th  to  relate  his  horrible  peoanco. 


Alone,  alone,  all,  all  alone, 
Alone  on  a  wide,  wide  seal 
And  never  a  saint  took  pity  on 
My  soul  in  agony. 

The  many  men,  so  beaatifhl !  He  d->- 

And  they  all  dead  did  lie ;  Seen* 

And   a   thoasand    thoasai.d   slimy  ^^^ 

things 
Lived  on — and  so  did  I. 


Aada- 

tbe7 
ibooM 

eomn 
Uctei 


I  looked  npon  the  rotting  sea, 
And  drew  my  eyes  away ; 
I  looked  upon  the  rotting  deck. 
And  there  the  dead  men  lay. 

I  looked  to  heaven,  and  tried  to  pray; 
But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  g^oaht 
A  wicked  whisper  came,  and  made 
My  heart  as  dry  as  dost. 


I  closed  my  lids,  and  kept  tbem  dose, 
And  the  balls  like  pulses  beat; 
For  the  sky  and  the  sea  and  the  sea 

and  the  sky 
Lay  like  a  load  on  my  weary  eye, 
And  the  dead  were  at  my  feet^ 


The  cold  sweat  melted  from  their  But  a« 
limbs —  etfc  for 

Nor  rot  nor  reek  did  they ;  Jjj^t 

The  look  with  which  they  looked  on  de^d  ■> 
me 

Had  never  passed  away. 


An  orphan's  curse  would  drag  to  hell 
A  spirit  from  on  high ; 
But  oh  I  more  horrible  than  that 
Is  the  curse  in  a  dead  man's  eye ! 
Seven  days,  seven  nights,  I  saw  that 

curse — 
And  yet  I  could  not  die. 


The  moving  moon  went  np  the  sky.  In  Ui 
And  nowhere  did  abide ;  ^d  ts 

Softly  she  was  going  np,  ^^l^ 

And  a  star  or  two  beside —  lowu^ 

thdjooi 

moon,  and  the  stare  that  still  eojoarn,  yet  still  more 
ward ;  and  every  where  the  bine  tkj  belongs  to  th( 
and  is  tlieir  appointed  rest,  and  thetr  natlre  cooatrr,  i 
their  own  natural  homeL  which  they  enter  maaMOM 
as  lords  that  are  certainly  expeetad;  and  y«i  thim  1 


BIME   OF    THE    AITCIBNT   MAE 


itj  lips  were  wet,  my  throat  was 

cold, 

^7  garments  all  were  dunk ; 
Snre  I  had  drunken  ia  mj  dreame, 


Ker   beams   bemocked    tb^    sultry 

Lihe  April  faoar-froBt  spread ; 

Bat  where  the  ship's  huge  shttdow 

The  oharmed  water  burnt  alwaj, 
A  still  and  awful  red. 

'      Bejond  the  shadow  of  the  ship 
>»a  I  watched  the  water-snakes ; 
fft'They  moved  in  tracks  of  shining 

And   when  they   reared,  the  '■ISsh 

light 
Fell  off  in  hoary  flakes. 

Within  the  shadow  of  the  ship 
I  watched  their  rich  attire — 
Bine,  glossy  green,  and  Telret  black, 
They  coiled  and  swam ;   and  every 

Was  a  fiash  of  golden  fire. 

Ob  happy  living  things  I  no  tongue 
dr  Their  beauty  might  declare; 
*^  A  spring  of  love  gushed  from  my 

heart, 
■■  And  I  blessed  thera  onaware —  | 

Sure  my  kind  saint  took  pity  un  me 
And  I  blessed  them  noawBre. 

•1-  The  selfaane  moment  I  could  pray ; 
And  from  my  neck  bo  free 
Tbe  albatross  fell  off,  and  sani 
Like  lead  into  the  sen. 


Uh  sleep  I  it  is  a  gentle  thing, 
Beloved  from  pole  to  pole! 
To  Mftry  Qneen  the  praise  be  given ! 
liho  sent  the  gentle  sleep  from  hea- 

That  fllid  into  my  soul. 

2  The  silly  bncbets  on  the  deck, 

;    That  had  so  long  remained, 

^  I  dreamt  that  they  irere  filled  with 

f-  dew; 

la.  And  wb«n  I  awoke,  it  rained. 


And  sWll  my  body  dra 

Imoved,  and  could  notfeel  my  limbs; 
I  was  so  light — almost 
I  thonght  tiiat  I  had  died  in  sleep. 
And  was  a  blessed  ghost. 

And  soon  I  heard  a  roaring  wind—    i< 
It  did  not  come  auear;  u 

Bnt  with  its  aonnd  it  shook  the  suits, '[ 
That  were  so  thin  and  sere.  ^ 

The  upper  air  burst  into  life;  «l 

And  a  hundred  flre-flaga  sheen, 
To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  about ; 
And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out, 
The  wan  stars  danced  between. 

And  tlie  coming  wind  did  roar  more 

And  the  s^ls  did  sigh  like  sedge: 
And  the  rain  poured  down  from  uiie 

black  cloud — 
The  moon  wa."  at  its  edge. 

Tne  thick  block  cloud  was  clel>,  anu 

still 
The  moon  was  at  its  side ; 
Like  waters  shot  from  some  high 


The  lightniug  fell  with  never  a  jag — 
A  river  steep  and  wide. 

The  loud   wind  never   readied   tlif  t 

Tet  now  the  ship  inovtd  on ;  ■^'^ 

Beneath  the  lightning  and  the  moon  ru 
The  dead  men  gave  a  groan.  m 

They  groaned,  they  stirred,  they  all 

uprose — 
Nor  spake,  nor  moved  their  eyes; 
It  had  been  strange,  e^enm  a&t*a,K», 
To  have  seen  those  &e&&  nven  ^t». 
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But  not 
by  the 
souls  of 
the  men, 
nor  by  de- 
uionB  of 
•artb  or 
middle  air, 
but  by  a 
blessed 
troop  of 
anKoHc 
ftpiriK 
sent  down 
by  the  In- 
vocation 
(Tlho 
ciiardian 
saint'. 


The    helmsman    steered,    the    ship 

moved  on; 
Yet  never  a  breeze  up  blew ; 
The  mariners  oil  *gan  work  the  ropes, 
Where  they  were  wont  to  do ; 
They  raised  their  limbs  like  lifeless 

tools — 
We  were  a  ghastly  crew. 

The  lx>dy  of  my  brother's  son 
Stood  by  me,  knee  to  knee ; 
The  body  and  I  pnlled  at  one  rope, 
But  he  said  naught  to  me." 

*•  I  fear  thee,  ancient  mariner  I " 
"Be  calm,  thou  wedding-guest! 
'Twos  not  those  souls  that  fled  in 

pain, 
Which  to  their  corses  came  agdn, 
But  a  troop  of  spirits  blest ; 
For  when  it  dawned  they  dropped 

their  arms, 
And  clustered  round  the  mast  ; 
Sweet  sounds  rose  slowly  through 

their  mouths. 
And  from  their  bodies  passed. 


Around,   around    flew    each    sweet 

sound, 
Then  darted  to  the  sun; 
Slowly  the  sounds  came  back  again — 
Now  mixed,  now  one  by  one. 

Sometimes,  a-dropping  from  the  sky, 
I  heard  the  sky-lark  sing ; 
Sometimes  all  little  birds  that  are — 
How  they  seemed  to  fill  the  sea  and 

air 
With  tlieir  sweet  jargoning  I 

And  now  't  was  like  all  instruments, 
Now  like  a  lonely  flute ; 
And  now  it  is  an  angel's  song. 
That  makes  the  heavens  be  mute. 

It  ceased ;  yet  still  the  sails  made  on 
A  pleasant  noise  till  noon — 
A  noise  like  of  a  hidden  brook 
In  the  leafy  month  of  June, 
That  to  the  sleeping  woods  all  night 
8mgeth  a  quiet  tone. 


Till  noon  we  quietly  sailed  on, 
Yet  never  a  breeze  did  breathe; 
Slowly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship, 
Moved  onward  from  beneath. 

CTnder  the  keel,  nine  fathom  deep, 
From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow 
The  spirit  slid ;  and  it  was  he 
That  made  the  ship  to  go. 
The  sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tune, 
And  the  ship  stood  still  also. 

The  sun,  right  up  above  the  mast, 
Had  fixed  her  to  the  ocean ; 
But  in  a  minute  she  *gan  stir, 
With  a  short  uneasy  motion — 
Backwards  and  forwards  half  her 

length. 
With  a  short  uneasy  motion. 

Then  like  a  pawing  horse  let  go, 
She  made  a  sudden  bound — 
It  flung  the  blood  into  my  head, 
And  I  fell  down  in  a  swound. 


Tbi 
win 
ritl 
the 
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fihii 
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How  long  in  that  same  fit  I  lay 

I  have  not  to  declare ; 

But  ere  my  living  life  returned  JJ^ 

I  heard,  and  in  my  soul  discerned,     ^^ 

Two  voices  in  the  air :  th« 

mei 

*Is  it  he?'  quoth  one,  *Is  this  the^d 

man  ?  ute. 

By  him  who  died  on  cross,  Jjj,) 

With  his  cruel  bow  he  laid  fuU  low   P^ 

long 

The  harmless  albatross  I  beai 

the 

den 

Iner, 

The  spirit  who  bideth  by  himself       *>^ 
In  the  land  of  mist  and  snow,  thej 

He  loved  the  bird  that  loved  the^ 


man 
Who  shot  him  with  his  bow.' 

The  other  was  a  softer  voice, 

As  soft  as  honey-dew : 

Quoth  he,  ^The  man  bath  penance 

done, 
\  KiA  v^iia^<(ii^  \s\.Qt^  mil  do.* 


aontl 


RIUE   OF   THB   AHOIENT    UABINER. 

And  DOW  *Jiis  spell  was  Bnapt ; 


ITB8I   roicB. 

*  Bit  tell  me,  tell  me  1  spesk  agnia. 
Thy  soft  respODM  renewing — 
What  m&keB  that  ihip  drive  on  so 

faatt 
What  is  the  ocean  doing?' 

esooSD  voiOB. 

*  SttL  OS  A  slave  before  hia  lord, 
The  ocean  hath  do  blast ; 

His  great  bright  eye  moat  silently 
Up  to  the  moon  is  cast—  ■ 

If  he  may  know  which  way  to  go; 
For  she  guides  him  smooth  or  grim. 
See,  brother,  seel  how  graciously 
She  looketh  down  od  him.' 

FtKST   TOICB, 

i-'Biit  why  drives  on  that  ship  so  fast^ 
t  Witliootor  wave  or  wind?' 


I      Fly,  brother,  fly!   more  high,  more 

!.  high  1 

Or  we  shall  be  belsted ; 

For  slow  and  slow  that  ship  will  go, 

WheD  the  mar iiivr's  trance  is  abated.' 

1^  I  woke,  aDd  we  were  sailiDg  od 

1  la  As  in  a  geDtle  weather ; 

Ui'  T  was  night,  calm  nightr— the  mooD 

^  was  high ; 

■     The  dead  men  stood  together. 

All  stood  together  ou  the  deck, 
For  a  charael-dungcoD  fitter ; 
All  fixed  on  me  their  stony  eyes, 
That  in  the  moon  did  glitter 

The  psog,  the  curse,  with  which  they 

Had  DOTOT  passed  away; 

I  eodd  not  draw  my  eyes  from  tlieira, 

Kor  tan  them  ap  to  praj. 


I  viewed  the  oceaD  greoD, 

And  looked  far  forth,  yet  little  saw 

Of  what  had  else  been  seen — 

Like  one  that  on  a  lonesome  road 

Doth  walk  in  fear  and  dread, 

And,    having   once    turned    round, 

walks  on. 
And  turns  no  more  his  head ; 
Becaose  he  knows  a  frightful  fiend 
Doth  close  behind  him  tread. 


But  » 


n  there  breathed  a  wind  u 


Nor  Boand  nor  motion  mode ; 
Its  path  was  not  upon  the  sea, 
In  ripple  or  in  shade. 

It  raised  my  hair,  it  fanned  my  cheek. 
Like  a  meadow -gale  of  spring — 
It  mingled  strangely  with  my  fean^ 

Yet  it  fult  like  a  welcoming. 

Swiftly,  swiftly  flew  the  ship, 
Yet  siie  sailed  softly  too ; 
Sweetly,  sweetly  blew  the  brecM — 
On  me  alone  it  blew. 

Oh !  dream  of  joyi  is  this  indeed 

Tlie  light-bouse  top  1  see  ?  And  the 

Is  this  the  hill)  is  this  the  kirk?  "i^^^ 

Is  this  mine  own  countree  ?  hS^ail 

We  drifted  o'er  tlio  harbor-bar, 
And  1  witli  sobs  did  pray — 
Oh  let  me  be  awake,  my  God  1 
Or  let  me  sleep  alway. 

The  hurbor-bay  was  clear  as  glass, 
So  smoothly  it  was  strewn ! 
And  on  the  bay  the  moonlight  lay. 
And  the  ^-hadow  of  the  moon. 

The  rock  shone  bright,  the  kirk  no 

That  stands  above  the  rock ; 

The  moonUgM  8leep«4'm  6\\u\ivum» 

The  ateadr  weuthercock. 
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rbeanfftl- 
0  spirits 
eave  the 
dead  bod- 


es. 


And  tip- 
pear  in 
their  owr. 
forms  of 
Ugbt 


I  he  h»?r- 
idt  of  the 

KOOA 


And  the  bay  was  wliite  with  silent 

light 
Till,  rising  from  the  same, 
'Full    many    shapes,    that    shadows 

were. 
In  crimson  colors  came. 

A  little  distance  from  the  prow 
Those  crimson  shadows  were ; 
I  turned  my  eyes  upon  the  deck — 

0  Christ  I  what  saw  I  there ! 

Each  corse  lay  flat,  lifel»^«i3  and  flat ; 
And,  by  the  holy  rood ! 
A  man  all  light,  a  seraph-man. 
On  everv  corse  there  stood. 

This  seraph-band,   each  waved  his 

hand — 
It  was  a  heavenly  sight  I 
They  stood  as  signals  to  the  land, 
Each  one  a  lovely  light ; 

This  seraph-band,  each  waved  his 

hand; 
No  voice  did  they  impart — 
No  voice ;  but  oh !  the  silence  sfink 
Like  music  on  my  heart. 

But  soon  I  heard  the  dash  of  oars, 

1  hoard  the  pilot's  cheer ; 

My  head  was  turned  perforce  away. 
And  I  saw  a  boat  appear. 

The  pilot  and  the  pilot's  boy, 
I  heard  them  coming  fast ; 
Dear  Lord  in  heaven  I  it  was  a  joy 
The  dead  men  could  not  blast. 

I  saw  a  third — I  heard  his  voice ; 
It  is  the  hermit  good  I 
lie  singeth  loud  his  godly  hymn- 
That  he  makes  in  the  wood; 
He'll  shrieve  my  soul — he'll  wash 

away 
The  albatross's  blood. 

PAIJT    VII. 

Tnis  Iiermit  good  lives  in  that  wood 
Which  slopes  down  to  the  sea. 
How  loudly  his  sweet  voice  he  rears  I 
He  loves  to  talk  with  marineres 
That  come  from  a  far  counUee. 


He  kneels  at  mom,  and  noon,  and 

eve — 
He  hath  a  cushion  plump ; 
It  is  the  moss  that  wholly  hides 
The  rotted  old  oak-stamp. 

The  skiff-boat  nearod — ^I  heard  them 

talk: 
*  Why,  this  is  strange,  I  trow ! 
Where  are  tliose  lights,  so  many  and 

fair. 
That  signal  made  but  now  ?  * 

'  Strange,  by  my  faith!'  the  hermit ^WJ* 
said—  ihipvtt 

^And  they  answered  not  our  cheer  I 
The  planks  looked  warped!  and  see 

those  sidls, 
How  thin  they  are  and  sere  1 
I  never  saw  aught  like  to  them, 
Unless  perchance  it  were 

Brown  skeletons  of  leaves  that  lag 

My  forest-brook  along, 

When  the  ivy-tod   is  heayy  with 

snow. 
And  the  owlet  whoops  to  the  wolf 

below. 
That  eats  the  she-wolf's  young.' 

^  Dear  Lord !  it  hath  a  fiendish  look,' 
The  pilot  made  reply — 
'  I  am  a-feared ' — *  Push  on,  push  on ! ' 
Said  the  hermit  cheerily. 

The  boat  came  closer  to  the  ship. 
But  I  nor  spake  nor  stirred ; 
The  boat  came  close  beneath  tne  ship, 
And  straight  a  sound  was  heard : 


Under  the  water  it  rumbled  on, 
Still  louder  and  more  dread ; 
It  reached  tlie  ship,  it  split  the  bay — 
Tlie  ship  went  down  like  lead. 


The  ill? 

snddeaiy 
blnketk 


Stunned  by  that  loud  and  dreadful  The  a- 
sound,  inerli 

Which  sky  and  ocean  smote,  {J^  ^. 

Like  one  that  hath  been  seven  days  ^^^ 
drowned 

My  body  lay  afloat ; 

But,  swift  as  dreams,  myself  I  foand 

Ni\W\\Tv  U\ft  ^Uot'a  boat. 


BIHE  OP  THK  ANOIENT   KABIKEB. 


Upon  the  whirl  where  Banic  the  abip 
The  bo&t  span  ronod  and  round; 
And  all  woe  still,  save  that  the  hill 
Vaa  telling  of  the  soand. 

1  moved  raj  lips — the  pilot  shrielced 
And  fell  down  in  a  St ; 
The  holy  hermit  raised  his  eyes, 
And  prayed  where  he  did  ait 

I  took  &>e  oan;  the  pilot's  boy, 

Who  DOW  doth  crazy  go, 

Langhed  loud  and  long;   and  all  the 

£ia  eyea  went  to  and  fro : 

'Hal  hal'  qaoth  he,  'full  pldn  I 

see, 
The  devil  knows  how  to  row,' 


And  now,  all  tn  my  own  oonntree, 

I  stood  on  the  firm  land  I 

The  hennit  stepped  forth  from  the 

And  ocarcely  he  could  »tand. 


'  Oh  shrieTO  ii: 


,  shrieve  i 


,   holy 


The  hennit  crossed  his  brow : 
'    'Say  qnick,'  quoth  he,  'I  bid  thee 

What  manner  of  man  art  thon! 

Forthwith  tliia  frame  of  mine 

wrenched 
With  a  woful  agony. 
Which  forced  me  to  begin  my  tale — 
And  then  it  left  me  free. 


"  Since  then,  at  a 
f   That  agony  returns; 
("'And  till  my  ghastly  tale  is  told 
IJ.  This  heart  within  me  bums. 

I'    1  pass,  like  night,  from  land  to  land : 
I  hftve  strange  power  of  speei^ ; 
That  moment  that  his  face  I  see 
I  knov  tlie  man  that  most  hear  me— 
To  Um  "V  ^^  ^  teacb. 


What  loud  uproar  borsta  from  that 

The  wedding-guests  are  tliere; 
But  in  the  gordcn-bowor  the  bride 
And  brido-malda  singing  are ; 
And  hark  the  little  vesper  bell, 
Which  biddeth  me  to  prayer! 

O    wedding-guest!    this  soul  batli 

Alone  on  a  wide,  wide  sea — 

So  lonely  't  waa,  tliat  God  himself 

Scarce  seemed  there  to  be. 

Oh  sweeter  tima  the  marriage-feast, 
T  ia  sweeter  far  to  me, 
To  walk  together  to  the  kirk 
With  a  goodly  company  I — 

To  walk  together  to  the  kirk, 

And  all  together  pray. 

While  each   to  his  great  Father 

Old    men,  and    babes,  and    loving 

friends. 
And  yonths  and  maidens  gay  1 


Farewell!  farewell t  but  tliis  I 
To  thee,  thou  wedding-guest ! 
lie  prayeth  well  who  loveth  u 
Botl)  inan  and  bird  and  beast. 


'«   ".Tffl 


He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best       d 
All  things  both  great  and  small ; 
For  the  dear  God  who  loveth  us, 
lie  raode  and  loveth  all." 

The  mariner,  whose  eje  ia  bright. 

Whose  beard  with  ago  is  hoar, 

Is  gone.     And   now   the   wedding 

Tamed  from  tlio  bridegroom's  dour 

He  wont  like  one  that  hath  been 

stunued. 
And  is  of  sense  forlorn ; 
A  sadder  and  a  wiser  man 
lie  rose  ttie  morrow  moni. 
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KUBLA  KIIAX. 

In  Xanadu  did  Kubla  Khan 
A  stately  pleasure-dome  decree 
Where  Alph,  the  sacred  river,  ran, 
Through  caverns  measureless  to  man, 
Down  to  a  sunless  sea. 
So  t\nce  five  miles  of  fertile  ground 
With  walls  and  towers  were  girdled  round ; 
And  there  were  gardens,  bright  with  sinuous 

rills, 
Where  blossomed  many  an  incense-bearing 

tree; 
And  here  were  forests  ancient  as  the  hills, 
Enfolding  sunny  spots  of  greenery. 

But  oh  I  that  deep  romantic  chasm,  which 

slanted 
Down  the  green  hill  atliwart  a  cedarn  cover  1 
A  savage  place !  as  holy  and  enchanted 
As  o^er  beneatli  a  waning  moon  was  haunted 
By  woman  wailing  for  her  demon-lover  I 
•And  from  this  chasm,  with  ccjiseless  turmoil 

seetliing. 
As  if  this  earth  in  fast  thick  pants  were 

breathing, 
A  mighty  fountain  momently  was  forced. 
Amid  wlioso  swift,  hah-intermitted  burst 
Huge  fragments  vaulted  like  rebounding  hail, 
Or  chafiy  grain  beneath  the  thresher's  flail ; 
And  'mid  these  dancing  rocks  at  once  and 

ever 
It  flung  up  momently  the  sacred  river. 
Five  miles,  meandering  with  a  mazy  motion 
Through  woo<l  and  dale,  the   sacred   river 

ran — 
Then  reached  the  caverns  measureless  to  man. 
And  sank  in  tumult  to  a  lifelesri  ocean ; 
And  'mid  this  tumult  Kubla  lieard  from  far 
Ancestral  voices  prophesying  war. 

The  shadow  of  the  dome  of  pleasure 
Floated  midway  on  the  waves, 
Where  was  heard  the  mingled  measure 
From  the  fountain  and  the  caves. 
It  was  a  miracle  of  rare  device — 
A  sunny  pleasure-dome  with  caves  of  ice  I 
A  damsel  with  a  dulcimer 
la  a  visioa  once  I  saw ; 


I  was  an  AbyssiDuui  maid, 
And  on  her  dulcimer  ghe  placed, 
Singing  of  Mount  Abora. 
Could  1  revive  within  me 
Her  sympliony  and  song. 
To  such  a  deep  delight 't  would  win  m 
That,  with  music  lond  and  long, 
I  would  bmld  that  dome  in  air — 
That  sunny  dome  I  those  cares  of  ice! 
And  all  who  hoard  should  see  them  then 
And  all  should  cry,  Beware  I  beware 
His  flashuig  eyes,  his  floating  hair! 
Weave  a  circle  round  him  thrice, 
And  close  your  eyes  with  holy  dreid, 
For  he  on  lioney-dew  hath  fed, 
And  drunk  the  milk  of  Paradise. 

&AXUEL  TaTLOB  OoUBBtt 


THE  RAVEN. 

OxoE,  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  while  I  poo 

dered,  weak  and  weary, 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  curious  Yolame  ol 

forgotten  lore — 
While  I  nodded,  nearly  napping,  eaddeal 

there  came  a  tapping, 
As  of  some  one  gently  rapping,  rapping  t 

my  chamber  door : 
"  T  is"  some  visitor,"  I  muttered,  "  tapping  i 

my  chamber  door — 

Only  this,  and  nothing  more." 

Ah,  distinctly  I  remember !    it  was  in  tl 

bleak  December, 
And  each  separate  dyiug  ember  wrought  i 

ghost  upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  I  wished  the  morrow ;  vainly  I  bi 

tried  to  borrow 
From  mv  books  surcease  of  sorrow — soinr 

for  the  lost  Lenore— 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom  rt 

angels  name  Lenore — 

Nameless  here  for  evermore. 

And  the  silken,  sad,  uncertain  nutling  o 

each  purple  curtain 
Thrille<l  me — filled  me  with  fantastic  terroi 
\         wxiv^it  f^alt  before ; 


THE    RATEN. 


9  tbfti  now,  to  still  tbe  beating  of  in;  heart, 

I  Htood  repeating, 
*T  is  some  risitor  entreating  entranoe  at  mj 

chamber  door — 
Nne  late  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  mj 

chamber  door;— 

TliiB  it  is,  and  nothing  more." 

reecotlf  tn^  mdI  grew  stronger;  hesitating 

tbcQ  no  longer, 
Kr,"  said  1,  "  or  madam,  tmlj  your  for^ve- 

nesa  I  implore ; 
at  the  &ct  b  I  was  napping,  and  ao  gentlj 

fon  came  rapping, 
nd  ao  faintlf  jon  came  tapping,  tapping  at 

my  charober  door, 
hat  I  scarce  was  snre  I  heard  70a," — here 

1  opened  wide  the  door : 

Darkness  there,  and  nothing  morel 

leep  into  that  darkneee  peering,  long  1  stood 
there  wondering,  fearing^ 

onbling,  dreaming  dreams  no  mortal  ever 
dared  to  dream  I>efore ; 

nt  the  slence  was  nnbroken,  and  the  dark- 
ness gave  no  token, 

nd  the  only  word  there  spoken   was   tlie 
whispered  word,  "  Lcnore  I  " 

Ilia  I  whispered,  and  an  echo  murmured 
bock  the  word  "  Lcnore ! " 

Meielj  this,  and  nothing  more. 

len  into  the  chamber  turning,  all  m;  sout 
within  me  burning, 

wn   I  heard  again  a  tapping,  somewhat 
louder  than  before ; 

Surely,"  said  I,  "  surely  tiat  is  something 
at  my  window  lattice ; 

tt  me  see,  then,  what  thereat  is,  and  this 
mystery  explore— 

et  my  heart  be  still  a  moment,  and  this  mys- 
tery expl<»re  ;— 

TIs  the  wind,  and  nothing  more!  " 

tpen  here  I  flnng  tlie  shatter,  when,  with 

many  a  flirt  and  flutter, 
n  there  stepped  a  stately  roTcn  of  il.e  saintly 

dajiof  ycro; 


Not  the  least  obeisance  made  be ;  not  an  in- 
stant stopped  or  stayed  he ; 

But,  with  mien  of  lord  or  lady,  perched  above 
my  chamber  door — 

Perched  upon  a  bust  of  Pallas,  just  above  my 
chamber  door — 

Perched,  and  sat,  and  nothing  more 

Then  this  ebony  bird  begQiliog  my  sad  &ncy 

into  smiling. 
By  the  grave  and  stem  dccomm  of  the  conn- 

tenance  it  wore; 
"  Though  thj  creet  be  shom  and  shaven, 

thou,"  I  said,  "  art  sure  no  craven — 
Ghastly,  grim,  and  ancient  raven,  wandering 

from  the  nightly  shore — 
Tell  me  what  thy  lordly  name  is  on  the  night's 

Flntonian  shore  I" 

Qaoth  the  raven  "Nevermore," 

Mnch  I  marvelled  this  ungainly  fowl  to  hear 

disconree  bo  plainly — 
Hiough  its  answer  little  meaning,  little  rcle- 

voncy  bore ; 
For  we  cannot  help  agreeing  that  no  liiing 

human  bcmg 
Ever  yet  was  blessed  with  seeing  bird  above 

liis  chamber  door — 
Bird  or  bca^it  upon  the  scnlptnrcd  bust  above 

Ilia  chamber  door, 

^Vith  snch  name  as  "  Nevermore." 

But  Iho  raven,  »tting  lonely  on  the  placid 

bust,  spoke  only 
That  one  word,  as  if  his  soul  in  that  one  word 

he  did  outpour. 
Nothing  farther    then    he    uttered — not  a 

feather  then  he  fluttered — 
Till  I  scarcely  more  than  mattered,  "Otner 

friends  have  flown  before — 
On  the  morrow  lie  will  leave  me,  as  my  hopes 

have  flown  before." 

Then  the  bird  said  "  Nevermore.'' 


Startled  at  the  stillness  broken  by  reply  w 

npfly  spoken, 
"  Donblless,"  said  1, "  w^isA  W  ^V-Xiw*  \*  ^ 

onlj  Btoclt  (in^  store — 
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Caught  from  some  onhappj  master,  whom 

nnmercifal  disaster 
Followed  fast  and  followed  faster,  till  his 

soDgs  one  burden  bore — 
Till  the  dirges  of  his  hope  the  melancholy 

burden  bore 

Of  *  Never — Nevermore.' " 


But  the  raven  still  beguiling  all  my  sad  soul 
into  smiling, 

Straight  I  wheeled  a  cushioned  seat  in  front 
of  bird,  and  bust  and  door ; 

Then  upon  the  velvet  sinking,  I  betook  my- 
self to  linking 

Fancy  unto  fancy,  thinking  what  this  ominous 
bird  of  yore — 

What  this  grim,  ungainly,  ghastly,  gaunt  and 
ominous  bird  of  yore 

Meant  in  croaking  *•  Nevermore." 


This  I  sat  engaged  in  guessing,  but  no  sylla- 
ble expressing 

To  the  fowl,  whose  fiery  eyes  now  bnmed 
into  my  bosom's  core ; 

This,  and  more,  1  sat  divining,  with  my  head 
at  ease  reclining 

On  the  cushion's  velvet  lining  that  the  lamp- 
light gloated  o'er ; 

But  whose  velvet  violet  lining,    with   the 
lamplight  gloating  o'er, 

She  sliall  press — ah,  never  more ! 

Then,  methought^  the  air  grew  denser,  per- 
fumed from  an  unseen  censer 

Swung  by  angel^i,  whose  faint  foot-falls  tinkled 
on  the  tufted  floor. 

"  Wretch  I  "  I  cried,  "  thy  God  hath  lent  thee, 
by  these  angels  he  hath  sent  thee. 

Respite — respite    and    nepenthe    from    thy 
memories  of  Lenore ! 

Quaff,  oh  <juaff  tliis  kind  nepenthe,  and  for- 
get this  lost  Lenore !  " 

Quoth  the  raven,  "  Nevermore." 


'*  Prophet  I  "  said  I,  *'  thing  of  evil ! — ^prophet 

still,  if  bird  or  devil ! 
Wliether  tempter  sent,  or  whether  tempest 

tofsed  thee  here  ashore— 


Desolate,  yet  all  undamited,  on  this  de 

land  enchanted, 
On  this  homo  by  horror  hsunted— teD 

truly,  I  implore— 
Is  there— 4s  there  balm  in  Gilead?  tdi  n 

tell  me,  I  implore  1 " 

Quoth  the  raven,  '*  Neyermore.^ 


"  Prophet  1  "  8wd  I,  "  thing  of  evil  I— pro 

still,  if  bird  or  devil  I 
By  that  heaven  that  bends  above  ns— by 

God  we  both  adore — 
Tell  this  sonl  with  sorrow  laden  i(  within 

distant  Aidenn, 
It  shall  dasp  a  sainted  nuoden  whom  the 

gels  name  Lenore — 
Clasp  a  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom 

angels  name  Lenore." 

Quoth  the  raven,  **  Nevermore.' 


**  Be  that  word  onr  sign  of  parting,  bird 

fiend  I  "  I  shrieked,  npstarting — 
*^Get  thee  back  into  the  tempest  and 

night's  Plutonian  shore  I 
Leave  no  black  plnme  as  a  token  of  tbaS 

thy  soul  hath  spoken ! 
Leave  my  loneliness    unbroken! — quit 

bust  above  my  door  I 
Take  thy  beak  from  out  my  heart,  and  1 

thy  form  from  off  my  door  I  " 

Quoth  the  raven,  "  Nevermore." 


And  the  raven,  never  flitting,  still  is  sitt 

still  is  sitting 
On  the  pallid  bust  of  Pallas  just  above 

chamber  door ; 
And  his  eyes  have  all  the  seemiug  of  a 

mon's  that  is  dreaming, 
And  the  lamplight,  o'er  him  streaming,  thr 

his  shadow  on  the  floor ; 
And  mv  soul  from  ont  that  shadow  that 

floating  on  the  floor 

Shall  be  lifted — nevermore! 

EXWAM  AUJL5  I* 


THE    FAIRY    TBOSA. 
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THE    FAffiY    THORN. 

UI    UIBTBR  BALLID, 

rt  Dp,  onr  Anna  dear,  from  the  wearj 

■pioniag  wheel ; 
jT  vow  father  'b  on  the  hill,  and  your 

mother  is  asleep ; 
le  op  above  the  crags,  and  we  11  dance  a 

highland  reel 
round  the  fury  tbom  on  the  Bt«ep." 

^na  Grace's  door 't  was  thna  the  moideoB 

ori«i, 
liree  merry  maidciia  fur,  in  kirtlea  of  the 

green; 
1  Anna  liud  the  »ock  and  the  weary  wheel 

aside, 
he  fairest  of  the  four,  I  ween. 

J  're  glancioR  throngb  the  glimmer  of  the 

qniet  eve, 
.H-ay  in  milk;  wavinga  of  Qeok  and  ankle 

'  heary-aliding  stream  in  ita  sleepy  song 

they  leave, 
,ud  the  orag»  in  the  ghostly  air ; 

1  IiDking  hand  in  hand,  and  ainging  oa 

they  go, 
he  maids  along  the  hill-»de  have  ta'en 

their  fearlcBs  way,    ■ 
they  come  to  where  the  rowan  trees  in 

lovely  beauty  grow 
lende  the  Fairy  Uawthom  grny. 

I  hawthorn  stands  bctiveea  the  ashes  toll 

and  slim, 
Jke  matron  with  lier  twin  grnnd-danghters 

at  her  knee ; 
)  rowan  berries  cloHtcr  o'er  her  low  head 

gray  and  dim 
n  roddy  kisses  sweet  to  sec. 

e  merrr  maidens  fonr  have  ranged  them 

:tetveen  each  lovely  conplo  a  stalely  towbd 

d  away  in  mazes  wavy  like  skimming  birds 

they  go, 
nil,  never  caroU'd  bird  liko  them  f 


But  solemn  is  the  ulcnce  of  the  ^very  ha» 
That  drinks  away  their  voices  in  echolesf 

And  dreamily  the  evening  has  stilled  the 
bannted  braes. 
And  dreamier  the  gloaming  grows. 

And  sinking  one  by  one,  like  lark-notea  frowi 

When  tbe  falcon's  shadow  swieth  across 
the  open  shaw, 
Are  hash'd  tbe  maidens'  voicee,  as  cowering 
down  they  lie 
In  the  Sutter  of  their  sadden  awe. 

For,  from  the  lur  Lbove,   and    the  grassy 
groan d  beneath. 
And  from  the  monntain-oshes  and  the  old 
white  thorn  between, 
A  power  of  funt  enohantment  doth  through 
their  beings  breathe, 
And  they  sink  down  together  on  the  green. 

They  Nok  logetlicr,  silent,  and  stealing  side 

hy  ude. 
They  fling  tlieir  lovely  arms  o'er  their 

drooping  necks  so  fair, 
Then  vainly  strive  again  their  naked  arms  to 

For  Uieir  elirinking  necks  again  are  bare. 

Thus  elasp'd  and  prostrate  all,  with  theii 
heads  together  bow'd. 
Soil  o'er  their  bosoms  beating — the  only 
hnman  sound — 
They  hear  the  silky  footstepi  of  the  silent 
fairy  crowd. 
Like  a  river  in  the  air,  gliding  round. 

Nor  scream  can  any  raise,  nor  proyer  con 
any  aoy. 
But  wild,  wild,  the  terror  of  (he  speechless 

For  they  feci  fair  Anna  Grace  drawn  silently 
away. 
By  whom  they  dare  not  look  tc  see. 

They  feel  their  tresses  twine  with  her  partiu)! 
locks  of  gold. 
And  the  carls  elastic  foiling  ts&  Vi«i  \\«Aa 
withdraw  t; 
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They  feel  her  sliding  arms  from  their  tranced 
arms  an  fold, 
But  thej  dare  not  look  to  see  the  cause : 

For  heavy  on  their  senses  the  faint  enchant- 
ment lies 
Through  all  that  night  of  anguish  and 
perilous  amaze ; 
And  neither  fear  nor  wonder  can  ope  their 
quivering  eyes 
Or  their  limbs  from  the  cold  ground  raise. 

Till  out  of  night  tlie  earth  has  rolled  her 
dewy  side, 
With  every  haunted  mountain  and  streamy 
vale  below ; 
When,  as  the  mist  dissolves  in  the  yellow 
morning-tide, 
The  maidens*  trance  dissolveth  so. 

Then  fly  the  ghastly  three  as  swiftly  as  they 
may, 
And  tell  their  tale  of  sorrow  to  anxious 
friends  in  vain — 
They  pined  away  and  died  within  the  year 
and  day. 
And  ne'er  was  Anna  Grace  seen  again. 

Samitel  Fergitson. 


TEE  LEGEND  OF   TIIE  STEPMOTHER. 


As  I  lay  :usleop,  as  I  lay  asleep. 

Under  the  grains  jis  I  lay  so  deep, 

As  I  lay  asleep  in  my  cotton  sork 

Under  the  shiwle  of  Our  Lady's  kirk, 

I  wakened  up  in  the  dead  of  night, 

I  wakened  up  in  my  death-sork  white, 

^Vnd  I  heard  a  cry  from  far  away, 

And  I  know  the  voice  of  my  daughter  May : 

*' Mother,  mother,  come  hither  to  me! 

Mother,  mother,  come  hither  and  see! 

Mother,  mother,  mother  dear, 

Another  mother  is  sitting  here : 

My  body  is  bruiaed,  and  in  pain  I  cry. 

On  straw  in  the  darkness  afraid  I  lie ; 

I  thirst  and  hunger  for  drink  and  meat. 

And  mother,  mother,  to  sleep  were  sweet !  " 

[  heard  the  cry,  though  my  grave  was  deep, 

A  ad  awoke  from  sleep,  and  awoke  from  sleep. 


n. 
I  awoke  from  sleep,  I  awoke  from  deep, 
Up  I  rose  from  my  grave  so  deep ; 
The  earth  was  black,  but  overhead 
The  stars  were  yellow,  the  moon  was  red; 
And  I  walked  along  all  white  and  thin, 
And  lifted  the  latoh  and  entered  in. 
And  reached  the  chamber  as  dark  as  nigfal) 
And  thoogh  it  was  dark  my  face  was  viutt 
"  Mother,  mother,  I  look  on  thee ! 
Mother,  mother,  yon  frighten  me  I 
Por  yonr  cheeks  are  thin,  and  jour  hair  a 

grayl" 
But  I  smiled,  and  kissed  her  fears  away, 
I  smoothed  her  hair  and  I  sang  a  song^ 
And  on  my  knee  I  rocked  her  long : 
**  0  mother,  mother,  sing  low  to  me ; 
I  am  sleepy  now,  and  I  cannot  see  I  *' 
I  kissed  her,  but  I  could  not  weep, 
And  she  went  to  sleep,  she  went  to  tde^ 

m. 

As  we  lay  asleep,  as  we  lay  asleep, 
My  May  and  I,  in  our  grave  so  deep, 
As  we  lay  asleep  in  onr  midnight  mirk, 
Under  the  shade  of  Our  Lady's  kirk, 
I  wakened  up  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Tliough  May  my  daughter  lay  warm  and 

white, 
And  I  heard  the  cry  of  a  little  one. 
And  I  knew 't  was  the  voice  of  Hugh  my  son: 
**  Mother,  mother,  come  hither  to  me  I 
Mother,  mother,  come  hither  and  see ! 
Mother,  motlier,  mother  dear. 
Another  mother  is  sitting  here : 
My  body  is  bruised  and  my  heart  is  sad, 
But  I  speak  my  mind  and  call  them  bad; 
I  thirst  and  hunger  night  and  day, 
And  were  I  strong  I  would  fly  away !  " 
I  heard  the  cry,  though  my  grave  was  deep^ 
And  awoke  from  sleep,  and  awoke  from  sleep 

IT. 

I  awoke  from  sleep,  I  awoke  from  sleep, 
Up  I  rose  from  my  grave  so  deep : 
The  earth  was  black,  but  overhead 
The  stars  were  yellow,  the  moon  was  red ; 
And  I  walked  along  all  white  and  thin, 
And  lifted  the  latch  and  entered  in. 
*' Mother,  mother,  and  art  thou  heref 
\  \  \axo^  'SOWS  ^wi^^  w\d  1  feftl  no  fear  • 


THE    DJIN'NS. 


me,  mother,  and  kiss  1117  check, 
li  I  am  wearj  and  acre  and  weak," 
othed  fais  hair  with  a  motber'e  joj, 
le  laughed  alond,  my  own  brave  boy; 
Ml  and  held  him  on  my  breast, 
him  a  song,  and  bode  him  rest. 
:bcr,  mother,  ung  low  to  me ; 
ilMpy  now  and  I  cannot  see  I  " 
ed  him  and  I  could  not  weep, 
!  went  to  sleep,  as  he  went  to  sleep. 


lay  asleep,  as  Ilay  aaleep, 
my  girl  and  boy  in  my  grave  so  deep, 
lay  asleep,  I  woke  in  fear, 
te,  but  awoke  not  my  children  dear, 
beard  a  cry  to  low  and  weak 
a  tiny  voice  tbnl  t-niM  not  speak ; 
rd  the  cry  of  a  liim:  ouc, 
aim  that  conld  neither  talk  nor  run, 
ttle,  little  one,  nncaressed 
mg  for  lock  of  the  milk  of  the  breast ; 
I  rose  from  aloep  and  entered  in, 
found  my  little  one  pioched  and  thin, 
crooned  a  song  and  hashed  its  moan, 
put  its  lips  to  my  white  breastbone; 
the  rod,  red  moon  that  lit  the  plare 
.  white  to  look  at  the  Uttlc  face, 
I  kiaaed  and  kissed,  and  I  conld  not 

went  to  sleep,  as  it  went  to  sleep. 


lay  asleep,  as  it  by  asleep, 
it  donn  in  the  darkness  deep, 
ithed  its  limbs  and  laid  it  out, 
drew  the  cnrUuns  aronnd  nliont ; 

into  the  dark,  dark  room  I  hied 
■e  he  loy  awake  at  the  woman's  side, 
thoogb  the  chamber  was  black  as  night, 
iw  my  face,  for  it  was  so  white ; 
■^  in  his  eyes,  and  he  shrieked  in  poiD, 
I  know  he  wonld  never  sleep  agnin, 
hacU  to  my  grave  went  silently, 
soon  my  baby  was  brought  to  me ; 
on  and  daughter  be.side  me  rest, 
ittle  baby  is  on  my  breast; 
3«d  is  warm,  and  our  grave  is  deep, 
i«  cannot  ileep,  he  cannot  sleep. 


THEDJINNS. 

Tows,  tower. 
Shore,  deep. 
Where  lower 
Gouds  steep ; 
Waves  gray 
Whore  play 
Winds  gay — 
All  asleep. 

Hark !  a  sound. 
Far  and  slight. 

Breathes  aronnd 
On  the  night — 
High  and  higher. 
Nigh  and  nighcr, 
Like  a  fire 
Roaring  bright. 

Now  on  it  is  sweeping 
With  rattling  beat, 
Like  dwarf  imp  leaping 
In  gallop  fleet ; 
lie  flies,  he  prances, 
In  frdio  fimcies — 
On  wave-crest  dances 
With  pattering  feet. 

Hark,  tlie  rising  swell. 
With  each  nearer  burst ! 
UketbetollofbeU 
Of  a  convent  cursed ; 
Like  the  billowy  roar 
On  a  storm-lasbcd  sliore — 
Now  hushed,  now  once  more 
Uaddoning  to  its  worsL 

0  God!  the  deadly  sound 
Of  the  4iinns'  fearful  cry  1 
Quick,  'neatb  the  spiral  round 
Of  the  deep  staircase,  fly  1 
Sec,  see  our  lamplight  fade ! 
Aod  of  the  balustrade 
Mounts,  mounts  the  circling  shade 
Up  to  the  ceiling  high  I 

Tis  the  djinns'  wild -streaming  swaim 
Whistling  in  their  tempest-flight ; 
Snap  th«  ld\  7Bwa''liftB>^\  *&*  Awns 
Iik«  a  puio-&ttm«  Qn(Ai2aa%^>A^A.\ 
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Swift  aud  heavy,  low,  their  orowi 
Through  the  heaveii»  inoijing  loud  I — 
Like  a  lurid  thunder-dond 
With  its  bolt  of  fiery  night ! 

'RsL !  they  are  on  ns,  close  without  I 
Shut  tight  the  shelter  where  we  lie  I 
With  hideous  din  the  monster  rout, 
Dragon  and  vampire,  fill  the  sky  I 
The  loosened  rafter  overhead 
Trembles  and  bends  like  quivering  reed ; 
Shakes  the  old  door  with  shuddering  dread, 
As  from  it's  rusty  hinge  't  would  fly  I 

Wild  cries  of  belli  voices  that  howl  and 

shriek! 
The  horrid  swarm  before  the  tempest  tossed — 
0   heaven! — descends   my  lowly  roof  to 

seek; 
Bends  the  strong  wall  beneath  the  ftirious 

host; 
Totters  tlie  house,  as  though — ^like  dry  leaf 

shorn 
From  autumn  bough  and  on  the  mad  blast 

borne — 
Up  from  its  deep  foundations  it  were  torn 
To  join  the  stormy  whirl    Ah  I  all  is  lost ! 

O  prophet!  if  thy  hand  but  now 

Save  from  these  foul  and  hellish  things, 

A  pilgrim  at  thy  shrine  I  '11  bow. 

Laden  with  pious  oflTerings. 

Bid  their  hot  breath  its  fierv  rain 

Stream  on  my  faithful  door  in  vain, 

Vainly  upon  my  blackened  pane 

Grate  the  fierce  claws  of  their  dark  wings! 

They  have  passed !— and  their  wild  legion 
Cease  to  thunder  at  my  door ; 
Fleeting  through  night's  rayless  region, 
Hither  they  return  no  more. 
Clanking  chains  and  sounds  of  woe 
Fill  the  forests  as  they  go ; 
And  tlie  tall  oaks  cower  low, 
Bent  their  flaming  flight  before. 


On !  on  I  the  storm  of  wings 
Bears  far  the  fiery  fear. 
Till  scarce  the  breeze  now  brlo^ 
Dim  murmurings  to  the  ear ; 
Like  locusts'  hmnming  hail, 
Or  thrash  of  tiny  flail 
Plied  by  the  pattering  haii 
On  some  old  roof-tree  near. 

Fainter  now  are  borne 
Fitful  murmurings  still ; 
As,  when  Arab  horn 
Swells  its  magic  peal, 
Shoreward  o^er  the  deep 
Fairy  voices  sweep, 
And  the  infant's  sleep 
Grolden  visions  filL 

Each  deadly  ^jii^Qi 
Daric  child  of  frigbt» 
Of  death  and  sin, 
Speeds  the  wild  flight. 
HfiTk,  the  dull  moan  I 
Like  the  deep  tone 
Of  ocean's  groan, 
Afu*,  by  night! 

More  and  more 
Fades  it  now, 
As  on  shore 
Ripples  flow- 
As  the  plaint, 
Far  and  faint. 
Of  a  sjunt, 
Murmured  low. 

Hark !  hist  I 

Around 

Hist! 

The  bounds 

Of  space 

All  traoe 

Eflace 

Of  sound. 

VicTom  Hvoa   (1^^ 
TmoAlaUonofJoinr  L,  CSxruLiTAii. 


PART   IX. 
^R  OF  SENTIMENT  AND  REFLECTION. 


HI' iw -drop,  add  UieD  iii  violet, 
le  From  the  gRiuiid  wilb  warm  raiu  "ti 
their  brealb  was  miied  with  Treab  odor,  rmjt 
a  the  lurf,  like  the  Toica  and  the  iDStrameu. 


Aod  the  naiad-like  lily  of  the  vale, 
Wboin  jautb  makea  lo  Tair  and  paiaioii  an  palp. 
That  the  1i|;h(  of  its  tremulaua  belli  ia  aeeu 
Thnjugli  (heir  par itioua  of  tender  green  ; 

And  Ibe  hjaciatb  purple,  and  while,  and  blu>', 
'Wbich  fiung  fh>m  ita  bella  a  awett  peat  anew 
or  music  ao  delicate,  noil,  and  intense, 
It  waa  felt  like  an  odur  within  the  acDie ; 

AtmI  tfar  rose  like  ■  nymph  (o  the  bath  addrmt 
Which  unteiled  (he  dep(hof  her  glowiDg  bteaat. 
Till,  fold  alter  fold,  to  the  fiuntiBg  air 
The  noul  of  her  beaut;'  and  Iots  la;  bar* ; 

And  the  waQd-like  lilj  which  liflad  op, 
As  a  nuBuad,  ita  mooDlight-cototwI  cup. 

Till  the  her;  atar,  which  ia  ita  tjt, 

(lazed  throujch  clear  dew  on  the  tender  ak;; 

.\tid  ihcJcuumiDe  foiiit,aDd  the  sweet  luberou'^ 
rhe  BiTceteiit  Bower  for  acent  that  blows ; 
i(iid  all  rare  bloiaomi  from  merj  dime 
Oinr  in  ihnt  Karden  in  perToct  prime. 


[S     OF    SENTIMENT   AND   REFLECTION 


EARTHLY  JOY  KETURN8  IN 
PADT." 

tren  in  the  first  momiDg, 

s  did  the  daj  up-Bpring, 

ing  BDe  bird  with  voice  np-plnlo : 

■thlj/  joi/  return*  t'n  pain, 

'.  bavc  mind  that  thou  maun  pass : 
her  that  thoa  are  but  ass,  [ashes,] 
II  in  a^s  return  again : 
Ml/ joy  retumt  inpain. 

lind  that  eild  aje  follows  joutb ; 
bllowfi  life  with  gaping  month, 
ing  &7iit  and  flonring  gmn : 
thly  joy  returnt  in  pain. 

,  wuildl;  gloir,  and  rich  arraj, 
bat  thorns  laid  in  thy  way, 
1  with  flowers  laid  in  ane  train : 
thlyjoy  return*  in  pain. 

lever  yet  May  so  fresh  and  Bre«n. 
iiiar  come  as  wnd  and  keen  ; 
ver  MO  dronth  bnt  atiis  come  r«n : 
•thlyjoy  rettinu  inpain. 

ur  unto  this  warld's  joy, 
rest  h«r  snceeeds  noy, 
ire  when  joy  may  not  remain, 
7  heir  saccedia  pain. 

ealth  retuTDB  in  seikness ; 
trth  retains  in  heaviness  ; 
a  dewrt,  fbreet  inpUin : 


I^^edom  returns  in  wretohednen, 
And  trnUi  returns  in  doubleneas. 
With  fenyeit  words  to  mak  men  fniu : 
Ali  earthlj/  joy  returTU  in  pain. 

VirtDe  retoTDis  mto  vice, 
And  honor  into  avarice ; 
With  covetice  ii  consdence  slain : 
All  earthly  joy  return*  inpain. 

Sen  earthly  joy  abidis  never, 
Work  for  the  joy  that  lasts  forever ; 
For  other  joy  is  all  bnt  vain : 
All  earthly  joy  return*  inpain. 


THE  L0BD8  OF  THTJIJE. 

Tns  lords  of  Thole  it  did  not  please 
That  Willegis  their  bishop  was ; 
For  he  was  a  wagoner's  son. 
And  they  drew,  to  do  him  scorn, 
Wheels  of  chalk  npon  the  wall; 
He  foand  then)  i     '      ' 

haU. 
Bnt  the  pions  Willegis 
Could  not  be  moved  to  bilternesa; 
Seeing  the  wheels  npon  the  wtdl, 
He  bade  his  servontg  a,  painter  call ; 
And  said, — ''  My  iriend,  paint  now  for  n 
On  every  wall,  that  I  may  see, 
A  wheel  of  white  in  a  field  of  red ; 
Underneath,  in  letters  plain  to  be  read— 
'  Willepa,  bishop  iio^  \j"l  tiani*, 
Fw^  not  whence  301  «en»^''  ■" 


in  chamber,  fonnd  thei/i  In 
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rhe  lords  of  Thule  were  full  of  shame — 
They  wiped  away  their  words  of  blame ; 
For  they  saw  that  scorn  and  jeer 
Oannot  wound  the  wise  man's  ear. 
And  all  the  bishops  that  after  him  came 
Quartered  the  wheel  with  their  arms  of  fame. 
Thus  came  to  pious  Willegis 

Glory  out  of  bitterness. 

AMONTvoua.    (German.) 
A  DODTmoos  Translation. 


BARCLAY  OF  URY. 

Up  the  streets  of  Aberdeen, 
By  the  kirk  and  college  green, 

Rode  the  laird  of  Ury ; 
Close  behind  him,  close  beside, 
Foul  of  mouth  and  evil-eyed, 

Pressed  the  mob  in  fury. 

Flouted  him  the  drunken  churl, 
Jeered  at  him  the  serving  ^rl, 

Prompt  to  please  her  master ; 
And  the  begging  oarlin,  late 
Fed  and  clothed  at  Ury's  gate, 

Cursed  him  as  he  passed  her. 

Yet  with  calm  and  stately  mien 
Up  the  streets  of  Aberdeen 

Came  he  slowly  riding ; 
And,  to  all  he  saw  and  heanl, 
Answering  not  with  bitter  word, 

Turning  not  for  chiding. 

Came  a  troop  with  broadswords  swinging, 
Bits  and  bridles  sharply  ringing. 

Loose,  and  free,  and  froward ; 
Quoth  the  foremost,  "  Ride  him  down  I 
Push   him!   prick  him  I     Through  the 

town 
Drive  the  Quaker  coward  I  " 

But  from  out  the  thickening  crowd 
Cried  a  sudden  voice  and  loud : 

**  Barclay  I   Ho!  a  Barclay!  " 
And  the  old  man  at  his  side 
Saw  a  comrade,  battle-tried. 

Scarred  and  sun-burned  darkly ; 

Who,  with  ready  weapon  bare, 
Fronting  to  the  troopers  there. 


Oried  aloud:  "Gfod  saveofl! 
Call  ye  coward  him  who  stood 
Ankle-deep  in  Lutzen^s  blood, 

With  the  brave  Gustavus? " 

"  NTay,  I  do  not  need  thy  sword. 
Comrade  mine,"  said  Ury's  lord; 

"  Put  it  up,  I  pray  theo; 
Passive  to  His  holy  will, 
Trust  I  in  my  Master  still, 

Even  though  He  slay  me. 

*^  Pledges  of  thy  love  and  Mth, 
Proved  on  many  a  field  of  death. 

.     Not  by  me  are  needed." 
Marvelled  much  that  henchman  b 
That  his  laird,  so  stout  of  old, 
Now  so  meekly  pleaded. 

"  Woe 's  the  day,"  he  sadly  said, 
With  a  slowly-shaking  head. 

And  a  look  of  pity ; 
"  Ury's  honest  lord  reviled, 
Mock  of  knave  and  sport  of  child, 

In  his  own  good  city  I 

"  Speak  the  word,  and,  master  mi 
As  we  charged  on  Tilly's  line, 

And  his  Walloon  lancers, 
Smiting  through  their  midst,  we  1 
Civil  look  and  decent  speech 

To  these  boyish  prancers!  " 

"  Marvel  not  mine  ancient  friend- 
Like  beginning,  like  the  end  I " 

Quoth  the  laird  of  Ury ; 
"  Is  the  sinftd  servant  more 
Than  his  gracious  Lord  who  bow 

Bonds  and  stripes  in  Jewry  ? 

"  Give  me  joy  that  in  His  name 
I  can  bear,  with  patient  frame. 

All  these  vain  ones  offer ; 
While  for  them  He  suffered  long, 
Shall  I  answer  wrong  with  wronj 

Scofling  with  the  scoffer? 

'^  Happier  I,  with  loss  of  all — 
Hunted,  outlawed,  held  in  thrall, 

With  few  friends  to  greet  m« 
Than  when  reeve  and  squire  wer 
Riding  out  from  Aberdeen 

^\tk  bsfed  heads  to  meet  m* 


HARMOSAN. 
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**  When  each  good  wife,  o'er  and  o'er, 
Blessed  me  as  1  passed  her  door ; 

And  the  snooded  daughter, 
Through  her  casement  glancing  down^ 
Smiled  on  him  who  hore  renown 

From  red  fields  of  slaughter. 

^  Hard  to  feel  the  stranger's  soofiT, 
Hard  the  old  friends'  falling  ofi^ 

Hard  to  learn  forgiving ; 
But  the  Lord  his  own  rewards, 
And  his  love  with  theirs  accords 

Warm,  and  fresh,  and  living. 

**  Through  this  dark  and  stormy  night 
Faith  beholds  a  feeble  light 

Up  the  blackness  streaking ; 
Knowing  God's  own  time  is  best. 
In  a  patient  hope  I  rest 

For  the  full  day-breaking  I  " 

So  the  laird  of  Ury  said, 
Taming  slow  his  horse's  head 

Towards  the  Tolbooth  prison, 
Where,  through  iron  gates,  he  heard 
Poor  disciples  of  the  Word 

Preach  of  Christ  arisen  I 

Not  in  vain,  confessor  old, 
Unto  ns  the  tale  is  told 

Of  thy  day  of  trial  I 
Every  age  on  him,  who  strays 
From  its  broad  and  beaten  ways. 

Pours  its  seven-fold  vial. 

Happy  he  whose  inward  ear 
Angel  comfortings  can  hear. 

O'er  the  rabble's  laughter ; 
And,  while  hatred's  fagots  burn. 
Glimpses  through  the  smoke  discern 

Of  the  good  hereafter. 

Knowing  this — that  never  yet 
Share  of  truth  was  vainly  sot 

In  the  world's  wide  fallow ; 
After  hands  shall  sow  the  seed. 
After  hands  from  hill  and  mead 

Heap  the  harvests  yellow. 

Thus,  with  somewhat  of  the  seer, 
ICnst  the  moral  pioneer 

From  the  future  borrow — 
Glothe  the  waste  with  dreams  of  grain, 
And,  on  midnight's  sky  of  rain. 

Paint  ^e  golden  morrow! 

JOHJt  OsEXXLMAr  Tf HJTrZXJI. 


HARMOSAN. 

Now  the  third  and  fatal  conflict  fur  the  Per- 
sian throne  was  done, 

And  the  Moslem's  fiery  valor  had  the  crown- 
ing victory  won. 

Harmosan,  the  last  and  boldest  the  invader 

to  defy, 
Captive,  overborne  by  numbers,  they  were 

bringing  forth  to  die. 

Then  exclaimed  that  noble  captive :  '*  Lo,  I 

perish  in  my  thirst ; 
Give  me  but  one  drink  of  water,  and  let  then 

arrive  the  worst  I  " 

In  his  hand  he  took  the  goblet :  but  a  while 
the  draught  forbore. 

Seeming  doubtftdly  the  purpose  of  the  foe- 
man  to  explore. 

Well  might  then  have  paused  the  bravest — 

for,  around  him,  angry  foes 
With  a  hedge  of  naked  weapons  did  tha 

lonely  man  enclose. 

**  But  what  fearest  thou  ?  "  cried  the  cjiliph 
*'  is  it,  friend,  a  secret  blow  ? 

Fear  it  not  I  our  gallant  Moslems  no  such 
treacherous  dealing  know. 

**  Thou  may'st  quench  thy  thirst  securely,  for 
thou  shalt  not  die  before 

Thou  hast  drunk  that  cup  of  water — this  re- 
prieve is  thine — no  more !  " 

Quick  the  satrap  dashed  the  goblet  down  to 

earth  with  ready  hand. 
And  the  liquid  sank  for  ever,  lost  amid  the 

burning  sand. 

"  Thou  hast  said  that  mine  my  life  is,  till  the 

water  of  that  cup 
I  have  dniined;  then  bid  thy  servants  thai 

spilled  water  gather  up  I  " 

For  a  moment  stood  the  caliph  as  by  doubt- 
ful passions  stirred — 

Tlien  exclaimed^  "Tot  erqct  ftajcto^  TSkxx'^  t^- 
ma\n  a  Tt\onaT<iV%  \iot^. 
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"  Bring  another  cup,  and  straightway  to  the 

noble  Persian  give : 
Drink,  I  said  before,  and  peri&L— aow  I  bid 

thee  drink  and  live ! '' 

BiOHABD  CBKarsvn;  Txxkch. 


BALDER. 

Balder,  the  white  son-god,  has  departed ! 

Beautiful  as  summer  dawn  was  he ; 
Loved  of  god?  and  men — the  royal-hearted 
Balder,  the  white  sun-god,  has  departed — 

Has  gone  home  where  all  the  brave  ones  be. 

For  the  tears  of  tlie  imperial  mother, 

For  a  universe  that  weeps  and  prays. 
Rides  Hermoder  forth  to  seek  his  brother — 
Rides  for  love  of  that  distressful  mother. 
Through  lead-colored  glens  and  cross-blue 
ways. 

With  the  howling  wind  and  raving  torrent, 

Nine  days  rode  he,  deep  and  deeper  down — 
Reached  the  vast  death-kingdom,  rough  and 

horrent, 
Reached  the  lonely  bridge  that  spans  the  tor- 
rent 
Of  the  moaning  river  by  Hell-town. 

There  he  found  the  ancieut  portress  stand- 
ing— 

Vexer  of  the  mind  and  of  the  heart : 
'*  Balder  came  this  way,"  to  his  demanding 
Cried  aloud  that  ancient  portress,  standing — 

'*  I>;il(lor  came,  but  Balder  did  depart; 

*  Here  he  could  not  dwell.     He  is  down  yon- 
der— 
Northward,  further,  in  the  death-realm  he." 
Rode  Hermoder  on  in  silent  wonder — 
Mane  of  Gold  fled  fast  and  rushed  down  yon- 
der I 
Brave  and  good  nmsS  young  Hermoder  be. 

For  he  leaps  sheer  over  Hela's  portal, 

Drops  into  the  huge  abyss  below. 
There  he  saw  the  beautiful  iomaortal — 
Saw  him.  Balder,  under  Hela^B  portal — 
Baw  hiw,  and  forg^ot  his  nain  aad  ^oe. 


^'  O,  my  Balder  I  have  I,  hAve  I  foimd 

Balder,  beautiful  as  summer  mom? 

0,  my  sun-god  I    hearts  of  heroes  c 

thee 
For  their  king ;  they  lost,  bat  now  bav 
thee; 
Gods  and  men  shall  not  be  left  forl< 


^^  Balder!  brother  I  the  Divine  hfts  van 

The  eternal  splendors  all  have  fled; 

Truth  and  love  and  nobleoess  are  ban 

The  heroic  and  divine  have  vanished 

Natore  has  no  god,  and  earth  lies  <] 

^Come  thon  back,  my  Balder— ki 
brother! 
Teach  the  hearts  of  men  to  love  th< 
Come  thon  back,   and    comfort  oaj 

mother — 
Come  with  truth  and  bravery,  Bald 
ther — 
Bring  the  godlike  back  to  men^s  al 

But  the  Nomas  let  him  pray  onheede 

Balder  never  was  to  come  again. 
Vainly,  vainly  young  Hermoder  plea( 
Balder  never  was  to  come.    Unheede 
Young  Hermoder  wept  and  prayed 

Oh,  the  trueness  of  this  ancient  story 

Even  now  it  is,  as  it  was  then. 
Earth  hath  lost  a  portion  of  her  glory 
And  like  Balder,  in  the  ancient  story, 
•    Never  comes  the  beautiful  again. 

Still  the  young  Hermoder  journeys  br 

Through  lead-colored  glens  and  en 

ways; 

Still  he  calls  his  brother,  pleading  gra 

Still  to  the  death-kingdom  ventures  br 

Calmly  to  the  eternal  terror  pray» 

But  the  fates  relent  not ;  strong  enclei 
Courage,  noble  feeling,  are  in  vain ; 

For  beautiful  has  gone  for  ever. 

Vain  are  courage,  genius,  stroug  ende: 
^^^er  Qomes  the  beautiful  Mffoau 


ADDRESS   TO    TBE    UDHUT   AT    BELZOHI'S   EXHIBITION. 


tliink  I  ooansel  weak  dcjipairiogl 
like  yoang  Hermoder  I  would  ride; 
□  bamble,  yet  a  gallant  daring, 
1  leap  nnqouling,  andespairing, 

the  linge  precipice's  eide. 

nd  gone  ia  the  old  world's  ideal, 
old  arts  and  old  religion  fled; 
ladly  live  amid  the  real, 
foek  a  worthier  ideal 
age,  brothers,  God  is  overhead  I 


ESS  TO  THE  MUMMY  AT  BEL- 
ZOSrS  EXHIBITION. 

on  hast  walked  about,  (how  strange  a 

Btory!) 
lebea'  streets  three  thousand  years  ago, 
Le  MemDODinm  was  in  all  its  glorj, 
time  had  not  began  to  overUirow 
emples,  palaces,  and  piles  stupendous, 
:h  the  very  mins  are  tremendous. 

for   thou  long  eoongh    hast  acted 
dnmm;; 
haat  a  tottgne — oome — let  ns  bear  its 

t  standing  on  th;  legs,  above  ground, 
intmini  J 1 

itting  the  gliinp»e«  of  the  moon — 

e  thin  ghosts  or  disembodied  crea- 
tures, 

ii  thj  bones,  and  flesh,  aud  limbs,  and 
features. 

—for  doubtless  thou  canst  recollect — 
'ham  shoold  we  assign  the  Sphi&x's 

famet 
leops  or  Cephrenes  architect 
ther  pyramid  that  bears  his  name! 
pey'a  Bllar  reall;  a  misnomer ) 
.«be8  a  handred  gates,  as  snag  by  Ho- 


1  thoD  wert  a  Mason,  and  forbidden 
ith  to  tell  the  secrets  of  thy  trade — 
ly  what  secret  melody  was  bidden 
(emaon'a   statue,    which    at   sunrite 
plwadi 


I  Perhaps  thon  wert  a  priest — if  so,  my  itniir- 
gles 
Are  vain,  for  priestcraft  never  owns  its  Jug- 
gles. 

Perhaps  that  very  hand,  now  pinioned  flat, 
Uas  hob-s-nobbed  with  Pharaoh,  glass  to 

Or  dropped  a  half-penny  in  Homer's  hat ; 

Or  dofied  thine  own  to  let  Queen  Dido  pass; 
Or  held,  by  Solomon's  own  invilatirm, 
A  torch  at  the  great  temple's  dedication. 

I  need  not  ask  thee  If  that  hnnd,  when  armed, 
Has  any  Roman  soldier  mauled  and  knuck- 
led; 
For  thoQ  wert  dead,  and  buried,  and  em- 
balmed. 
Ere  Bomnlus  and  Remus  had  been  suckled : 
Antiquity  appears  to  have  begun 
Long  after  thy  primeval  race  was  nm. 

Thou    could'iit    develop— if  that    withered 

Might  tell  us  what  those  sightless  orbs  hnve 

How  the  world  looked  when  it  was  fresh  and 
yonng. 
And  the  great  deluge  Still  had  left  it  green; 
Or  was  it  then  so  old  that  history's  pages 
Contuaed  no  record  of  its  early  ages  1 


Still  silent!  i 

Art  sworn  to  secrecy  ?  then  keep  thy  vowa ; 
Bnt  prytbee  tell  us  something  of  thyself— 

Reveal  the  secrets  of  thy  prison-house ; 
Since  in  the  world  of  spirits  thou  hast  slnni- 

Whal  hast  thou  seen — what  strange  adven- 
tures numbered) 

Since  first  thy  form  was  in  this  box  extended 
We  have,  above  ground,  seen  some  strange 

mutations ; 
The  Roman  empire  has  begun  and  ended — 
New  worlds  have  risen — we  have  lost  old 

nations ; 
And  countless  kings  have   into  dust  been 

hnmbled, 
While  not  a  fragment,  ai  <&ii  4eA\  \«»  *■!»»• 

bled. 


POEUS    OF    SENTIUENT    AMD    REFLECTIOK. 


Didst  thou  not  bear  the  pother  o'er  thy  head, 
When  the  great  Pereian  conqueror,  Cam- 
hyses, 
Uarched  armies  o'er  tliy  tomb  with  thnuJer- 
ing  trend — 
O'erthrew  Osiris,  Orus,  Apia,  U\a; 
And  hhoofc  the  pjruuiids  with  fear  and  won- 

Wheo  the  gigiiDtic  Mcmnon  foil  asaadcr ) 

If  tho  tomb's  secrets  may  not  be  oimfesscd. 

The  natnroof  thy  pri 

A  heart  has  throbbed  1 

breast, 

And  tears  adown  that 

Have  children  climbi^  tb 

that  face? 
What  was  thy  name  ( 

race? 

titatue  of  Sesb — Immorta 
Imperwhable  type  of  e* 
Posthiiiuoas  man — who  qu...,.-         ... —  ., 


And  atandest  andecayed  n-ithin  c 


x] 


Thon  1 


wilt  hear  Dothiog  till  the  jsdgment 
morning, 
When  the  great  trump  shall  thrill  thee  with 
its  warning. 

Why  should  this  worthless  tegument  endure. 
If  its  undying  gnest  be  lost  for  erer ) 

OhI  let  na  keep  the  soul  embalmed  and  pure 
Inlivingvirtne-^thatwhen  both  most  sever, 

Although  corruption  maj  our  frame  consume, 

The  immortal  spirit  in  the  skies  may  bloom  I 


THE  TWO  OCEANS. 

Two  seas,  amid  the  night. 

In  the  moonshine  roll  and  sparkle — 
Now  spread  in  the  silver  light. 

Now  sadden,  and  wail,  ond  darkle; 
The  one  has  a  billowy  tnotiou. 

And  from  land  to  land  it  gleams ; 
The  other  is  sleep's  wide  ocean, 

And  itn  gliiiiinering  waves  utq  ^teiuiA 


The  one,  with  munuur  and  luar, 
Bears  fleets  around  cuhI  lUidi 

The  other,  without  a  ahora. 
Nu'er  linew  thy  truck  at  a  pil4 

Jan  fli 


THE  FISDER'S  COTTAOI 

Wb  eat  by  the  fisher's  ootlage. 
And  looked  at  the  stontiy  tld«; 

The  evening  miat  ctitno  rising, 
And  Hoating  for  and  wide. 

One  by  one  in  the  U^t-hotise 

The  lumps  shone  oat  on  hl^ ; 
And  far  on  the  dim  horizoQ 

A  ship  wont  soiling  by. 

I 
Wo  spoke  of  Sturm  and  ahipwoe^ 

Of  sailoiB,  and  how  lliey  Utvj  . 
Of  journeys  'twist  sky  and  water, 

And  the  eorniws  and  jors  they  | 

We  spoke  of  distant  conntriee, 
In  regions  strange  and  fair; 

And  of  the  wondroiu  beinga 
And  curious  customs  there . 

Of  perfumed  lamps  on  the  Ganges, 
Which  are  launched  in  the  twili^ 

And  the  dark  and  silent  Brohmina, 
Who  woiship  the  lotas  flower. 

Of  tho  wretched  dwarla  of  Laplanc 
Broad-headed,  wide-monthedand 

Who  crouch  round  their  oil-firea,  e 
And  chatter  and  scream  aad  bsi 

And  the  maidens  earnestly  listened 
Til!  at  last  we  spoke  no  more ; 

The  ship  like  a  shadow  had  TNiisbi 
And  darkness  fell  deep  on  the  sh 


ABOC   BEN    ASBEH. 


K  %ntm'SS   BT  ALBXANDEB  B1 


ND   OP  JUAN   PBRMAKEBZ. 

lonarch  of  all  I  survey — 
right  there  is  none  to  dispnte ; 
eke  centre  all  ronud  to  the  sea, 
I  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brate. 
tude !  where  are  the  charms 
:  Boges  have  seen  in  tliy  face  ? 
dwell  ID  tlie  midst  of  alarms 

I  reign  In  this  horrible  place. 

ut  of  humanity's  reach  ; 
1st  finish  my  joamey  alone, 
hear  the  sweet  musio  of  s[>eecb — 
rt  at  the  sonnd  of  my  own. 
■aaa  that  roam  over  the  plun 
form  with  indifference  see ; 
,re  50  unacquainted  with  man, 
r  tanioness  is  shocking  to  nic. 

-,  friendship,  and  love, 
nely  bestowed  upon  man ! 
d  I  the  winira  of  a  dove, 

soon  would  I  taste  yon  again  1 
rows  I  then  might  assuage 
le  ways  of  religion  and  truth — 
leoTD  from  the  wisdom  of  age, 

be  cheered  by  the  sallies  of  yonth, 

u  I    What  treasure  untoli. 
ies  in  that  heavenly  word  I— 
recioDS  than  silver  and  (;i>ti], 

II  that  this  earth  can  alTurd ; 

>  sonnd  of  the  church-going  bel 
e  valleys  and  rocks  never  heard, 
sighed  at  the  sound  of  a  knelt, 
Dilcd  when  a  sabbath  appeared. 

ds  that  have  made  me  yonr  sport, 

ey  to  this  desolate  shore 

ordial  endearing  report 

land  f  sliall  visit  no  more  I 

nda — do  they  now  and  then  send 

sb  or  a  tboaght  at^er  met 

me  I  yet  have  a  Mend, 

(th  *  friend  I  am  never  to  see. 


How  fleet  is  a  glance  of  the  miud ! 

Compared  with  the  speed  of  its  flight. 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind, 

And  the  swlftwinged  arrows  of  Ugh- 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land, 

In  a  moment  t  seem  to  be  there ; 
Bat,  alasl  recollection  at  band 

Soon  harries  me  back  to  despair. 

Bat  the  eea-fowl  is  gone  to  her  nei<t. 

The  beast  is  lud  down  in  his  lair: 
Even  here  is  a  season  of  rest, 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There 's  mercy  in  every  place, 

And  mercy  encouraging  thought!— 
Gives  even  affliction  a  grace. 

And  reconciles  man  to  bis  lot. 

WiLUUi  Cdwkil 


ABOtT  BEN  ADHEM. 

Aflon  Bay  ADiiEif  (may  his  tribe  increase  I) 
Awoke  one  night  from  a  deep  dream  of  peace. 
And  saw  within  the  moonlight  in  his  room, 
Making  it  rich  and  like  a  lily  i[i  liloom. 
All  angel  writing  in  n  book  of  gold: 
Exceeding  p<>uco  hnd  made  Ben  Adlicm  boliL 
And  tu  the  presence  in  tlie  room  he  said, 
"What  writest  tliou.?"— The  vision  raised  it( 

And,  with  a  look  mode  of  all  sweet  accord, 
Answered — "Tho  names  of  those  who  love 

the  Lord," 
"And  is  mine  one!"  said  Abou;  "Nny,  noi 

Replied  the  angel. — Abon  spoke  more  low, 
But  cheerly  still ;  and  said,  "I  pray  thee,  theu 
Write  mo  a.'  one  that  loves  his  fellow-men." 

The   angel  wrote,  and  vanished.    Tlio  neit 
aight 
no  again,  with  a  groat  wakening  light, 
And  showed  the  names  whom  love  of  God 

had  blessed — 
And,lo!  Ben  Adhcm'snamo  led  all  the  rest! 


MH) 


POEMS   OF   SENTIMENT    AND    REFLEOTIOK. 


THE  STEAMBOAT. 

See  how  yon  flaming  herald  treads 

The  ridged  and  rolling  waves, 
As,  crashing  o'er  their  crested  hea^s, 

She  bows  her  surly  slaves  I 
With  foam  before  and  fire  behind, 

She  rends  the  clinging  sea, 
That  flies  before  the  roaring  wind, 

Beneath  her  hissing  lee. 

The  morning  spray,  like  sea-bom  flowers 

With  heaped  and  glistening  bells, 
Falls  round  her  fast  in  ringing  showers, 

With  every  wave  that  swells ; 
And,  flaming  o'er  the  midnight  deep, 

In  lurid  finnges  thrown, 
The  living  gems  of  ocean  sweep 

Along  her  flashing  zone. 

With  clashing  wheel,  and  lifting  keel,   . 

And  smoking  torch  on  high, 
When  winds  are  loud,  and  billows  reel. 

She  thunders,  foaming,  by ! 
When  seas  are  silent  and  serene 

With  even  beam  she  glides. 
The  sunshine  glimmering  through  the  green 

That  skirts  her  gleaming  sides. 

Now,  like  a  wild  nymph,  far  apart 

She  veils  her  shadowy  form, 
The  beating  of  her  restless  heart 

Still  sounding  through  the  storm ; 
Now  answers,  like  a  courtly  dame. 

The  reddening  surges  o'er. 
With  flying  scarf  of  spangled  flame. 

The  pharos  of  the  shore. 

To-night  yon  pilot  shall  not  sleep, 

Who  trims  his  narrowed  sail ; 
To-night  yon  frigate  scarce  shall  keep 

Her  broad  breast  to  the  gale ; 
And  many  a  foresail,  scooped  and  strained, 

Shall  break  from  yard  and  stay. 
Before  this  smoky  wreath  hath  stained 

The  rising  mist  of  day. 

Hark  I  hark  I  I  hear  yon  whistling  shroud, 

I  see  yon  quivering  mast — 
riie  black  throat  of  the  hunted  olond 

Jb  panting  forth  the  blast  I 


An  hour,  and,  whirled  like  winnowtB 
The  giant  surge  shall  fling 

His  tresses  o'er  yon  pennon-«t«fl( 
White  as  the  sea-bird's  wing  I 

Tet  rest,  ye  wanderers  of  the  deep 

Nor  wind  nor  wave  shall  tire 
Those  fleshless  arms,  whose  poises 

With  floods  of  living  fire ; 
Sleep  on — and  when  the  morning  11 

Streams  o'er  the  shining  b^, 
Oh,  think  of  those  for  whom  the  ni 

Shall  never  wake  in  day  I 

Oum  Wnn»LL  B 


THE  VILLAGE  BLACKSMITE 

Undeb  a  spreading  chestnut  tree 
The  village  smithy  stands : 

The  smith — a  mighty  man  is  he, 
With  large  and  sinewy  hands; 

And  the  muscles  of  his  brawny  arm 
Are  strong  as  iron  bands. 

His  hair  is  crisp,  and  black,  and  Ion 
His  face  is  like  the  tan , 

His  brow  is  wot  with  honest  sweat- 
He  earns  whate'er  he  can ; 

And  looks  the  whole  world  in  the  f 
For  he  owes  not  any  man. 

Week  in,  week  out,  from  mom  till  i 
You  can  hear  his  bellows  blow; 

You  can  hear  him  swing  his  heavy 
With  measured  beat  and  slow — 

Like  a  sexton  ringing  the  village  be 
When  the  evening  sun  is  low. 

And  children,  coming  home  from  84 
Look  in  at  the  open  door ; 

They  love  to  see  the  flaming  forgu, 
And  hear  the  bellows  roar. 

And  catch  the  burning  sparks,  that 
Like  chaff  from  a  threshing  floor 

He  goes  on  Sunday  to  the  ohnrob, 
And  sits  among  his  boys; 


TnE    SONG    OF    THE    FORGE. 
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He  hears  the  parson  pray  and  preach — 

He  hears  his  daughter's  voice, 
Singing  in  the  viUage  choir, 

And  it  makes  his  heart  rejoice. 

It  soonds  to  him  like  her  mother^s  voice, 

Singing  in  Paradise  I 
He  needs  mnst  think  of  her  once  more, 

How  in  the  grave  she  lies ; 
And  with  his  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipes 

A  tear  out  of  his  eyes. 

Toiling,  rejoicing,  sorrowing — 
Onward  throngh  life  he  goes ; 

Each  morning  sees  some  task  hegin, 
Each  evening  sees  it  close — 

Something  attempted,  something  done, 
Has  earned  a  night's  repose. 

Thanks,  thanks  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend, 
For  the  lesson  thou  hast  taught  I 

Thus  at  the  flaming  forge  of  life 
Our  fortunes  must  he  wrought — 

Thus  on  its  sounding  anvil  shaped 
Each  huming  deed  and  thought  I 

HSVBT  WaDSWOBTH    LONOrSLLOW. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  FORGE. 

CuLNo,  dang  I  the  massive  anvils  ring ; 

Clang,  clang !  a  hundred  hammers  swing — 

Like  the  thunder-rattle  of  a  tropic  sky. 

The  mighty  hlows  still  multiply — 

Clang,  clang  I 

Say,  brothers  of  the  dusky  brow, 

What  are  your  strong  arms  forging  now  ? 

Clang,  clang  1 — ^we  forge  the  coulter  now — 
Th«  coulter  of  the  kindly  plough. 
Sweet  Mary  mother,  bless  our  toil  I 
May  its  broad  furrow  still  unbind 
To  genial  rains,  to  sun  and  wind. 
The  most  benignant  soil  I 

dang,  dangl^-oor  conlter^s  course  shall  be 
On  many  a  sweet  and  sheltered  lea, 
By  many  a  streamlet's  silver  tide — 
Amidst  the  song  of  morning  birds, 
/Lmidflt  the  low  of  sauntering  herds — 


Amidst  soft  breezes,  which  do  stray 
Through  woodbine  hedges  and  sweet  May, 
Along  the  green  hiirs  side. 

When  regal  autumn's  bounteous  hand 
With  wide-spread  glory  clothes  the  land — 
When  to  the  valleys,  from  the  brow 
Of  each  resplendent  slope,  is  rolled 
A  ruddy  sea  of  living  gold — 
We  bless,  we  bless  the  plough. 

Clang,  clang  I — again,  my  mates,  what  g.owa 
Beneath  the  hammer's  potent  blows  ? 
Clink,  clank  I — we  forge  the  giant  chain, 
Which  bears  the  gallant  vessel's  strain 
'Midst  stormy  winds  and  adverse  tides ; 
Secured  by  this,  the  good  ship  braves 
The  rocky  roadstead,  and  the  waves 
Which  thunder  on  her  sides. 

Anxious  mo  more,  the  merchant  sees 
The  mist  drive  dark  before  the  breeze, 
The  storm-cloud  on  the  hiU ; 
Calmly  he  rests — ^though  far  away. 
In  boisterous  climes,  his  vessel  lay — 
Reliant  on  our  skill. 

Say  on  what  sands  these  links  shall  sleep, 
Fathoms  beneath  the  solemn  deep  ? 
By  Afrio's  pestilential  shore ; 
By  many  an  iceberg,  lone  and  hoar; 
By  many  a  palmy  western  isle, 
Basking  in  spring's  perpetual  smile ; 
By  stormy  Labrador. 

Say,  shall  they  feel  the  vessel  reel, 

When  to  the  battery's  deadly  peal 

The  crashing  broadside  makes  reply ; 

Or  else,  as  at  the  glorious  Nile, 

Hold  grappling  ships,  that  strive  the  while 

For  death  or  victory  ? 

Hurrah !— cling,   clang  I^-once  more,    what 

glows, 
Dark  brothers  of  the  forge,  beneath 
The  iron  tempest  of  your  blows, 
The  furnace's  red  breath  ? 

Clang,  clang ! — a  burning  torrent,  clear 
And  brVIliant  oiWv^X.  «^«tV^\"^^^Ta«^ 
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PO£MS    OF   SENTIMENT    AND    REFLECTION. 


Around,  and  up  in  the  dusky  air, 
As  our  liammcrs  forge  the  sowrd. 

The  bword ! — a  name  of  dread ;  yet  when 
Upon  the  freeman's  thigh  't  is  bound — 
Wliile  for  his  altar  and  his  hearth, 
While  for  the  land  that  gave  him  birth, 
The  war-drums  roll,  the  trumpets  sound — 
How  sacred  is  it  then  I 

Whenever  for  the  truth  and  right 
It  flashes  in  the  van  of  fight — 
Whether  in  some  wild  mountain  pass. 
As  that  where  fell  Leonidas ; 
Or  on  some  sterile  plain  and  stern, 
A  Marston,  or  a  Bannockbum ; 
Or  amidst  crags  and  bursting  rills, 
The  Switzcr's  Alps,  gray  Tyrol's  hills ; 
Or,  as  when  sunk  the  Armada's  pride. 
It  gleams  above  the  stormy  tide — 
Still,  still,  whene'er  the  battle  word 
Is  liberty,  when  men  do  stand 
For  justice  and  their  native  land- 
Then  heaven  bless  the  sword ! 

AjrovmouB. 


THE  FORGIXG  OF  TIIE  AXCUOR. 

Come,  see  tlio  Dolphin's  anchor  forged !  't  is 

at  a  white  heat  now — 
The   bellows   ceased,  the  liames  decreased; 

though,  on  the  forge's  brow. 
The  little  flames  still  fitfully  play  through  the 

sable  mound ; 
And  fitfully  you  still  may  see  the  grim  siuiths 

ranking  round ; 
All  clad   ill  leathern   panoply,  their   broad 

hands  only  bare, 
Bome  rest  upon  their  sledges  here,  some  work 

the  windlass  there 

The  windlass  strains  the  tackle-chains — the 
black  mould  heaves  below ; 

And  red  and  deep,  a  hundred  veins  burst  out 
at  every  throe. 

It  rises,  roars,  rends  all  outright — O,  Yulcan, 
what  a  glow  I 


^T  is  blinding  white,  't  is  blasting  bright—Uii 

high  son  shines  not  so  I 
The  high  sun  sees  not,  on  the  earth,  such  fier 

fearful  show  I 
The  roof-ribs  swarth,  the  candent  hearth,  tha 

ruddy  lurid  row 
Of  smiths — that  stand,  an  ardent  band,  Ilka 

men  before  the  foe  I 
As,  qnivering  through  his  fleeoe  of  flame,  tk 

sailing  monster  slow 
Sinks  on  the  anvil — all  about,  the  faces  fieij 

grow: 
'*'  Horrah  I  **  they  shout,  "leap  out,  le^  ootl* 

bang,  bang  I  the  sledges  go ; 
Hurrah  I  thejetted  lightnings  are  hissing  high 

and  low ; 
A  hailing  fount  of  fire  is  struck  at  eierj 

squashing  blow ; 
The  leathern  mail  rebounds  the  hail ;  the  rat- 
tling cinders  strew 
The  ground  around;    at  every  bound  Um 

sweltering  fountains  flow ; 
And,  thick  and  loud,  the  swinking  crowd  tt 

every  stroke  pant  *'  ho !  ** 
Leap  out,  leap  out,  my  masters  I  leap  out,  lod 

lay  on  load  1 
Let 's  forge  a  goodly  anchor — a  bower  thick 

and  broad ; 
For  a  heart  of  oak  is  hanging  on  every  blow, 

I  bode; 
And  I  see  the  good  ship  riding,  all  in  a  peril- 
ous road — 
The  low  reef  roaring  on  her  lea ;  the  roll  of 

ocean  poured 
From  stem  to  stem,  sea  after  sea ;  the  main- 
mast by  the  board ; 
The  bulwarks  down ;  the  rudder  gone ;  the 

boats  stove  at  the  chains ; 
But  courage  still,  brave  mariners — the  bower 

yet  remains  I 
And  not  an  inch  to  flinch  he  deigns-^ssTa 

when  ye  pitch  sky  high  ; 
Then  moves  his  head,  as  though  he  99A 

"  Fear  nothing — ^here  am  1 1 '' 

Swing  in  your  strokes  in  order!  let  foot  .W 

hand  keep  time ; 
Your  blows  make  music  sweeter  far  thai 

any  steeple's  chime. 
r>ut  while  ye  swing  your  sledges,  nng;  ar 

let  the  burthen  be. 
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The  anchor  is  the  anvil  king,  and  roval  crafts- 
men we ! 

Strike  in,  strike  in ! — ^the  sparks  begin  to  dull 
their  rustling  red ; 

Oar  hammers  ring  with  sharper  din— our 
work  will  soon  he  sped ; 

Oar  anchor  soon  must  change  his  bed  of  fiery 
rich  array 

For  a  hammock  at  the  roaring  bows,  or  an 
oozy  coach  of  day  j 

Oar  anchor  soon  most  change  the  lay  of  mer- 
ry craftsmen  here 

For  the  yeo-heave-o,  and  the  heave-away, 
and  the  sighing  seamen^s  cheer — 

When,  weighing  slow,  at  eve  they  go,  far,  far 
from  love  and  home ; 

And  sobbing  sweethearts,  in  a  row,  wail  o^er 
the  ocean  foam. 

Id  livid  and  obdurate  gloom,  he  darkens  down 
at  last; 

A  shapely  one  he  is,  and  strong,  as  e^er  from 
cat  was  cast 

0  trasted  and  trustworthy  guard!  if  thou 
hadst  life  like  me, 

What  pleasures  would  thy  toils  reward  be- 
neath the  deep  green  sea  I 

0  deep  sea-diver,  who  might  then  behold 
such  sights  as  thoa  ? — 

The  hoary  monster's  palaces! — Methinks 
what  joy  'twere  now 

To  go  plumb-planging  down,  amid  the  assem- 
bly of  the  whales, 

And  feel  the  churned  sea  round  me  boil  be- 
neath theii  scourging  tails  I 

Then  deep  in  tangle-woods  to  fight  the  fierce 
sea-anicom, 

And  send  him  foiled  and  bellowing  back,  for 
all  his  ivory  horn ; 

To  leave  the  subtle  sworder-fish  of  bony  blade 
forlorn ; 

Arid  for  the  ghastly-grinning  shark,  to  laugh 
his  jaws  to  scorn ; 

To  leap  down  on  the  kraken's  back,  where 
*mid  Norwegian  bles 

Ee  lies^  a  lubber  anchorage  for  sudden  shal- 
lowed mile>— 

IHi,  snorting  like  an  under^sea  volcano,  off 
be  rolls; 

If ean  while  to  swing,  a-bofiTeting  the  far 
astonished  shoals 


Of  his  back-browsing  ooean-calvcs;  or,  liap 
Iv,  in  a  covo 

Shell-strown,  and  consecrato  of  old  to  soii:< 
Undine's  love, 

To  find  the  long-haired  mermaideus ;  or,  hare 
by  icy  lands, 

To  wrestle  with  the  sea-serpent,  upon  ceru- 
lean sands. 

O  broad-armed  fisher  of  the  deep!   whom 

sports  can  equal  thine  ? 
The  dolphin  weighs  a  thousand  tons,  thai 

tugs  thy  cable  line ; 
And  night  by  night 't  is  thy  delight,  thy  glorj 

day  by  day. 
Through  sable  sen  and  breaker  white  the  giant 

game  to  play. 
But,  shamer  of  our  little  si>orts !  forgive  the 

name  I  gave : 
A  fisher's  joy  is  to  destroy — thine  ofiice  is  tc 

save. 
O  lodger  in  the  sea-kings' halls !  couldst  thov 

but  understand 
Whose  be  the  white  bones  by  thy  side— i>i 

who  that  dripping  band, 
Slow  swaying  in   the  heaving  wave,   thai 

round  about  thee  bend, 
With  sounds  like  breakers  in  a  dream  bless* 

ing  their  ancient  friend — 
Obf  couldst  thou  know  what  heroes  glide  witli 

larger  steps  round  thee, 
Thine  iron  side  would  swell  with  pride— 

thou  'dst  leap  within  the  sea ! 

Give  honor  to  their  memories  who  left  tht 

pleasant  strand 
To  shed  their  blood  so  freely  for  the  love  ol 

father-land — 
Who  left  their  chance  of  quiet  age  and  grassy 

churchyard  grave 
So  freely,  for  a  restless  bed  amid  the  tossing 

wave! 
Oh,  though  our  anchor  may  not  be  all  1  have 

fondly  sung, 
Honor  him  for  their  memory  whose  bones  ht 

goes  among ! 

i^AMUEI.   FeHOUBOH. 


304 


POEMS    OF   SENTIMENT   i.NI)   REFLECTION. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  DREAM. 

Dub  bugles  sang  truce ;  for  the  night-cloud 
had  lowered, 
And  the  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in 
the  sky; 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  over- 
powered— 
The  weary  to  sleep,  and  the  wounded  to 
die. 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of 
straw, 
By  the  wolf-scaring  fagot  that  guarded  the 
slain, 
At  the  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  vision  I  saw. 
And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I  dreamt  it 
again. 

Methought  from  the  battle-field's  dreadful 
array 
Far,  far  I  had  roamed  on  a  desolate  track : 
Twas  autumn — and  sunshine  arose  on  the 
way 
To  the  home  of  my  fathers,  that  welcomed 
me  back. 

I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields,  traversed  so  oft 
In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  bosom 
was  young ; 
I  heard  my  own  mountain-goats    bleating 
aloft, 
And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  corn- 
reapers  sung. 

Then  pledged  wo  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I 
swore 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends 
never  to  part ; 
My  little  ones  kissed  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 
And  my  wife  sobbed  aloud  in  her  fulness 
of  heart. 

Stay,  stay  with  us  I — ^rest ;  thou  art  weary  and 
worn ! — 
And  fain  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to 
stay; 
But  sorrow  returned  with  the  dawning  of 
mom. 
And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming  ear  melted 
away. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  BLENHEIM. 

I. 

It  was  a  summer  evening — 
Old  Elaspar's  work  was  done. 

And  he  before  his  cottage  door 
Was  sitting  in  the  sun ; 

And  by  him  sported  on  the  green 

His  little  grandchild  Wilhelmine. 

II. 

She  saw  her  brother  Peterkin 
RoU  something  large  and  round. 

Which  he  beside  the  riviJet, 
In  playing  there,  had  found ; 

He  came  to  ask  what  ho  had  found, 

That  was  so  large,  and  smooth,  and  ro 

ni. 

Old  Kaspar  took  it  from  the  boy. 
Who  stood  expectant  by ; 

And  then  the  old  man  shook  his  hei 
And,  with  a  natural  sigh — 

"  'T  is  some  poor  fellow's  skull, "  68i< 

"  Who  fell  in  the  great  victory. 

IV. 

"  I  find  them  in  the  garden. 
For  there 's  many  here  about; 

And  often  when  I  go  to  plough, 
The  ploughshare  turns  them  out 

For  many  thousand  men,"  said  he, 

"  Were  slain  in  the  great  victory." 

V. 

"  Now  tell  us  what 't  was  all  about, 
Young  Peterkin  he  cries ; 

And  little  Wilhelmine  looks  up 
With  wonder-waiting  eyes — 

"  Now  tell  us  all  about  the  war, 

And  what  they  fought  each  other  ^< 

VI. 

• 

"It  was  the  English,"  Kaspar  cried, 
"  Who  put  the  French  to  rout; 

But  what  they  fought  each  other  foi 
I  could  not  well  make  out ; 

But  every  body  said,"  quoth  he, 

''''1\\tv\.\Nqw^^f«SLOxi8  victory 
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vn. 

**yij  father  lived  at  BlenLeim  then, 

Yon  little  stream  hard  by ; 
They  burnt  his  dwelling  to  the  groond, 

And  he  was  forced  to  fly ; 
So  with  his  wife  and  child  he  fied, 
Nor  had  he  where  to  rest  his  head. 


vni. 


(« 


With  fire  and  sword  the  country  round 

Was  wasted  far  and  wide ; 
And  many  a  childing  mother  there, 

And  new-born  baby  died ; 
But  things  like  that,  yon  know,  must  be 
At  every  famous  victory. 

iz. 

^  They  say  it  was  a  shocking  sight 

After  the  field  was  won — 
For  many  thousand  bodies  here 

Lay  rotting  in  the  sun ; 
But  things  like  that,  you  know,  must  be 
After  a  famous  victory. 

X. 

**  Great  praise  the  Duke  of  Marlbro'  won, 
And  our  good  Prince  Eugene." 

"  Why,  't  was  a  very  wicked  thing ! " 
Said  little  Wilhehnine. 

*'Nay — ^nay — my  little  girl ! "  quoth  he, 

"  It  was  a  famous  victory. 

XI. 

"And  everybody  praised  the  duke, 
Who  this  great  fight  did  win." 

**But  what  good  came  of  it  at  last?" 
Quoth  little  Peterkin. 

"Why,  that  I  cannot  tell,"  said  ho; 

"  But 't  was  a  famous  victory." 

SoBBBT  Sounrar. 


VICTORIOUS  MEN  OF  EARTH. 

ViCTOBious  men  of  earth,  no  more 
Proclaim  how  wide  your  empires  are : 

Tboogh  yon  bind  in  every  shore. 
And  your  tximnphB  reach  aa  far 


As  night  or  day. 
Yet  you  proud  monarchs  must  obey. 
And  mingle  with  forgotten  ashes,  when 
Death  caUs  ye  to  the  crowd  of  common 
men. 

Devouring  famine,  plague,  and  war, 

Each  able  to  undo  mankind. 
Death's  servile  emissaries  are ; 
Nor  to  these  alone  confined — 
He  hath  at  will 
More  quaint  and  subtle  ways  to  kill : 
A  smile  or  kiss,  as  he  will  use  the  art. 
Shall  have  the  cunning  skill  to  break  t 
heart. 


THE  ARSENAL  AT  SPRINGFIELD. 

This  is  the  arsenal.    From  floor  to  ceiling. 
Like  a  huge  organ,  rise  the  burnished  arms: 

But  from  their  silent  pipes  no  anthem  pealing 
Startles  the  villages  with  strange  alarms. 

Ah !  whnt  a  sound  will  rise — ^how  wild  and 
dreary — 
When  the  death-angel  touches  those  swift 
keys ! 
What  loud  lament  and  dismal  miserere 
Will  mingle  with  their  awful  symphonies  I 

I  hear  even  now  the  infinite  fierce  chorus — 
The  cries  of  agony,  the  endless  groan. 

Which,  through  the  ages  that  have  gone  be- 
fore us. 
In  long  reverberations  reach  our  own. 

On  helm  and  harness  rings  the  Saxon  ham- 
mer; 
Through  Cimbric  forest  roars  the  Norse- 
man's song ; 
And  loud,  amid  the  universal  clamor. 
O'er  distant  deserts  sounds  the  Tartar  gong. 

I  hear  the  Florentine,  who  fVom  hb  palace 
Wheels  out  his  battle<bell  with  dreadfU 
din; 
And  Aztec  priests  upon  their  teocallis 
Beat  the  wild  wax-dmm^  TCL«i^<b  q\.  ^^T\«Q^J^ 
Bkm; 
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The  tumult  of  each  Backed  and  burning  Til- 
lage; 
The  shout  that  every  prayer  for  mercy 
drowns ; 
The  soldiers^  revels  in  the  midst  of  pillage ; 
The  wail  of  famine  in  beleaguered  towns ; 

The  bursting  shell,  the  gateway  wrenched 
asunder, 

The  rattling  musketry,  the  clashing  blade — 
And  ever  and  anon,  in  tones  of  thunder, 

The  diapason  of  the  cannonade. 

Is  it,  0  man,  with  such  discordant  noises, 
With  such  accursed  instruments  as  these, 

Thou  drowncst    nature's  sweet  and  kindly 
voices, 
And  jarrest  the  celestial  harmonies? 

Were  half  the  power  that  fills  the  world  with 
terror, 
Were  half  the  wealth  bestowed  on  camps 
and  courts, 
Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error, 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  nor  forts ; 

The  warriors  name  would  be  a  name  ab- 
horred ; 
And  every  nation  that  should  lift  again 
Its  hand  against  a  brother,  on  its  forehead 
Would  wear    forevermore    the    curse    of 
Cain ! 

Down  the  dark  future,  through  long  cenera- 
tions, 
The  echoing  sounds  grow  fainter  and  then 
cease ; 
And  like  a  boll,  with  solemn,  sweet  vibnitions, 
I  hear  once  more  the  voice  of  Christ  say, 
'*  Peace ! " 

Peace  I — and  no  longer  from  its  brazen  portals 
The  blast  of  war's  great  organ  shakes  the 
skie? , 

But,  beautiful  as  songs  of  tlie  immortals, 
The  holy  melodies  of  love  arise. 

ITKXKT   WADBWCBTn   LONCRLLOW. 


THE  BUCKET 

How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  soenes  of  m% 

childhood, 
When  fond   recolle<  tion   presents   them  tj 

view ! — 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tan^ 

wildwood. 
And  every  loved  spot  which  mj  infancy  knew! 
The  wide-spreading  pond,  and  the  mill  thil 

stood  by  it ; 
The  bridge,  and  the  rook  where  the  cat* 

ract  fell ; 
The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy-hoobc  nigh  il 
And  e'en  the  mde  bucket  that  hnng  in  tiM 

well — 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-boiind  bndut 
The  moss-covered  bucket  which  hang  in  tbi 

well. 

That  moss-covered  vessel  I  hailed  as  a  treis 

ure; 
For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  fidd 
I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleanir»- 
The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yieU 
How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that  w«r 

glowing, 
And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  over 

flowing, 
And  dripping  with  coolness,    it  rose  froi 

the  well — 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  buckei 
The  moss-covered  bucket,  arose  from  the  well 

How  sweet  from  the  green,  mossy  brim  to  re 

ceive  it, 
As,  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lipfl 
Not  a  full,  blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  t 

leave  it. 
The  brightest  that  beauty  or  revelry  sipfc 
And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved  hibi 

tation. 
The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 
As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father's  plantation, 
And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  hangs  in  tli 

well— 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bn^ 
Tlio  moss-covered  bucket  that  hangs  in  th 

well  I 
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ON  TEE  RECEIPT  OF  MY  MOTHEPv'S 

PICTUPvK 

OUT   OF   NORFOLK,    THE   GIFT  OF   Mx'   COTTSIX, 

AHN  BODHAM. 

Oh  that  those  lips  had  language !    Life  has 

passed 
With  me  hut  roughly  since  I  heaf^  thee  last. 
Those  lips  are  thine — thy  own  sweet  smile  I 


Tbe  sanie  that  oft  in  childhood  solaced  me ; 
Voice  only  fails— else  how  distinct  they  say 
''Grieve  not,  my  child — chase  all  thy  fears 

away  I " 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize, 
The  art  that  baffles  timers  tyrannic  claim 
To  qaench  it  I)  here  shines  on  me  still  the 

same. 
Faithful  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear ! 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here  I 
Who  bidst  me  honor  with  an  artless  song, 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey — not  willingly  alone, 

Bat  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own ; 
And,  while  that  face  renews  my  filial  grie^ 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  for  my  relief — 
Shall  steep  me  in  Elysian  reverie, 
A  momentary  dream  that  tliou  art  she. 
My  mother !  when  I  learned  tliat  tliou  wast 

dead, 
6ay,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shod  ?  | 
Hovered  thy  spirit  o'er  thy  sorrowing  son —    I 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun? 
Perhaps  thou  gavcst  me,  thou^'h  uufelt,  a  kiss ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss — 
Ah,  that  matcfrnul  smile  I  it  answers — Yes. 
I  heard  the  bell  tolled  on  thy  burial  day ; 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  tlieo  slow  awav ; 
And,  turning  from  my  nursery  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu ! 
But  was  it  such? — It  was. — Whore  thou  art 

gone 
Adieus  and  farewells  arc  a  sound  unknown  ; 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  (leaccful  shore, 
The  parting  word  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more. 
Thy  maidens,  grieved  themselves  at  my  con- ! 

c^rn,  j 

Oft  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  return ;       i 


AVhat  ardently  I  wislied  I  lonjx  believed, 
And,  disappointed  still,  was  slill  deceived — 
By  expectation  every  day  bejjruiled, 
Dupo  of  to-morrow  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to-nioiTow  canic  and  went. 
Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrows  spent, 
I  learned  at  la«t  submission  to  my  lot ; 
But,  though  I  less  deplored  thee,  ne'er  for 

got. 
Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  hear< 

no  more — 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nurser 

floor; 
And  where  the  gardener  Robin,  day  by  day 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way — 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  wrappe< 
In  scarlet  mantle  wann,  and  velvet  cap — 
'T  is  now  become  a  history  little  known. 
That  once  wo  called  the  pastoral  house  oui 

own. 
Short-lived  possession  I  but  the  record  fair, 
That  memory  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness  there 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm  that  has  effaced 
A  thousand  other  themes,  less  deeply  traced 
Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  chamber  made, 
That  thou  might'st  know  mo  safe  and  warm- 
ly laid ; 
ITiy  morning  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home — 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  bestowed 
I5y  thy  own  hand,  till  fresh  they  shone  anc 

glowed : 
All  this,  and,  more  endearing  still  than  all, 
Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fall^ 
Xc'er  roughened  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks 
That  humor  interposed  too  often  makes ; 
All  this,  still  legible  in  memory's  page, 
And  still  to  be  so  to  mv  latest  a're. 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  i^^lad  to  pay 
Such  honors  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may — 
Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere — 
Not  scorned  in  heaven,  t!ion«rh  liiile  noticed 

hero. 
Could  time,  his  flight  reversed,  restore  the 

hours 
When,   playing  with   thy  vesture's    tissued 

flowers — 
The  violet,  the  pink,  the  jessamine  — 
I  pricked  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  m^foalC  tb 
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Wouldst  softly  spoak,  and  dtroko  my  head  and 

8milf) — 
Coald  tho^se  few  pleasant  days  again  appear, 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish 

them  here? 
I  would  not  trust  my  heart — the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  l>e  desired,  perhaps  I  might. 
But  no^what  here  we  call  our  life  is  such, 
So  little  to  be  loved,  and  thou  so  much, 
That  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  unbound  spirit  into  bonds  again. 
Thou — as  a  gallant  bark,  from  Albion's 

coast, 
(The  storms  all  weathered  and  the  ocean 

crossed,) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-havened  isle. 
Whore  s]»icoH  breathe  and  brighter  seasons 

smile, 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that  show 
Ilor  beautoons  form  reflected  olcnr  below. 
While  airs  impregnated  with  incense  play 
Aromid  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay— 
So  thou,  with  sails  how  swift  I  hast  reached 

the  shore 
*' Where  tempests  never    beat  nor  billows 

roar ;  ^' 
And  thy  loved  consort  on  the  dangerous  tide 
Of  life  loTifif  since  has  anchored  bv  thv  side. 
Hut  me,  scarce  lioping  to  attiiin  that  rest. 
Always  from    port    withheld,   always    dis- 
tressed— 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tompest- 

tossud. 
Sails  ripped,  seams  opening  wide,  and  com- 
pass lost ; 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting 

forro 
Sets  me  more    distant  from   a    prosperous 

course. 
Yet  oh,  the  thought  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he  I 
That  tlionght  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
Mv  boa--t  i<  not  that  I  deduce  mv  birth 
From   loins    enthroned,   and  rulers  of   the 

earth  ; 
Hut  hitrher  far  my  ]>roud  preten>ions  rise — 
Tlie  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  farewell  I — Time,  unrevoked,  has 

run 
His  wonted  course;  yet  what  I  wished  is 

done. 


By  contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in  mn, 
I  seem  to   have  lived   my  childhood  o'er 

again — 
To  have  renewed  the  joys  that  once  wert 

mine, 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fancy  still  are  free. 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee. 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft— 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  soothe  nw 

left 

William  Cowm. 
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OR,   A  PROSPECT  OF  800IETT. 

Remote,  unfriended,  melancholy,  slow, 
Or  by  the  lazy  Scheldt,  or  wandering  Po. 
Or  onward,  where  the  mde  Garinthian  boor 
Against  the  houseless  stranger  shuts  the  door. 
Or  where  Campania^s  plfdn  forsaken  Bes, 
A  weary  waste  expanding  to  the  skies : 
Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see. 
My  heart  untravelled  fondly  turns  to  thee: 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceaseless  pan. 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening 
chain. 

Eternal  blessings  crown  my  earliest  friend, 
And  round  his  dwelling  guardian  saints  it- 
tend  ! 
Blest  be  that  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  re- 
tire 
To  pause  from  toil,  and  time  their  evening 

fire! 
Blest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  re- 
pair. 
And  every  stranger  finds  a  ready  chair! 
Blest  be   those  feasts  with   simple  plen^J 

crowned, 
Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
Laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fnl, 
Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale: 
Or  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  liis  food. 
And  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good! 

But  me,  not   destined  snch   delights  t" 
share. 
My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  ipenti  ari 
care; 
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)i,  with  itepa  nnceaaing,  to  partnic 
lecting  good  that  mocks  me  with  the 

to  the  drcle  bounding  enrth  aad  sklos, 
I  from  &r.  j^et,  as  I  follow,  flies; 
lire  lewis  to  tTHTorso  realms  alone, 
id  DO  8pot  of  oil  the  world  my  own. 
>w,  T7hero  Alpine  solltniloa  oBcend, 
D  down  a  peDsire  hour  to  spend ; 
laced  on  high  above  the  storm's  caroor, 
duwDward  where  a  hundred  realms 
appear : 

forests,  cities,  plains  extending  wide, 
mp  of  kings,  the  shepherd's  humbler 

n  thus  cireation's  charms  aronnd  com- 
bine, 
:  the  store  should  thankless  prido  re- 

onld  the  philosopfaio  mind  diitdain 

>od  which  makes  each  hnmblcr  Ixwom 

™nl 

lool-tnnght  pride  dissemble  all  it  can, 

ittle  things  are  great  to  little  man  ; 

ber  he  whose  syrapntlietic  mind 

in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind. 

Uiring  towns,  with  wealth  and  splendor 

crowned ; 

ds,  where  snmmcr  aprea<ls  profusion 

BS,  whose  ressols  catch  the  bnsj  gale; 
lingswains,  that  dress  the  tlowerj  vale  1 
1  jour  tribatarj  stores  combine, 
■n'a  heir,  the  world — the  world  is  mine  1 

9mo  lone  miser  risitiag  his  store, 

at  his  treasure,  counts,  reconntsit  o'er, 

I  after  hoards  his  rising  niptnres  fill, 

II  he  sighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  still. 
>  mj  breast  alternate  passions  rise, 

1  with  each  good  timt  hcavun  to  man 
^applies ; 

:  a  Mgh  prevails,  and  sorro^cs  fall, 
the  sum  of  human  bliss  so  ainnll : 
It  I  wish,  amidst  the  scene  to  finil 
^Mt  to  real  happiness  consigned, 
mj  worn  toiil,  eaob  wandering  hope 
■tTCrt^ 
ith«  UlM  to  M*  IV  MOmn  UiM. 


Bat  where  to  find  that  happiest  spot  below 
Who  camdirect,  when  all  pretend  to  know} 
The  shuddering  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  proclaims  that  happiest  spot  liis  own 
Extols  the  treasures  of  his  stomij-  seas, 
And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  ease ; 
The  naked  negro,  planting  at  tlie  line. 
Boosts  of  his  golden  sands  and  palmy  wine, 
Basks  in  the  glare,  or  stems  the  tepid  wave, 
And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  goods  they 

gave. 
Such  IS  the  potriot's  boast  where'iT  wo  roam. 
His  first,  best  coontry,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet  perhaps,  if  countries  we  compare, 
And  estimate  the  blessings  wbicli  ttiey  shares 
Though  patriots  flatter,  still  shall  wisdom 

fiud 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind ; 
As  different  good,  by  art  or  uotiire  given, 
To  different  nations,  makes  their  blessings 


Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all. 
Still  grants  her  bliss  at  labor's  earnest  call ; 
With  fijoil  as  well  the  [lensant  is  suppUed 
On  Idra'e  clitfs  as  Arno's  shelvy  Me; 
And    though    the    rocky-crested    summits 

These  rocks  by  custom  turn  to  beds  of  down. 

From  art  more  various  are  the  blessings 
sent,— 

Wealth,  commerce,  honor,  liberty,  content. 

Yet  these  each  other's  power  so  strong  con* 
test, 

That  either  seems  destmclive  of  the  rest. 

Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  content- 
ment fdl". 

And  honor  sinks  where  commerce  long  pTC< 

Hence  evcrr  state,  to  our  loved  blessing  prone, 
Conforms  and  mo<Iels  life  to  that  alone. 
Each  to  the  favorite  happiness  attends, 
And  spurns  tlio  plan  that  aims  at  other  cuiin, 
Till,  carried  to  excess  in  cich  domain. 
This  favorite  good  begets  {lecnliar  [lain. 

But  let  us  try  thc«e  truths  with  closer  eyts, 
And  trace  tlieni  throngh  the  prospect  as  it  lies; 
Ilere^  for  a  while,  mj  ^io^ot  cMe!a^e&^«&. 
Here  let  me  At  \n  ?«rco-w  tvt  TOOTitwv^v 
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Like  jon  neglected  ehrab  at  random  cost, 
That  shades  the  steep,  and  sighs  at  every 
blast. 

Far  to  the  right,  where  Apennine  ascends, 
Bright  as  the  summer,  Italy  extends ; 
Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain's  side, 
Woods  over  woods,  in  gay  theatric  pride, 
While  oft  some  temple's  mouldering  tops 

between 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 

Could  nature's  bounty  satisfy  the  breast^ 
The  sons  of  Italy  were  siu-ely  blest : 
Whatever  fruits  in  different  climes  are  found, 
That    proudly    rise,  or    humbly  court   the 

ground ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whose   bright  succession  decks  the  varied 

year ; 
Whatever  sweets  siUuto  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blossom  but  to  die ; 
Thcso  here  disportuig  own  tlie  kindred  soil, 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
While  sea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  ex- 
pand, 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smiling  land. 

But  small  the  bliss  that  sense  alone  bestows, 
And  sensual  bliss  is  all  this  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  seems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  here. 
Contrasted  faults  through  all  his  manners 

reign : 
Though  poor,  luxurious ;  though  submissive, 

vain ; 
Though  grave,  yet  trilling;  zealous,  yet  un- 
true! 
And  e'en  in  penance  planning  sins  anew. 
All  evils  here  contaminate  the  mind, 
That  opulence  dei)arted  leaves  behind ; 
For  wealtli  was  theirs  ;  not  far  removed  the 

date 
Wlien  commerce  proudly  flourislied  through 

the  state. 
At  her  command  the  palace  learned  to  rise, 
Again  tiie  long-fallen  column  sought  the  skies, 
The  canvas  glowed,  beyond  e'en  nature  warm. 
The  pregnant  quarry  teamed  with   human 
form : 


Till,  more  misteadj  than  the  aoathem  gde, 
Commerce  on  other  shores  displayed  herwl 
While  naught  remiuned,  of  all  that  licbe 

gave, 
But  towns  unmanned,  and  lords  withmit  i 

slave; 
And  late  the  nation  found,  with  firmtki 

skill, 
Its  former  strength  was  but  plethoric  ill 

Yet  still  the  loss  of  wealth  is  here  scpplia 
By  arts,  the  splendid  wrecks  of  former  pride 
From  these  the  feeble  heart  and  long-ltOa 

mind 
An  easy  compensation  seem  to  find. 
Hero  may  be  seen,  in  bloodless  pomp  ar 

rayed. 
The  pasteboard  triumph  and  the  cavalcade; 
Processions  formed  for  piety  and  love, 
A  mistress  or  a  stunt  in  every  grove. 
By  sports  like  these  are  all  thdr  cares  be 

gulled; 
Tlie  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child: 
Each  nobler  aim,  repressed  by  long  cootroi, 
Now  sinks  at  lost,  or  feebly  mans  the  sodI; 
While  low  delights  succeeding  fiist  behind, 
In  happier  meanness  occupy  the  mind. 
As  in  those  domes  where  Caesars  once  boF 

sway, 
Defaced  by  time,  and  tottering  in  decay. 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead, 
The  shelter-seeking  peasant  builds  his  shed ; 
And,  wondering  man  could  want  the  large 

pile, 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  smile. 

My  soul,  turn  from  them  I  turn  me  to  sa 

vey 
Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  display 
Where  the  bleak  Swiss  their  stormy  moDski 

tread, 
And  force  a  churlish  soil  for  scanty  bread: 
No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford 
But  man  and  steel,  the  soldier  and  his  swore 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  arrav, 
But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  mountain's  I)rea< 
But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  i 
vest. 
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Mill,  «Ten  here,  «ontent  can  ^read  a 

chomi, 

ss  tbe  clitne,  and  all  its  rage  ilisanu. 
;b    poor  the  peacant'a  hut,  his  feast 

thon^  small, 

»  bis  little  lot  the  lot  of  all ; 
:0  oontignoQg  palace  reor  its  head, 
une  the  ineanDesa  of  his  humble  shed; 
stly  lord  the  sumptuous  banquet  deal 
ike  him  loathe  bis  vegetable  meal; 
ilm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  tdl, 
trish  contracting,  tita  him  to  the  soil. 
ful  at  morn  be  brakes  from  short  repose, 
les  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes; 
patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep, 
ives  his  ventorouB  ploughshare  to  the 

eks  the  den  where  snoir-trackB  mark 
the  way, 

Irags  die  strn^ling  savage  into  Aa\. 
;ht  retnraing,  every  labor  sped, 
a  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed ; 
I  by  a  cheerful  fire,  and  round  surreys 
hildrcn's  looks  that  brighten  to  tbe 

hia  loTod    partner,   boostru!  of  her 

.ys  her  olenuly  platter  on  the  board ; 
laply  too  some  pilgrim,  thither  Inl, 
many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

L<i  every  good  his  notlve  wilda  impart, 
nts  the  patriot  lesson  on  his  henrt ; 
'en  those  ills  that  round  bis  mansion  rise, 
ICC  tbe  bliss  his  scanty  fUnd  supplies. 
is  that  sbed  to  whioli  bis  soul  conforms, 
dcnr  that  hill  that  lifts  bim  to  tbe 
■torms; 
IS  a  child,  when  scaring  sounds  molest, 
I  dose  and  closer  to  the  mother's  breast, 
s  lond  torrent  and  the  whirlwind's  roar 
ind  htm  to  bb  native  mountains  more. 

■h  are  the    charms  to   barren   states 

asngned: 

wants  bnt  few,  their  wislies  oU  oon- 

fined; 
!t  them  only  share  the  praises  dnc,— 
r  tlidr  wsnts,  their  pleasures  are  but 

fnri 


For  every  want  that  stiniolates  the  breast 
Becomes  a  source  of  plensnre  when  redressed. 
Hence  from  such  lands  each  pleasing  science 

flies, 
That  first  excites  deare  and  then  supplies ; 
TTuknown  to  them,  when  sensual  pleasures 

cloy. 
To  fill  tbe  languid  pause  with  fiuer  Joy ; 
Unknown  those  powers  that  raise  the  soul  to 

Catch  every  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the 

Tlicir  level  life  is  bat  a  smouldering  fire, 
Nor  quenched  by  want,  nor  funned  by  strong 

Unfit  for  raptures,  or  if  raptures  cheer 
On  some  high  festival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wild  excess  tbe  Tolgar  breast  takea  fire, 
Til],  buried  in  debauch,  the  bliss  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  eoaraely 

flow,— 
Their  morals,  like  their  plcasares,  arc  but  low ; 
For,  OS  refinement  stops,  from  sire  to  son 
Unidtered,  unimproved  tbe  manners  run ; 
Aud  love's  and  fricndsliip's  finely  pointi-d 

dart 
Full  blunted  from  each  iiidiirati.'d  heart. 
Some  sterner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain'; 

breast 
Moy  sit  like  fakKjiis  cowering  on  the  nest ; 
But  all  tbe  gentler  morals,— such  as  play 
Through  life's    more    cultured  walks,  and 

charm  tbe  way, — 
ITicse,  far  dispersed,  on  timorous  pinions  fly. 
To  sport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  sky. 


To  kinder  skies,  where  gentler 
reign, 
I  turn,  and  France  displays  bcr  bright  do- 
Gay,  sprightly  laud  of  mirth  and  social  ease, 
Pleased  w  iib  thyself,  whom  all  the  world  can 

How  often  have  I  led  thy  sportive  choir 
With  tuneless  pipe  bc^de  tbe  murmaring 

Loire  I 
Wlien  shading  elms  along  tbe  margui  iek^v 
And  freshened  hom  tt\«  ^we,  "ftv*  w^i^ 

flew; 
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AjiC  haply,  though  my  liarsh  touch  flatterin": 
still, 

But  mocked  all  tune  and  marred  the  dancer^s 
skill; 

Vet  would  the  Tillage  praise  my  wondroos 
power, 

And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noontide  hour. 

Alike  all  ages :  dames  of  ancient  days 

Have  led  their  children  through  the  mirthful 
maze; 

And  the  gay  grandsire,  skilled  in  gestic  lore, 

Has  frisked  hcneath  the  burden  of  three- 
score. 


So  blest  a  life  these  thoughtless  realms 
display, 
Thus  idly  busy  rolls  their  world  away. 
Theirs  are  those  arts  that  mind  to  mind  en- 
dear, 
For  honor  forms  the  social  temper  here : 
Honor,  that  praise  which  real  merit  gains, 
Or  e'en  imaginary  worth  obtains, 
Here  passes  current ;  paid  from  hand  to  hand, 
It  shifts  in  splendid  traffic  round  the  land ; 
From  courts  to  camps,  to  cottages  it  strays, 
And  all  are  tauglit  an  avarice  of  praise : 
They  please,  are  pleased ;  they  give  to  get 

esteem ; 
Till,  seeming  blest,  they  grow  to  what  they 
seem. 


But  while  this  softer  art  their  bliss  sup- 
plies, 
It  gives  their  follies  also  room  to  rise ; 
For  praise  too  dearly  loved  or  warmly  sought 
Enfeebles  all  internal  strength  of  thought ; 
And  the  weak  soul,  within  itself  unblest, 
Leans  for  all  pleasure  on  another's  breast. 
Hence  ostentation  here,  with  tawdy  art, 
Pants  for  the  vulgar  praise  which  fools  im- 
part ; 
Here  vanity  assumes  her  pert  grimace. 
And  trims  her  robes  of  frieze  with  copper 

lace; 
Bere  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer. 
To  boast  one  splendid  banquet  once  a  year ; 
The  mind  still  turns  where  shifting  fashion 

draws, 
Nor  weighs  the  solid  worth  of  self-applause. 


To  mon  of  other  minds  ni  j  fimcy  ffiee, 
Embosomed  in  the  deep  where  Holltfid  lie& 
Methinks  her  patient  sons  before  me  stand, 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  against  the  land 
And,  sednloas  to  stop  the  coming  tide, 
Lift  the  tall  rampire*s  artifidal  pride. 
Onward,  methinks,  and  dOigentlj  slow, 
The  firm  connected  bulwark  seems  to  grow. 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidst  the  watery  roer 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  osurps  the  shore; 
While  the  pent  ocean,  rising  o^er  the  pile^ 
Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  smile; 
The  slow  canal,  the  yellow-blossomed  vak 
The  willow-tnfted  bank,  the  gliding  sail, 
The  crowded  mart,  the  cnltiyated  plain, 
A  new  creation  rescued  from  his  reign. 

Thus  while  around  the  wave-subjected  loi] 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
Lidustrious  habits  in  each  bosom  reign, 
And  industry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
Hence  all  the  good  from  opulence  that  springi 
With  all  those  ills  superfluous  treasure  bringa 
Are  here  displayed.  Their  much-loved  wealtl 

imparts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts; 
But  view  them  closer,  craft  and  fraud  appear; 
E'en  liberty  itself  is  bartered  here ; 
At  gold's  superior  charms  all  freedom  fiie^ 
The  needy  sell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys. 
A  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  slaves, 
Here  wretches  seek  dishonorable  graves, 
And,  calmly  bent,  to  servitude  conform, 
Dull  as  their  lakes  that  slumber  in  the  storm 

Heavens !  how  unlike  their  Bclgic  sires  of 

old! 
Rough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold, 
War  in  each  breast  and  freedom  on  eacl 

brow ; 
How  much  unlike  the  sons  of  Britain  now ! 

Fired  at  the  sound,  my  genius  spreads  hd 

wing, 
And  flies  where  Britain  courts  the  westen 

spring ; 
Where  lawns  extend  that  scorn  Arcadifli 

pride, 
And  brighter  streams  than  fiuned  HydaFpe 

ghde. 
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1  around  the  gentlest  breezes  stray, 

antler  mnsic  melts  on  every  spray ; 

1*8  mildest  charms  are  there  com- 

•ined, 

)s  are  only  in  the  master's  mind. 

o^er  each  bosom  reason  holds  her  state, 

iring  aims  irregularly  great, 

.  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 

3  lords  of  human  kind  pass  by : 

n  high  designs,  a  thoughtful  band, 

38  unfashioned,  fresh  from  nature's 

land, 

Q  their  native  hardiness  of  soul, 

imaged  right  above  control, — 

'en  the  peasant  boasts  these  rights  to 

can, 

ms  to  venerate  himself  as  man. 

•,  freedom,  thine  the  blessings  pictured 

lere, 

re  those  charms  that  dazzle  and  en- 

iearl 

ft  indeed  were  such  without  alloy ; 

tcred  e'en  by  freedom,  ills  annoy ; 

iependence  Britons  prize  too  high 

lan  from  man,  and  breaks  the  social 

ie; 

'-dependent  lordlings  stand  alone, 

ms  that  bind  and  sweeten  life  un- 

3iown : 

f  the  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held, 

ombat  minds,  repelling  and  repelled ; 

ts  arise,  imprisoned  factions  roar, 

ed  ambition  struggles  round  her  shore, 

»r  wrought,  the  general  system  feels 

on  stop,  or  frenzy  fire  the  wheels. 

his  the  worst :  as  nature's  ties  decay, 
',  love,  and  honor  fail  to  sway, 
IS  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law, 
her  strength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Jl  obedience  bows  to  these  alone, 
ent  sinks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown ; 
3  may  come  when,  stripped  of  all  lier 
'harms, 

d  of  scholars  and  the  nurse  of  anns, 
Qoble  stems  transmit  the  patriot  flame, 
kings  have  toiled  and  poets  wrote  for 
ame, 


One  sink  of  level  avarice  shall  lie, 

And  scholars,  soldier?,  kings,  unhonored  die. 

But  think  not,  thus  when  freedom's  ills  J 

state, 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings  or  court  the  great ; 
Te  powers  of  truth,  that  bid  my  soul  aspire. 
Far  from  my  bosom  drive  the  low  desire  I 
And  thou,  fair  freedom,  taught  alike  to  feel 
The  rabble's  rage  and  tyrant's  angry  steel ; 
Thou  transitory  flower,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt  or  favor's  fostering  sun, — 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  clime  en* 

dure  I 
I  only  would  repress  them  to  secure. 
For  Just  experience  tells,  in  every  soil. 
That  those  that  think  must  govern  those  that 

toil; 
And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 
Is  but  to  lay  proportioned  loads  on  each. 
Hence,   should   one   order   disproportioned 

grow. 
Its  double  weight  must  ruin  all  below. 

Oh  then  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  r& 

quires. 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  part  aspires  I 
Calm  is  my  soul,  nor  apt  to  rise  in  anns. 
Except  when  fast  approaching  danger  warms ; 
But  when  contending  chiefs  blockade  the 

throne. 
Contracting  regal  power  to  stretch  their  own ; 
When  I  behold  a  factious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themselves  are  free, 
Each   wanton   judge    new    penal    statutes 

draw. 
Laws  grind  Uie  ])0or,  and  rich  men  rule  the 

law, 
The  wealth  of  climes  where  savage  nations 

roam 
Pillaged  from  slaves  to  purchase  slaves  at 

home,  — 
Fear,  pity,  justice,  indignation,  start, 
Tear  oft'  reserve  and  bare  my  swelling  heart, 
Till,  half  a  i)atriot,  half  a  cowanl  grown, 
I  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 

Yes,  brother,  curse  witli  nie  that  balefbl 
hour. 
When  first  ambWion  b^tvlc^  «Xt^%^  v^^^\ 
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And  thus,  polluting  honor  in  its  source, 
Gave  wealth  to  sway  the  mind  with  donhle 

force. 
Have  we  not  seen,  ronnd  Britain's  peopled 

shore, 
Her  useful  sons  oxchanijed  for  useless  ore  ? 
Seen  all  her  triumphs  hut  destruction  haste, 
Like  iSaring  tapers  hrightening  as  they  waste? 
SSeeu  opulence,  her  grandeur  to  maintain, 
Lead  stem  depopulation  in  her  train. 
And  over    fields  where    scattered    hamlets 

rose 
In  barren,  solitiu-y  pomp  repose  ? 
Have  we  not  seen,  at  pleasure's  lordly  call 
The  smiling,  oft-freqiieuted  village  tall  ? 
Beheld  the  duteous  son,  the  sire  decayed, 
The  modest  matron,  and  the  blushing  maid. 
Forced  from  their    homes,    a     melancholy 

train, 
To  traverse  climes  beyond  the  western  main. 
Where  wild    Oswego  spreads  her  swamps 

ai'ouud, 
And  Niagara  stuns  v»ith  thundering  sound ? 


E'en  now,  perhaps,  as  there  some  pilgrim 
stravs 
Til  rough  tangled  forests  and  through  danger- 
ous wavs. 
Where  beasts  with  man  divided  empire  clahn, 
iVnd  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murder- 
ous aim ; 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempest  flies. 
And  all  around  distressful  veils  ari>e. 
The  pensive  exMe,  bending  with  IiIm  woe. 
To  stop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 
Casts  a  long  look  where  England's  glories 

shine, 
And  bids  his  bosoro  s^Tnpathize  with  mine. 

Vain,  very  vbin,  r\y  weary  searcli  to  find 
That  bliss  which  or!y  centres  in  tlio  mind; 
Wl'V  liiive  I  Btr.r»\c-d  fr(*m  pleasure  and  re- 
pose, 
I'o  s^eek  a  good  e^ch  govemrncnr  Ustows? 
In  every  governmeiit,  though  terrors  reign. 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restrain, 
tiow  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  whlrh  law.s  or  kings  can  cause  or 
cure? 


Still  to  ourselves  in  every  place  consigned. 

Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find ; 

With  secret  course  which  no  loud  storm 

annoy 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domestic  joy. 
The  lifted  axe,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
Luke^s  iron  crown,  and  Damien^sbed  (^  steel 
To  men  remote  from  power  but  rarely  known 
Leave  reason,  faith,  and  conscience  all  oa 

own. 

OUTBB  GOLMKRI. 


THE  DESERTED  VILLAGE. 

Sweet  Auburn !  lovdicst  village  of  the  pUiiv 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheered  the  laborinf 

swain, 
Where  smiling  spring  its  earliest  visit  paid, 
And  parting  summer's  lingering  blooms  de 

layedl 
Dear  lovely  bowers  of  innocence  and  ease- 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  every  sport  cook 

please  I 
Uow  often  have  I  loitered  o^er  thy  green, 
Where    humble    happiness    endeared    etd 

scene ! 
How  often  have  I  paused  on  every  charro— 
The  sheltered  cot,  the  cultivated  farm, 
The  never-failing  brook,  the  busy  miU, 
The  decent  church  that  topt  the  neighbonDj 

hill, 
The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  tb( 

shade — 
For  talking  age  and  whispering  lovers  manle 
How  often  have  I  blest  the  coming  day. 
When  toil,  remitting,  lent  its  turn  to  play, 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labor  free, 
Led  up  their  sports  beneath  the  spreadiof 

tree; 
While  many  a  pastime  circled  in  the  shade. 
The  young  contending  as  the  old  surveyed ; 
And  many  a  gambol  frolicked  o'er  the  ground 
And  sleights  of  art  and  feats  of  strength  weni 

round ; 
And  still  as  each  repeated  pleasures  tired, 
Succeeding  sports  the  mirthful  band  inspired 
The  dancing  pair,  that  simply  sought  renowr 
By  holding  out,  to  tire  each  otlier  down : 
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The  Bwain  mistrustleas  of  his  Rinuttcd  face, 
While   secret   lau^liter    tittered  round  the 

place; 
The  bashful  virgin^s  sidelong  looks  of  love, 
The  matron's  glance  that  would  tliose  looks 

reprove : 
These  were  thy  charms,  sweet  village  I  sports 

like  these, 
With  sweet  succession,  taught  e'en  toil  to 

please; 
These  round  thy  bowers  their  cheerful  intlu- 

ence  shed ; 
These  were  thy  charms — ^bnt  all  these  charms 

are  fled. 


Sweet-smiling  village,  loveliest  of  the  lawn ! 
Thy  sports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  with- 
drawn; 
Amidst  thy  bowers  the  tyrant^s  hand  is  seen, 
And  desolation  saddens  all  thy  green ; 
One  t>nly  master  grasps  the  whole  domain, 
And  half  a  tillage  stints  thy  smiling  plain ; 
Xo  more  thy  glassy  brook  reflects  tlie  day, 
Bat,  choked  witli  sedges,  works  its  weedy 

way; 
Along  thy  glades,  a  solitary  guest. 
The  hollow-sounding  bittern  guards  its  nest ; 
Amklst  thy  desert  walks  the  lapwing  fliers 
And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvaried  cries ; 
Sank  are  thy  bowers  in  shapeless  ruin  all, 
And  the  long  grass  oVrtops  the  mouldering 

wall; 
And,  trembling,  shrinking  from  the  spoiler^s 

band. 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  to  hastening  ills  a  prey. 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourish,  or  may  fade — 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has 

made; 
Bnt  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride, 
When    once  destroyed,  can   never  be  suj)- 

plied. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  Englnnd^s  griefs  be- 
When  every  rood  of  ground  maintained  its 


For  him  light  labor  spread  her  whulesoi 

store — 
Just  gave  what  life  required,  but  jriive  ] 

more; 
Ilis  best  companions,  innocence  and  health 
And  his  best  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  altered:  trade's  unfeelii 

train 
Usurp  the  land,  and  disi)ossess  the  swain ; 
Along   the  lawn,   where  scattered  hamlc 

rose, 
Unwieldy  wealth   and  cumbrous  pomp  r 

pose ; 
And  every  want  to  luxur}'  allied, 
And  every  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Those  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  blooi 
Those  C4ilm  desires  that  asked  but  little  rooi 
Those  healthful  sports  that  graced  the  peac 

ful  scene, 
Lived  in  each  look,  and  brightened  all  tl 

green — 
These,  far  departing,  seek  a  kinder  shore. 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  more. 

Sweet  Auburn  I  parent  of  the  blissful  hov 
Thy  jirlades  forlorn  confess  the  tyrant's  poi 

er. 
Here,  a-^  I  take  my  solitary  n)unds 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  ruined  ground 
And,  many  a  year  elapsed,  return  to  view 
AVhere  once  the  cottage  i^tood,  the  hawthoi 

grew, 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busv  trai 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past 

pain. 

In  all  my  wanderings  round  this  world 

care. 
In   all   my  griefs — and  Ctod   Iuls  given  n 

share — 
I  still  had  hopes  my  latest  hours  to  crown, 
Amid>t  these  humble  bowers  to  lav  nie  dowi 
To  husband  out  lit'e's  taper  at  the  close, 
And  keej)  tlie  llame  from  wib*ting  by  repo* 
I  still  had  ln)pes — for  pride  attends  us  still- 
Amidst  the  swains  to  ^how  my  ]>ook-leiirn4 

skill, 
Around  my  fire  an  eveuiu^  ^xv>wv  X*^  ^tw« 
And  tell  of  aM  1  fcU,  w^^  «\\  \  ^^vk  \ 
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^nd,  as  a  bare,  whom  hounds  and  horns  pur- 
sue, 

Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  she 
flew, 

[  still  had  hopes,  mv  lonj^  vexations  past, 

Here  to  return — and  die  at  home  at  last. 

O  blest  retirement!  friend  to  life's  decline  I 
Retreats  from  care,  that  never  must  be  mine  I 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like 

these, 
A  youth  of  labor  with  an  age  of  ease ; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptations 

try, 
And;  since  't  is  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly  I 
For  him   no  wretches,  born  to  work  and 

weep, 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dangerous 

deep ; 
Ko  surly  porter  stands  in  guilty  state, 
To  spurn  imploring  famine  from  the  gate ; 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend ; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperccived  decay, 
While  resignation  gently  slopes  the  way ; 
And,  all  his  prospects  brightening  to  tlie  last. 
His  heaven  commences  ere  the  world  be  past. 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft  at  evening's 

close 
Cp  yonder  hill  the  village  ninnnur  rose  ; 
There,  us  I  pit-ssed  with  careless  >tej>s  and  slow,  I 
The  mingling  notes  came  softened  from  be- 
low : 
The  swain  rosiM)nbive  as  the  milkmaid  sung. 
The   sober  herd   that   lowed  to  meet  their 

young. 
The  noisy  iieci^ii  that  pibbled  o'er  the  pool. 
The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school, 
riie  watch-doir's  voice  that  bayed  the  whis- 

j.^ring  wind, 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  variant 

rr.ind. 
These  all  in  sw  eoi  c* infusion  sought  the  sliade, 
And  filled  each  pa\4se  the  nightingale  had 

made. 
But  now  the  sounds  of  population  fail ; 
No  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale ; 
So    busy    i-teps    the    grass-grown    ftH)tway 

tread — 
But  aU  the  bloomy  blush  of  life  is  fled. 


All  but  one  widowed,  solitary  thing; 
That  feebly  bends  beside  the  plashj  sprinjc 
She,  wretched  matron,  forced  in  age,  t 

bread. 
To  strip  the  brook  with  mantling  enm 

spread. 
To  pick  her  wintry  fagot  from  the  thorn, 
To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till  morn 
She  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train. 
The  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain. 

Near  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garde 

smiled, 
And  still  where  many  a  garden-flower  grov 

wild, 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shmbs  the  pbo 

disclose, 
The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 
And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  yeir; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Nor  e'er  had  changed,  nor  wished  to  changi 

his  place ; 
Unskilful  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  power 
By  doctrines  fashioned  to  the  varying  hov 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learned  to  prin- 
More  bent  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rii 
His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  trui 
He  chid  their  wanderings,  but  relieved  the 

pain. 
The  long-remembered  beggar  was  his  guest 
Whose  beard,   descending,   swept  his  sg< 

breast; 
The  ruined  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  prooi 
Claimed  kindred  there,  and  had  his  cla'uns  i 

lowed ; 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 
j<ate  by  his  fire,  and  talked  the  night  away- 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorro 

done, 
Shouldered  his  crutch,  and  showed  how  fi^ 

were  won. 
Pleased  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leamc 

to  glow, 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe; 
Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scsn 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  prid 
And  e'en  his  failings  leaned  to  virtue's  tid< 
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But  in  hiB  dnty  prompt  at  every  call, 

He  watched  and  wept^  he  prayed  and  felt  for 

aU; 
And,  aa  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries 
To  tempt  its  new-fledged  offspring  to  the  skies, 
He  tried  each  art,  reproved  each  dull  delay, 
AHured  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid, 
And  sorrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  tnms  dis- 
mayed, 
i:   Ihe  reverend  champion  stood.    At  his  con- 

trd 
^  Despair  and  angaish  fled  the  strnggling  soul ; 
F    Comfort  came  down  the  trembling  wretch  to 
^  raise, 

And  his  last  faltering  accents  whispered  praise. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
ffia  looks  adorned  the  venerable  place ; 
Ihith  firom  hia  lips  prevailed  with  double 

sway, 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff*,  remained  to 

pray. 
Tbe  service  past,  around  the  pious  man, 
>  ^th  ready  zeal,  each  honest  rustic  ran ; 
;  Ste  children  followed,  with  endearing  wilo, 
^  And  plucked  his  gown,  to  share  the  good 
man's  smile. 
ffis  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  ezprest ; 
Iheir  welfieu^  pleased  him,  and  their  cares 

distressed; 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs,  were 

given — 
fiat  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in  hea- 
ven. 
Aa  some  tall  cliff  that  lifts  its  awful  form, 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the 

storm, 
Though  round  its  breast  the  rolling  clouds 

are  spread, 
fitemal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the 
way. 
With  blossomed  furze  uuprofitably  gay. 
There,  In  his  noisy  mansion,  skilled  to  rule, 
rhe  village  master  taught  his  little  school. 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view — 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 


Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  learned  tc 
trace 

The  day^s  disasters  in  his  morning  face ; 

Full  well  they  laughed,  witli  counterfeited 
glee. 

At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 

Full  well  the  busy  whisper,  circling  round, 

Conveyed  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frowned; 

Yet  he  was  kind— or,  if  severe  in  aught, 

The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault. 

The  village  all  declared  how  much  lie  knew ; 

'Twas  certain  he  could  write,  and  cipher 
too; 

Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  pre- 
sage. 

And  e'en  the  story  ran  that  he  could  gauge. 

In  arguing,  too,  the  parson  owned  his  skill, 

For,  e'en  though  vanquished,  he  could  argue 
stUl; 

While  words  of  learned  length  and  thunder- 
ing sound 

Amazed  the  gazing  rustics  ranged  around ; 

And  still  they  gazed,  and  still  the  wonder 
grew. 

That  one  small  head  could  carry  all  ho  knew. 

But  past  is  all  his  fame;  the  very  spot. 

Where  many  a  time  he  triumphed,  is  forgot. 

Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on 

high. 
Where  once  the  sign-post  caught  the  passing 

eye. 
Low  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  draughtfl 

inspired, 
Where  gray-beard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  re- 
tired, 
Where  village  statesmen  talked  with  looks 

profound, 
And  news  nmch  older  than  their  ale  went 

round. 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlor  splendors  of  that  festive  place : 
The  whitewashed  wall,  the   nicely  sanded 

floor. 
The  varnished  clock  that  clicked  behind  the 

door. 
The  chest  contrived  a  double  debt  to  pay — 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  day, 
The  pictures  placed  for  ornament  and  use. 
The  twelve  good  rules^  the  royal  ^laxsv!^  ^ 

goose ; 
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The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chilled  the 

day, 
With  asiKii  liouglis,  and  flowers  and  fennel 

While  broken  toa-cups,  wisely  kept  for  show, 
Ranged  o'er  the  chimney,  glistened  in  a  row. 

Vain,  transitory  splendor !  conld  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tottering  mansion  from  its  fall  ? 
Obscure  it  sinks,  nor  shall  it  more  impart 
An  hours  importance  to  the  poor  mau^s  heart; 
Thither  no  more  the  peasant  shall  repair 
To  sweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care ; 
No  mure  the  fanner's  news,  the  barber's  tale, 
No  more  the  woodman's  ballad  shall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  smith  his  dusky  brow  shall 

clear, 
Relax  his  ponderous  strength,  and  lean  to 

hear ; 
The  host  himself  no  longer  shall  be  found 
Careful  to  see  the  mantling  bliss  go  round ; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willinj^  to  be  prcst, 
Shall  kiss  the  cup  to  pass  it  to  the  rest. 

Yes !  let  tlie  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain, 
These  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm  than  all  the  gloss  of  art 
Spontaneous  joys,  whore  nature  has  its  play. 
The  soul  atlopts,  and  owns  their  tirst-born 

sway ; 
Lightly  they  frolic  oVt  the  vacant  mind, 
rnenvied,  unmolested,  unconlined; 
Hut  the  lonir  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade, 
With  all  tile   freaks  of  wanton   wealth  ar- 

raved — 
In  these,  eiv  tritlcrs  half  their  wisii  obtain. 
The  toiling  ple:isuro  sickens  int^^  pain; 
And,  e'en  while  fashion's  brightest  arts  decoy, 
The  heart,  distrusting,  asks  if  this  be  joy. 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  statesmen,  who  sur- 

vev 
The  rich  mans  joys  increase,  the  poor's  de- 

Ciiv  I 
T  is  vours  to  ludire  how  wide  the  limits  stand 

»  ft'  V. 

Between  a  splendid  and  &  happy  land. 
Proud  swells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted 

ore. 
And  shouting    folly  hails  them   from  her 

shoro : 


Hoardfi,  e'en  beyond  the  miser's  wislu  abonn 
And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  world  aroon 
Yet  count  our  gains :   this  wealth  if  ba: 

name, 
That  leaves  our  nseful  prodacts  still  the  sam 
Not  so  the  loss:   the  man  of  wealth  m 
(  pride 

Takes  up  a  space  thai  many  poor  sapplied- 
Space   for   his   lake,   his   park's   extendi 

bounds — 
Space  for  his  horses,  equipage,  and  homid;: 
The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  silken  sk>t 
lias  robbed  the  neighboring  fields  of  hi 

their  growth ; 
Ilis  seat,  where  solitary  sports  are  seen, 
Indignant  spams  the  cottage  from  the  gre«i 
Around  the  world  each  needfal  prodnct  Hie 
For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  supplies ; 
While  thus  the  laud,  adorned  for  pleasure  a] 
In  barren  splendor,  feebly  waits  the  fall 

As  some  fair  female,  unadorned  and  plaii 
Secure  to  please  while  youth  confirms  bi 

reign, 
Slights  every  borrowed  charm  that  dredi  sa| 

plies. 
Nor  shares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eje 
But  when  tliose  charms  are  past — for  charD 

are  frail — 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail 
She  then  shines  forth,  solicitous  to  blescs 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  dress: 
Thus  fares  the  land,  by  luxury  betrayed. 
In  nature's  simplest  charms  at  first  arraved 
But,  verging  to  decline,  its  splendors  rise. 
Its  vistas  strike,  its  palaces  surprise; 
While,  scourged  by  famine  from  the  smilu 

land. 
The  mournful  peasant  leads  his  humble  bam 
I  And  while  he  sinks,  without  one  arm  to  .avi 
The  country  blooms — a  garden  and  a  gra-e. 

Where  then,  ah !  where,  shall  poverty  t* 

side. 
To  'scape  the  pressure  of  contiguous  priile? 
If,  to  some  common's  fenceless  limits  stniy«< 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  scanty  blade 
Those  fenceless  fields  the  sons  of  wealth  d 

vide. 
And  even  the  bare-worn  common  is  denied. 
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the  city  sped,  what  waits  him  there? 
ee  profasioD  that  he  must  not  share ; 
ee  ten  thousand  haneful  arts  comhiced 
tamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind ; 
ee  each  joy  the  sons  of  pleasure  know 
^rted  from  his  fellow-creatures'  woe. 
Q  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  hrocade, 
re  the  pale  artist  plies  the  sickly  trade ; 
e  while  the  proud  their  long-drawn  pomps 

display, 
re  the  black  gibbet  glooms  beside  the 

way. 
dome  where  pleasure  holds  her  midnight 

reign, 
e,  richly  decked,  admits  the  gorgeous 

train; 
lultuous   grandeur  crowds   the   blazing 

square — 
rattling  chariots  clash,  the  torches  glare. 
3  scenes  like  these  no  troubles  e'er  annoy ! 
8  these  denote  one  universal  joy ! 
these  thy  serious  thoughts  ?    Ah !   turn 

thine  eyes 
ere  the  poor,  houseless,  shivering  female 

lies: 
once,  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blest, 
wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest ; 
modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn, 
«t  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the 

thorn ; 
V  lost  to  all — ^her  friends,  her  virtue  fled — 
r  her  betrayer's  door  she  lays  her  head ; 
I,  pinched  with  cold,  and  shrinking  from 

the  shower, 
h  heavy  heart  deplores  that  luckless  hour 
en,  idly  first,  ambitious  of  the  town, 
left  her  wheel,  and  robes  of  country 

brown. 

0  thine,  sweet  Auburn — thine  the  love- 
liest train — 

thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  ? 

1  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hunger  led, 
proud  men's  doors  they  ask  a  little  bread. 

Ji,  no !    To  distant  climes,  a  dreary  scene, 
ere  half  the  convex  world  intrudes  be- 
tween, 
ongh  torrid  tracts  with  fainting  steps  they 

ore  wild  Altama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 


Far  different  there,  from  all  that  charmed  be- 
fore. 
The  various  terrors  of  that  horrid  shore : 
Those  blazing  suns  that  dart  a  downward  ray. 
And  fiercely  shed  intolerable  day ; 
Those  matted  woods  where  birds  forget  to 

Bing, 
But  silent  bats  in  drowsy  clusters  cling ; 
Those  pois'nous  fields,  with  rank  luxuriance 

crowned. 
Where    the    dark    scorpion   gathers   death 

around ; 
Where  at  each  step  the  stranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrors  of  the  vengeful  snake ; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  hapless 

prey. 
And  savage  men  more  murderous  still  than 

they; 
While  offc  in  whirls  the  mad  tornado  flies, 
Mingling  the    ravaged  landscape  with   the 

skies. 
Far  difiTerent  these  from  every  former  scene — 
The  cooling  brook,  the  grassy-vested  green, 
The  breezy  covert  of  the  warbling  grove, 
That  only  sheltered  thefts  of  harmless  love. 

Good  heaven!    what  sorrows  gloomed  that 

parting  day 
That  called  them  from  their  native  walks 

away; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  every  pleasure  past. 
Hung  round  the  bowers,  and  fondly  looked 

their  last. 
And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  wished  in  vain. 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  western  main; 
And,  shuddering  still  to  face  the  distant  deep. 
Returned  and  wept,  and  still   returned  to 

weep  I 
The  good  old  sire  the  first  prepared  to  go 
To  new-found  worlds,  and  wept  for  othen*' 

woe; 
But  for  himself,  in  conscious  virtue  brave, 
lie  only  wished  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave 
His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tears. 
The  fond  companion  of  his  helpless  years, 
Silent  went  next,  neglectful  of  her  charm«, 
And  left  a  lover's  for  her  father's  arms. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  spoke  hei 

woes. 
And  blessed  the  cot  where  eve^ry  >^Vi'iA>\^^ 

rose\ 
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And  kissed  lier  thoaghtlcsa  babes  with  many 

Aad  elaapcd  them  close,  in  sorrow  douhlj 

dear; 
Whilst  licr  food  hasbaud  atrore  to  lend  relief 
In  all  Llie  Bilent  luanlinesg  of  grief, 

Ohixurj-1  thou  cnrst  bj  heftTea's  decree, 
How  ill  eichanged  are  tbinga  lite  these  for 

How  do  thy  potions,  wilb  innidimiB  iov. 
Diffuse  tlieir  [ileasurea  c 
Kingdoms  by  tliee,  to  sit 
Boast  of  a.  florid  vigor  i 
At  every  draught  more 

grow, 
A  bloated  mass  of  rank  v 
Till  eapped  thoir  strength 

sound, 
Down,  down  tliey  sink, 

Even  now  the  Jetastatio 
And  half  lie  bnsincss  of  destruction  done; 
Even  now,  methinks,  as  pondering  here  I 

I  see  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land. 
Down  where  yon  anchoring  vessel  spreads 

the  sail 
That,  idly  waiting,  flaps  with  every  gale — 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band. 
Pass  from  the  shore,  and  darken  all  the 

Contented  toil,  and  hospitable  care, 
And  kind  connubial  tenderness  are  there; 
And  piety  with  wishes  placed  above, 
And  steady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 
And  thou,  sweet  poetry,  thou  loveliest  n.aid. 
Still  first  to  fly  where  sensual  joys  invade — 
Unfit,  in  these  degenerate  times  of  shame, 
To  catch  the  heart,  or  strike  for  honest  fame! 
Dear,  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  decried, 
Mj  shame  in  crowds,  my  solitary  pride  I 
Thou  source  of  all  my  bliss  and  all  my  wot 
That  found'st  me   poor  at  first,  and  keep'at 

Thou  gnide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  eicell 
ThoD  nurse  of  every  virtue — fare  thee  wall  I 
Farewell ; — and  oh  I   where'er  thy  voice  be 

On  Torno's  cliffi,  sr  Pambamarca's  Bld»— 


Whether  where  etjuinootial  ferron  10^ 
Or  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  ia  ■ 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  tia 
Iledreaa  the  rigors  of  th'  incleineiil  dt 
Aid  slighted  tnitl4  iviih  Ihj  perMissiTa 
Teach  erring  man  to  spurn  the  rage  a 
Teach  bini  that  states,  of  Dative  ttr«a| 

Though  very  poor,  may  still  bo  veifl 
That  trade's  proud  empire  hastes  toat 

B ocean  sneepa  the  labored  mule M 
hile  self-dependent  power  oan  tiiWM 
B  rocks  resist  the  billows  and  the  d^ 
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THE  BELLS  OF  SHANTON. 

SaAbiUa  jmnt/p; 

So^tmota  abtHda. 

lnBoumon  »!•  a*  oia  I 

WiTB  deep  affection 
And  rocoUectioii 
I  often  think  of 

Those  Shandon  bells. 
Whose  sounds  so  wild  would. 
In  the  days  of  childhood. 
Fling  round  my  cmdle 

Then:  magic  spells. 

On  this  I  ponder 
Where'er  I  wander. 
And  thus  grow  fooder. 

Sweet  Cork,  of  thee — 
With  thy  bells  of  Shandon, 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waten 

Ofthe  river  Lee. 

I  've  heard  bells  chiming 
Full  many  a  clime  in. 
Tolling  sublime  in 

Cathedral  shrine. 
While  at  a  gUbe  rate 
Brass  tongues  would  vibraU; 
But  all  their  music 

Spoke  naught  like  thina 


THE   BELLB. 


For  memorj,  dwelling 
On  each  proad  swelltog 
Of  thy  bd&7,  Icnelling 

Its  bold  notes  free. 
Made  the  bella  of  Sh&ndon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleuant  iraten 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

I  Ve  heard  bella  tolling 
Old  Adrian's  Hole  in, 
Their  thnnder  rolling 

From  the  Vatican— 
And  oTmbals  glorioiu 
Swinging  aproariooa 
In  the  gorgeous  ttirretB 

Of  Notre  Dame ; 

But  thj  sonads  were  sweeter 
Than  the  dome  of  Peter 
Fluigs  o'er  the  Tiber, 

Pealing  solemnlj. 
Oh  I  the  belle  of  Sbamlon 
Sonad  fat  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

There 's  a  bell  in  Moscow ; 
While  on  tower  and  kiosk  oh 
In  Saint  Sophia 

The  Torkmao  gets, 
And  load  in  ur 
Calls  men  to  ^njw. 
From  the  tapering  sammit 

Of  tall  n 


Snob  emptj  pbantem 
I  freely  grant  tbem ; 
Bat  there 's  an  antliem 

More  dear  to  me — 
T  is  the  bella  of  Shandon, 
That  Bonnd  so  grnnd  on 
The  pleasant  wntera 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

FATBn  P»ifT.      (Fimeta  Mihon; 


Hbab  the  sledges  with  the  bells — 

Silver  bells—  [teUsl 

What  a  world  of  merriment  their  melodj  fore- 
Uow  they  tinkle,  tinkle,  tiokle, 

In  the  icy  air  of  night  t 
Willie  the  stars  that  oversiiriaklo 
All  the  heavens,  seem  to  twinkle 

With  a  orystallirie  delight — 
EeepiDg  time,  time,  time, 
In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme, 
To  the  ttD^nabaJation  that  so  Uiutiically  wells 
From  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 
Bens,  bells,  bells- 
Prom  the  jingling  and  the  tinkling  of  the 
bella. 

II. 
Hear  the  mellow  wedding  belb— 
Golden  bells  t 
What  a  world  of  happiness  their  harmony 
foretells  I 
ThroQgb  the  balmy  air  of  night 
How  they  ring  out  their  deliglitl 
From  the  molten-golden  notes, 

And  all  in  tune, 
What  a  liquid  ditty  floats 
To  the  turtle-dove  that  listens,  while  she 

On  the  moon  I 
Oh,  from  out  the  sonndiiig  ceils, 
What  a  gush  of  euphony  volnminously  wellsl 

How  it  BWellal 
How  it  dwells 
On  the  Future!  bow  it  li'lU 
Of  the  rupture  tliat  impuis 
To  the  swinging  and  the  ringing 

Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells. 
Of  the  bells,  U-lls,  bell*,  bcUs, 
Belhs  bells,  bells— 
To  the  rhyming  and  the  chiming  of  the 
bells. 

Dear  the  lond  Hlaroin  belU — 
Brazen  bells  I 
What  a  tale  of  terror,  now,  th«r  tnrbulcnn 
telUl 
In  the  BtartVei  eai  ot  \i,\%\A 
Uow  they  BOieaia  ovA.  \) 
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Too  mach  horrified  to  speak. 
They  can  only  shriek,  shriek, 
Out  of  tune, 
[n  the  clamorous  appealing  to  the  mercy  ot 

the  fire, 
fn  a  mad  expostulation  with  the  deaf  and 
frantic  fire 
Leaping  higher,  higher,  higher. 
With  a  desperate  desire. 
And  a  resolute  endeavor, 
Now  —now  to  sit  or  never, 
By  the  side  of  the  pale-faced  moon. 
Oh,  the  bells,  bells,  bells, 
TVliat  a  tale  their  terror  tells 
Of  despair! 
How  they  clang,  and  clash,  and  roar ! 
What  a  horror  they  outpour 
On  the  bosom  of  the  palpitating  air  I 
Yet  the  ear  it  fully  knows, 
By  the  twanging, 
And  the  clanging, 
How  the  danger  ebbs  and  flows ; 
Yet  the  ear  distinctly  tells, 
In  the  jangling. 
And  the  wrangling, 
How  the  danger  sinks  and  swells. 
By  the  sinking  or  the  swelling  in  the  anger 
of  the  bells — 

Of  the  bells— 
Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells. 
Bells,  bells,  bells— 
In  the  clamor  and  the  clangor  of  the  bells ! 

IV. 

Hear  the  tolling  of  *^.be  bells — 
Iron  bells! 
»r*iat  a  world  of  solemn  thought  their  mon- 
ody compels! 
In  the  silence  of  the  night, 
How  we  shiver  with  aflfright 
A-t  the  melancholy  menace  of  their  tone ! 
For  every  sound  that  floats 
From  the  rust  within  their  throats 

Is  a  groan. 
And  the  people — ah,  the  people — 
They  that  dwell  up  in  the  steeple, 

All  alone, 
And  who  tolling,  tolling,  tolling. 

In  that  mufl3ed  monotone. 
Feel  a  glory  in  so  rolling 
On  the  haman  heart  a  stone — 


They  are  neither  man  nor  womaa- 
They  are  neitlier  brute  nor  hnman- 

They  are  ghouls: 
And  their  king  it  is  who  tolls; 
And  he  rolls,  rolls,  rolls, 
RoUs, 
A  peean  from  the  bells ! 
And  his  merry  bosom  swells 

With  the  peean  of  the  bells ! 
And  he  dances  and  he  yells; 
Keeping  time,  time,  Ume, 
In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme, 
To  the  psan  of  the  bells- 
Of  the  bells : 
Keeping  time,  time,  time,^ 
In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme, 

To  the  throbbing  of  the  bells— 
Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells— 

To  the  sobbing  of  the  beUs; 
Keeping  time,  time,  time, 

As  he  knells,  knells,  knelh, 
In  a  happy  Runic  rhyme. 

To  the  rolling  of  the  bells— 
Of  the  beUs,  bells,  bells— 
To  the  tolling  of  the  bells, 
Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells- 
Bells,  bells,  bells — 
To  the  moaning  and  the  groaning  of  tbc 

KB4AX  Alia* 


THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 

Those  evening  bells !  those  evening  t 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  teUs, 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  cliii 

Those  joyous  hours  are  passed  away : 
And  many  a  heart  that  then  was  gay 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells, 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  be! 

And  so  ^t  will  be  when  I  am  gone- 
That  tuneful  peal  will  still  ring  on ; 
While  other  bards  shall  walk  these  d 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening 

Tmomu  U 
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ALEXANDER'S  FEAST; 

,  THE  POWEB  OF  MU8I0.— AN  ODB  IN  HONOB 
OF  SI.  OXOILIA^B  DAT. 

T  WAS  at  the  royal  feast  for  Persia  won 
By  PhUip's  warlike  son : 
Aloft,  in  awfnl  state, 
The  godlike  hero  sate 

On  his  imperial  throne ; 
His  valiant  peers  were  placed  around, 
Their  hrows  with  roses  and  with  myrtles 

bonnd; 
(So  shonld  desert  in  arms  be  crowned) ; 
The  lovely  Thais  by  his  side 
Sate,  like  a  blooming  eastern  bride, 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  pairl 
None  but  the  brave, 
None  but  the  brave. 
None  but  the  brave  deserves  the  fair. 

OHOBUS. 

Happy ^  happy,  happy  pair/ 

2fone  but  the  Irate, 

None  hut  the  hrave^ 
None  but  the  brate  desertes  the  fair, 

Timotheus,  placed  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire, 
With  flying  fingers  touched  the  lyre ; 
The  trembling  notes  ascend  the  sky, 

And  heavenly  joys  inspire. 
The  song  began  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  blissful  seats  above, 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  Love). 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  belied  the  god ; 
Sublime  on  radiant  spires  he  rode, 
When  he  to  fair  Olympia  pressed, 
And  while  he  sought  her  snowy  breast; 
hen,  round  her  slender  waist  he  curled, 
nd  stamped  an  image  of  himself,  a  sovereign 

of  the  world, 
he  listening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  sound — 
.  present  deity  I  they  shout  around ; 
present  deity !  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
With  ravished  ears 
The  monarch  hears, 
Assumes  the  god. 
Affects  to  nod, 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 


OHOBUS. 

With  ravished  ear$ 
The  monarch  hears, 

Assumes  thegod^ 

Affects  to  nod^ 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

The  praise  of  Bacchus,  then,  the  sweet  musi- 
cian sung — 
Of  Bacchus  ever  fur  and  ever  young ; 
The  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes : 
Sound  the  trumpets;  beat  the  drums! 
Flushed  with  a  purple  grace, 
He  shows  his  honest  face ; 
>Iow  give  the  hautboys    breath — ^he  comes, 
he  comes  I 
Bacchus,  ever  fair  and  young. 

Drinking  joys  did  first  ordain ; 
Bacchus'  blessings  are  a  treasure ; 
Drinking  is  the  soldiers'  pleasure : 
Rich  the  treasure. 
Sweet  the  pleasure ; 
Sweet  is  pleasure  after  pain. 

CHORUS. 

Bacchus'  blessings  are  a  treasure  ; 
Drinking  is  the  soldier^s  pleasure  : 

Rich  the  treasure, 

Sweet  the  pleasure  ; 
Sweet  is  pleasure  after  pain. 

Soothed  with  the  sound,  the  king  grew  vain; 

Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again ; 
And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes,  and  thrioc 
he  slew  the  slain. 
The  master  saw  the  madness  rise — 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes ; 
And,  while  he  heaven  and  earth  deiied. 
Changed  his  hand,  and  checked  his  pride. 

He  chose  a  mournful  ninse. 

Soft  pity  to  infuse, 
He  sung  Darius  great  and  good, 

By  too  severe  a  fate 
Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen — 
Fallen  from  his  high  estate, 

And  weltering  in  his  blood ; 
Deserted,  at  his  utmost  need, 
By  those  his  former  bounty  fed ; 
On  the  bare  earth  exposed  he  lies. 
With  not  a  friend  to  close  his  eye*. 
With  downoaat  looks  the  joyless  victor  sate 
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Kevolving  in  Lis  altered  soul 
The  various  turns  of  chance  below ; 

And,  now  and  then,  a  sigh  he  stole ; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

CHORUS. 

Retching  in  his  altered  soul 

The  various  turns  of  chance  beUno; 

And^  now  and  tJien,  a  sigh  Tie  stole; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

The  miglity  master  smiled,  to  see 
That  love  was  in  the  next  degree ; 
T  was  but  a  kindred  sound  to  move, 
For  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Softly  sweet,  in  Lydian  measures. 
Soon  he  soothed  his  soul  to  pleasures. 
War,  he  sung,  is  toil  and  trouble ; 
Honor  but  an  empty  bubble- 
Never  ending,  still  beginning — 
Fighting  still,  and  still  destroying ; 

If  the  world  be  worth  thy  winning. 
Think,  oh  think  it  worth  enjoying  I 
Lovely  Thais  sits  beside  thee — 
Take  the  goods  the  gods  provide  thee. 
The  many  rend  the  sky  with  loud  applause; 
So    love  was  crowned,  but  music  won  the 
cause. 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Gazed  on  the  fair 
Who  caused  his  care, 
And  sighed  and  locked,  sighed  and  looked, 
Sighed  and  looked,  and  sighed  again. 
At  length,  with  love  and  wine  at  once  op- 
pressed, 
Tlie  vanquished  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast. 

cnoBus. 

The  prince  unahle  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Oazed  on  the  fair 
Who  caused  his  care^ 
And  sighed  and  looled^  sighed  and  looked, 
Sighed  and  looked,  and  sighed  again. 
At  lengthy  uith  late  and  wine  at  once  oppressed, 
The  vanquished  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast, 

tfow  strike  the  golden  lyre  again — 

A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  strain  I 

Break  his  bands  of  sleep  asunder, 

And  rouse  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder. 


Hark,  hark  I  the  horrid  sound 
Has  raised  up  his  head! 
As  awaked  from  the  dead. 
And  amazed,  he  stares  around. 
Revenge  I  revenge  1  Timotheus  cries; 
See  the  Furies  arise  I 
See  the  snakes  that  they  rear, 
How  they  hiss  in  their  hair, 
And    the    sparkles    that   flash   from 
eyes! 
Behold  a  ghastly  band, 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand ! 
Those  are  Grecian  ghosts,  that  in  battle 
slain. 
And  unburied  remain, 
Inglorious,  on  the  plain ! 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold   how    they    toss    their   torche 
high. 
How  they  point  to  the  Persian  abode 
And  glittering  temples  of  their  hostile  g 
The  princes  applaud  with  a  furious  joy, 
And  the  king  seized  a  flambeau  with  & 
destroy; 

Thais  led  the  way 
To  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fired  another ' 

OnOBITS. 

And  the  king  seized  a  flambeau  with  ts 
destroy  ; 

Thais  led  the  way 

To  light  him  to  his  prey. 

And,  like  another  Helen,  fired  another  \ 

Thus,  long  ago— 
Ere  heaving  bellows  learned  to  blo^ 

While  organs  yet  were  mute— 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  flute, 
And  sounding  lyre, 
Could  swell  the  soul  to  rage,  or  kindle 
desire. 
At  last  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventress  of  the  vocal  frame ; 
The  sweet  enthusiast,  from  her  sacred  si 
Enlarged  the  former  narrow  bound 
And  added  length  to  solemn  sound) 
With  nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unk 
before. 
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>ld  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 
*  both  divide  the  orown ; 
aised  a  mortal  to  the  skies — 
le  drew  an  angel  down. 

OBAKD  OHOBUS. 

ut  divine  Cecilia  came, 

ntreu  of  the  tocal  frame  ; 

t  enthueiaet^from  her  sacred  stare^ 

irged  the  farmer  narrow  hounds^ 

added  length  to  solemn  sounds^ 

ture's  mother-wit^  and  arte  unknoton 

h^ore. 

}ld  Timotlioue  yield  the  prizCy 

"  both  divide  the  crown  ; 

aieed  a  mortal  to  the  skiei — 

4  drew  an  angel  down, 

Jom  Dbtdkw. 


[NFLIIENCE  OF  MUSIC. 

isuB,  with  his  late,  made  trees, 
the  mountain-tops  that  freeze, 
>w  themselves  when  he  did  sing; 
is  mnsic  plants  and  flowers 
'  sprung — as  sun  and  showers 
tere  had  made  a  lasting  Spring. 

7  thing  that  heard  him  play, 

i  the  billows  of  the  sea, 

ing  their  heads,  and  then  lay  by. 

veet  music  is  such  art, 

Dg  care,  and  grief  of  heart — 

Jl  asleep,  or,  hearing,  die ! 

Shakmpsaui 


MUSIC. 


lull  me,  lull  me,  charming  air  I 
r  senses  rock  with  wonder  sweet  I 
snow  on  wool  thy  fallings  are ; 
ft,  like  a  spirit's,  are  thy  feet. 

Grief  who  need  fear 

That  hath  an  ear  ? 

Down  let  him  lie. 

And  dambering  die, 

ehang$  his  soul  for  harmony. 

William  Btmodm. 
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THE  PASSIONS. 

▲  N    ODB    FOB    MU8I0. 

When  Music,  heavenly  maid,  was  young, 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  she  sung. 
The  Passions  oft,  to  hear  her  shell, 
Thronged  around  her  magic  cell — 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting — 
Possest  beyond  the  muse^s  painting; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  g.owing  mind 
Disturbed,  delighted,  raised,  refined ; 
Till  once,  *t  is  said,  when  all  were  fired, 
Filled  with  fury,  rapt,  inspired. 
From  the  supporting  myrtles  round 
They  snatched  her  instruments  of  sound ; 
And,  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  lessons  of  her  forceful  art. 
Each  (for  madness  ruled  the  hour) 
Would  prove  his  own  expressive  power. 

First  Fear  his  hand,  its  skill  to  try. 
Amid  the  chords  bewildered  laid. 

And  back  recoiled,  ho  knew  not  why, 
E^en  at  the  sound  himself  had  made. 

Next  Anger  rushed ;  his  eyes-,  on  fire. 
In  lightnings  owned  his  secret  stings : 

In  one  rude  clash  he  struck  the  lyre, 
And  swept  with  hurried  hand  tlie  stringa 

With  woful  measures  wan  Despair, 
Low,  sullen  sounds,  his  grief  beguiled — 

A  soleum,  strange,  and  mingled  air; 
T  was  sad  by  fits,  by  starts  'twas  wild. 

But  thou,  0  Hope,  with  eyes  so  fair — 

What  was  thy  delightful  measure? 
Still  it  whispered  promised  pleasure, 
And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  distance 
haU! 
Still  would  her  touch  the  strain  prolong ; 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
She  called  on  Echo  still,  through  all  the 
song; 
And,  where  her  sweetest  theme  she  chose, 
A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at 
every  close ; 
And  Hope  enchanted^  t0BBi2i\»^^  %xA  ^%:^^ 
her  go\d«ii\ks3ff. 
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And  longer  had  slie  sung— bat,  with  a 

The  oak-crowned   sisUra,  and  th^  chi 

frown, 

eyed  queen. 

RuTsnge  intpatieot  rose; 

Satyrs  and  sjlcaa  l>oy»,  were  wen. 

He  Uirew  his  blood-stmned  Hword  in  iLun- 

Peeping  from  forth  their  aileya  grsea ; 

dor  down ; 

Brown  Eserciae  nyoieed  to  hear; 

And,  with  a  witljering  look, 

And  Bport  leapt  up,  and  seijted  h**  bee 

TIkj  war-denouncing  trampet  took, 

spear. 

And  blow  a  blast  bo  loud  and  dread, 

Last  came  Joy'e  ecstAtio  trial : 

Were  ne'er  prophetic  sounds  bo  lull  of  woe  I 

He,  with  Tiny  crown  advancing, 

And,  ever  and  anon,  lie  beat 

First  to  the  lively  pipe  hia  hand  addra 

The  donbling  drum,  with  furiona  heat  ■ 

nnt  soon  ho  saw  the  briat  awakening  rt 

Aiid  though  Boineijmea,  e 

fhoae  sweet  entrancing  to!o«  he  I»t« 

between. 

beat; 

Dejected  Pitj,  at  hi. 

>j  would  have  thought,  who  htaii 

Ilor  sool-aubdning  t  . 

etrain, 

Yet  btili  he  kept  his  wilt 

'hey  saw,  in  Tempa'a  rale,  Iwr  mtJwiB 

While  each  strained  ball 

imidst  the  festal  sounding  abailai, 

bursting  from  bia  t 

Bome  unwearied  minstrel  dauciag, 

Tby  numbers,  Jealona; 

lie,  as  his  flying  fingers  kiaaed  tbeiBi 

fixed— 

•e  framed  witli  Mirth  a  gay  &Btatticm 

Slid  proof  of  thy  dUti 

>ee  were  her  treats  Been,  tw  am 

Of  diti'ering  themes  the  , 

bound; 

mixed; 

vnd  he,  amidst  hU  frolio  play, 

And  now  it  courted    love — now,  raT- 

AB  if  he  would  the  channing  air  rftj. 

ing,  cflllcd  on  Date. 

Shook  thoi:sund  odora  from  Jiis  di'wy  tin 

With  oyca  upraised,  as  one  inspired. 
Pale  Melancholy  sole  retired; 
And,  from  her  wild  sequestered  seat, 
In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 
Poured  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pen- 

And,  dashing  soft  from  rocks  aroand, 
Bubbling  runnels  joined  the  sound; 
through  glades  and  glooms  the  mingled 
measure  stole; 
Or,  o'er  some  hannled  stream,  with  fond 
del;iy, 
Round  an  holy  calm  diffusing, 
Love  of  peace,  and  lonely  mu»ng. 
In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 

Unl  oh !  how  altered  was  its  sprightUer  tone 
Wiien  Cheerfulness,  a  nymph  of  healthiest 

Her  bow  across  her  shoulder  flung, 
Her  bnskins  gemmml  iritb  morning  dew, 
rtlew  an  ins;iirii\g  air,  that  dale  and  thicket 
rung— 

Tlie  hunter's   call,  to    faun    and    dryad 
known! 


O  Music  I  Bphere-deecended  maid, 
Friend  of  pleasure,  wisdom's  aid! 
Why,  goddess  I   why,  to  ns  denied, 
Lay'st  thou  thy  ancient  lyre  aaidet 
As,  in  that  loved  Athenian  bower, 
You  learned  an  all  commanding  paw. 
Thy  mimic  soul,  O  nympL  endeared, 
Can  well  recall  what  then  it  heard; 
Where  is  thy  native  simple  heart, 
Devote  to  virtue,  fancy,  art? 
Arise,  as  in  that  elder  dme. 
Warm,  energetic,  chaste,  sublime! 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  godlike  age. 
Fill  thy  recording  sister's  page ; 
'T  is  Baid~~and  1  believe  the  tale — 
Thy  humblest  reed  conid  more  prerd. 
Had  more  of  strength,  diviner  rage, 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  V 
E'en  all  at  once  together  found — 
Cecilia's  mingled  world  of  sound. 
Oh  bid  our  vain  endeavors  cease; 
Revive  the  Just  designs  of  Greece ! 
Beturn  in  nil  thy  simple  stale-— 
Confirm  the  talee  ber  toDs  relate) 
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10    A    LADT    WITE    A    GUITAR. 


i.  LADT  WITH  A  GUTTAE. 

to  Miranda:— Take 

ave  of  mngio,  for  tlie  soke 

who  b  the  aiav6  of  tliee ; 
lach  it  all  the  barmonf 
ch  thoa  canst,  and  onlj  thou, 

lie  delighted  spirit  glow, 

r  denies  itself  again, 

no  intense,  b  tamed  to  pain. 

permission  and  command 
K  own  prince  Ferdinand, 
VricI  Beuils  tbis  silent  token 
re  than  ever  can  be  spoken  ; 
^anliun  Hpirit,  Ariel,  vho 
life  to  life  ranat  still  parsne 
lappineas,  fur  thus  alone 
riel  ever  find  his  own. 
Prospero's  enchanted  cell, 
!  mighty  versos  toll, 

throno  of  Naples  ho 
]  o'er  the  trackless  sea, 
g  on,  jonr  prow  before, 

living  meteor. 

yon  ie,  the  silent  moou 

intcrlonar  swoon 
aadder  in  her  cell 
iesertcd  Ariel ; 
yon  live  again  on  eartb, 
n  nnscen  star  of  birth 
fQides  yon  o'er  tbe  sea 

fVom  your  nativity. 
changes  have  been  run 
Ferdinand  and  you  begun 
worae  of  love,  and  Ariel  still 
icked  your  stepsand  servod  your  will. 

II  Iinrabler,  happier  lot, 
t  all  romombered  not; 
ow,  .lias!  the  poor  sprite  is 
Kined  for  aomo  Ginlt  of  his 
ody  like  a  graya— 
yon  he  only  dares  to  crave 
.9  service  and  his  sorrow 
lo  to-day,  a  song  to-morrow, 

rtist  who  this  viol  wroof^t 
10  all  bKraooloni  thon^^ 


Felled  a  tree,  while  on  tbe  steep 

The  woods  were  in  tlieir  winter  sleep. 

Rucked  in  that  repose  divine 

On  the  wind-swept  Apenniac ; 

And  dreaming,  some  of  autumn  past, 

And  some  of  spring  approaeliing  fast, 

And  some  of  April  bads  and  sbowera, 

And  some  of  songs  in  Jaly  bowers, 

And  all  of  love;  and  so  this  tree — 

Oh,  that  such  onr  death  may  be!— 

Died  in  sleep,  and  telt  no  pain, 

To  live  in  happier  form  again ; 

From  which,  beneath  heaven's  fiurest  sla 

The  artist  wrought  itiia  loved  gnitar: 

And  taught  it  justly  to  reply 

To  al!  who  qnestion  skilfully 

In  langooge  gentie  as  thine  own ; 

Whispering  in  eoamored  tone 

Sweet  oracles  of  woods  and  dtU*. 

Andaumtner  winds  in  aylvan  cella. 

For  it  had  learned  all  harmonies 

Of  the  plains  and  of  tbe  skies, 

Of  the  forests  and  tbe  mountains, 

And  the  many-voiced  fountains; 

The  clearest  echoes  of  the  hills, 

The  softest  notes  of  fulling  rills. 

The  melodies  of  birds  and  bi-e^ 

The  murmuring  of  summer  seas, 

And  pattering  rain,  and  breathing  dew, 

And  airs  of  evening ;  and  it  knew 

That  seldom-heard  mysterious  sound 

Whicli.  driven  on  iu  diurnal  round. 

As  it  floats  through  boundless  day 

Onr  world  enkindles  on  its  way. 

All  this  it  knows,  but  will  not  toll 
To  those  who  cinnot  question  well 
The  spirit  tliat  inbabit.s  it; 
It  talks  acconling  to  the  wit 
Of  its  companions;  and  no  more 
Is  heard  than  has  been  felt  before 
Ity  those  who  tempt  it  to  betray 
These  secrets  of  an  elder  day. 
But,  sweetly  as  its  answers  will 
Flatter  bands  of  perfect  skill, 
It  keeps  its  highest  holiest  tone 
For  one  beloved  friend  alone. 
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TO  CONSTANTIA— SINGING. 

Thus  to  he  lost,  aud  thas  to  diik  and  die, 
Perchance  were  death  indeed! — Constan- 
tia,  turn  I 
In  thy  dark  eyes  a  power  .ike  light  doth  lie, 
Even  thoagh  the  sounds  which  were  thy 
voice,  which  burn 
Between  thy  lips,  are  laid  to  sleep ; 
Within  thy  breath,  and  on  thy  hair,  like 
odor  it  is  yet, 
And  from  thy  touch  like  fire  doth  leap. 
Even  while  I  write,  my  burning  cheeks  are 

wet — 
Alas,  that  the  torn  heart  can  bleed,  but  not 
forget  I 

A  breathless  awe  like  the  swift  change. 
Unseen  but  felt,  in  youthful  slumbers, 

Wild,  sweet,  but  uncommunicably  strange, 
Thou  breathest  now  in  fast  ascending  num- 
bers. 

The  cope  of  heaven  seems  rent  and  cloven 
By  the  enchantment  of  thy  strain ; 

And  on  my  shoulders  wings  are  woven, 
To  follow  its  sublime  career 

Beyond  the  mighty  moons  that  wane 
Upon  the  verge  of  nature's  utmost  sphere, 
Till  the  world's  shadowy  walls  are  past  and 
disappear. 

Her  voice  is  hovering  o'er  my  soul — it  lingers, 
O'ershadowing  it  with  soft    and    lulling 
wings; 

The  blood  and  life  within  those  snowy  fingers 
Teach    witchcraft    to    the    instrumental 
strings. 

My  brain  is  wild,  my  breath  comes  quick — 
The  blood  is  listening  in  my  frame ; 

And  thronging  shadows,  fast  and  thick, 
Fall  on  my  overflowing  eyes ; 

My  heart  is  quivering  like  a  flame ; 
As  morning  dew,  that  in  the  sunbeam  dies, 
I  am  dissolved  in  these  consuming  ecstasies. 

I  have  no  life,  Constantia,  now,  but  thee ; 
Whilst,  like  the  world-surrounding  air,  thy 
song 
Flows  00,  arid  fills  all  things  vnth  mdfAy. 


Now  is  thy  voioe  a  tempest,  swift 
strong. 
On  which,  like  one  in  trance  npbome, 

Secure  o'er  rocks  and  waves  I  sweep, 
R^oidng  like  a  doud  of  mom. 

Now  ^t  is  the  breath  of  summer  night, 
Which,  when  the  starry  waters  sleep, 
Rouild  western  isles,  with  incense-blo! 

bright, 
lingering,  suspends  my  soul  in  its  \ 
tnons  flight. 

PSSOT  BT86HX  ShXI 


ON  A  LADY  SINGING. 

Oft  as  my  lady  sang  for  me 

That  song  of  the  lost  one  that  sleeps  1 

sea, 
Of  the  grave  on  the  rock,  and  the  c} 
tree, 
Strange   was   the   pleasure    that   ove 

stole, 
For  't  was  made  of  old  sadness  that  li 
my  soul. 

So  still  grew  my  heart  at  each  t 

word 
That  the    pulse  in    my    bosom   m 

stirred. 
And  I  hardly  breathed,  but  only  heai 
Where  was  I? — not  in  the  world  of  mei 
Until  she  awoke  me  with  silence  again. 

Like  the  smell  of  the  vine,  when  its 

bloom 
Sprinkles  the  green  lane  with  sunnj 

ftmie. 
Such  a  delicate  fragrance  filled  the  ro 
Whether  it  came  from  the  vine  without, 
Or   arose  from  her  presence,    I   dw( 
doubt. 

Light    shadows  played  on  the   pic 

wall 
From  the  maples  that  fluttered  oatsi( 

hall. 
And  hindered  the  daylight — ^yet  ah 
all; 
Too  little  for  that  all  the  forest  would  t 
\  %a<^  «i  ^sQxvX^ftftTcv  «he  was^  and  ia,  to  nif ' 


WOHAN'8    TOICK. 


Whea  mj  moss  rabamed,  oa  the  song  was 

ftun  would  hare  «ud  to  her,  "Sin^;  it  oac« 

}ut  MOD  M  ahe  amilcd  m;  wish  I  forbore : 

uo  enough  in  her  look  I  fonnd, 

d  the  hash  of  her  lip  seemed  sweet  as  the 

Taoiui  WiLUix  Fauorl 


A  CANADLUT  BOAT  80SG. 

K  rimlgim  eamtia  Martafnir. 

Quninuii", 

STLT  as  tolls  the  eveiiiiig  chime, 

'  voices  keep  tane,  and  our  oars  keep  time. 

n  as  the  woods  on  shore  look  ^m, 

II  sing  at  St.  Ann's  oar  parting  hymo. 

*,  brothers,  row  I  the  stream  runs  fast, 

■  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  pastl 

J  sho'dd  we  jet  our  sail  onfiirll — 
n  is  uot  a  breath  the  blae  wave  to  onrl. 
t  when  the  wind  blows  off  the  diore 
1  sweetly  we  11  rest  oar  weary  oar. 
iw,  breeiee,  blow !  the  stream  runs  fast, 
1  rspiils  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past! 

iva's  tide !  this  trembling  moon 
ill  see  m  float  over  thy  surges  sood. 
at  of  this  green  isle^  bear  onr  prayers — 
I  grant  oa  cool  heavens  and  fsTOring  airs ! 
<v,  breezes,  blow  I  the  stream  mns  fast, 
9  npida  are  near,  and  the  daylight 's  past ! 
Tmattta  UooaB. 


EGYPTIAN  SERENADE. 

Sna  again  the  song  yon  sung 
Then  we  were  together  yonng — 
When  there  were  but  yon  and  I 
Underneath  the  sammer  sky. 

Sing  the  song,  and  o'er  and  o'er. 
Though  I  know  that  nevermwe 
Will  it  Mem  the  aong  yon  mng 
When  we  were  together  yotmg. 

ftsoMS  WnuAM  OewnL 


WOMAN'S  VOICE. 


Q«Dtl«  Ud  Hft~«D  U 


Not  in  the  swaying  of  the  summer  trees. 
When  evening  breezes  sing  their  vesper 
hymn — 
Not  in  the  minstrel's  mighty  Bymphouies, 

Nor  ripples  breaking  on  the  river's  brim, 
Is  earth's  best  music ;  these  may  move  awhile 
High  thoughts  in  happy  hearts,  and  carking 
cares  begnile. 

But  even  oa  Sie  swallow's  silken  wings, 
Skimming  ttie  water  of  the  sleeping  lake, 

Stir  the  still  silver  with  a  hundred  rings — ■ 
So  doth  one  Bonud  theslecpiag  spirit  wake 

To  brave  the  danger,  and  to  bcortlie  harm — 

A  low  and  gentle  voice — dear  woman's  chief- 
est  ohorm. 

An  ezcclleot  thing  it  is,  and  ever  lent 
To  truth  and  love,  and  meekness ;  they 

This  gift,  by  the  all-gracious  Giver  sent. 

Ever  by  quiet  step  and  smile  ore  known ; 
By  kind  eyes  tliat  have  wept,  hearts  that  have 

sorrowed — 
By  patience  never  tired,  from  their  own  trials 

borrowed. 

An  excellent  thing  it  is,  when  first  in  glad- 

A  mother  looks  into  her  infant's  eyes. 
Smiles  to  its  amilce,  and  saddens  to  its  sad- 
Pales  at  its  paleness,  sorrows  at  its  criesi 
Its  food  and  sleep,  and  smiles  and  little  joys- 
All  these  coi[ie  over  blent  with  one  low  gen- 


An  eiccllcut  thing  it  ia  when  life  is  leaving, 
Leaving  with  gloom  and  gladness,  Joys  and 

The  strong  heart  failing,  and  the  high  sonl 
grieving 
With  strangest  t^uugbltA,  exA  trt'ib  voi^ui^ 
ed  fears : 
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Then,  then  a  woman's  low  soft  sympathy 
Comes  like  an  angePs  voice  to  teach  us  how 
to  die. 

Bat  a  most  excellent  thing  it  is  in  youth, 

When  the  fond  lover  hears  the  loved  one's 

tone, 

That  fears,  but  longs,  to  syllable  the  truth — 

How  their  two  hearts  are  one,  and  she  his 

own; 

It  makes  sweet  human  music— oh !  the  spells 

III  at  haunt  the  trembling  tale  a  bright-eyed 

maiden  tells ! 

Edwiv  Aiwolo. 


SONG. 


Still  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  drest, 

As  you  were  going  to  a  feast ; 

Still  to  be  powdered,  still  perfumed — 

Lady,  it  is  to  be  presumed, 

Though  art's  hid  causes  are  not  found. 

All  is  not  sweet,  all  is  not  sound. 

Give  me  a  look,  give  me  a  face, 
That  makes  simplicity  a  grace  ; 
Robes  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free- 
Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  mo 
Than  all  the  adulteries  of  art ; 
They  strike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart 

Bex  J0N8OK. 


DELIGHT  IN  DISORDER. 

A  SWEET  disorder  in  the  dress 

Kindles  in  clothes  a  waptoniiess : 

A  lawn  about  the  shoulders  thrown 

Into  a  fine  distraction — 

An  erring  lace,  which  here  and  there 

Enthralls  the  crimson  stomacher — 

A  cuff  neglectful,  and  thereby 

Ribbons  to  flow  confusedly — 

A  winning  wave,  deserving  note, 

In  the  tempestuous  petticoat — 

A  careless  shoe  string,  in  whose  tie 

J  see  a  wild  civilitv — 

Do  more  bewitch  me  than  when  art 

Is  too  precise  in  every  part. 


HEBE. 

I  SAW  the  twinkle  of  white  feet, 
I  saw  the  flash  of  robes  desoending ; 
Before  her  ran  an  influence  fleet, 
That  bowed  my  heart  like  barley  bending. 

As,  in  bare  fields,  the  searching  bee^ 
Pilot  to  blooms  beyond  our  finding, 
It  led  me  on — ^by  sweet  degrees, 
Joy's  simple  honey  cells  unbinding. 

Those  graces  were  that  seemed  grim  fates; 
With  nearer  love  the  sky  leaned  o'er  me; 
The  long  sought  secret's  golden  gates 
On  musical  hinges  swung  before  me. 

I  saw  the  brimmed  bowl  in  her  grasp 
Thrilling  with  godhood ;  like  a  lover, 
I  sprang  the  proffered  life  to  dasp^ 
The  beaker  fell;  the  luck  was  over. 

The  earth  has  drunk  the  vintage  up; 
Tliat  boots  it  patch  the  goblet's  splinters? 
Can  summer  fill  the  icy  cup 
Whose  treacherous  crystal  is  but  winter'if 

0  spendthrift  haste !  await  the  gods ; 
Their  nectar  crowns  the  lips  of  patience. 
Haste  scatters  on  unthankful  sods 
The  immortal  ^ft  in  vain  libations. 

Coy  Hebe  flies  from  those  that  woo, 
And  shuns  the  hands  would  seize  upon  bef  > 
Follow  thy  life,  and  she  will  sue 
To  pour  for  thee  the  cup  of  honor. 

Jamks  Bussxll  Lovi^^ 


SONNET. 

'T  IS  much  immortal  beauty  to  admire, 
But  more  immortal  beauty  to  withstand ; 
The  perfect  soul  can  overcome  desire, 
If  beauty  with  divine  delight  be  scanne*!. 
For  what  is  beauty,  but  the  blooming  clii'H^ 
Of  fair  Olympus,  that  in  night  must  end, 
And  be  for  ever  from  that  bliss  exiled, 
^  If  Qidmiratloa  stand  too  much  its  friend  2 


TO    HISTRBSS    UAROARET 


nod  nia.r  b<>  aouaored  o{a  flower, 
MMBD  of  th4  ^reen  and  loaghiog  shore, 
lilver  Kghtniog  of  a  lofty  tower — 
nuat  not  with  too  near  &  love  adore ; 
>wer,  and  margin,  and  oloud-capped  tow- 

and  delight  ahall  with  delight  deTOurl 

Lout  Tanunr. 


USTRESS  UABQARET  HUSSET. 

Uisai  Uargaret, 

As  midaonuner  flower— 

Gentle  as  bloon, 

Or  hawk  of  the  tower ; 

With  aolace  and  gladness, 

Uocb  mirth  and  no  madness, 

All  good  and  no  badness ; 

60  joyously. 

So  maidenly. 

So  womanly 

Her  demeaning — 

In  ererjthing 

Far,  far  pasung 

That  1  can  indite, 

Or  suffice  to  write, 

Of  merry  Uargoret, 

As  midsummer  flower. 

Gentle  aa  falcon 

Or  hawk  of  the  tower; 

As  patient  and  as  still, 

And  as  full  of  good  will, 

As  fur  Isiphil, 

Cotiander, 

Sweet  Pomander, 

Good  Oassandcr ; 

Steadfast  of  thoagbt. 

Well  made,  well  wrought ; 

Far  may  be  sought 

Ere  yon  con  tind 

So  courteous,  so  kind, 

As  merry  Margnrct, 

This  roidsumtner  flower, 

Gentle  as  falcon. 

Or  hawk  of  Ilie  tower. 

Jam  SntTOH. 


WHO  IS  SYLVIA? 

Who  is  Sylviaf  what  is  she. 
That  all  the  swains  commend  heti 

Holy,  fair,  aud  wise,  is  she; 
The  heavens  such  grace  did  lend  her 

That  she  might  adored  be. 

Is  she  kind,  or  is  she  fair? 

For  beauty  lives  with  kindness. 
Love  does  to  her  eyes  repair 

To  help  liim  of  his  blindness — 
And,  being  helped,  inhabits  there. 

Then  to  Sylvia  let  us  smg 

That  Sylvu  is  excelling; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelling ; 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring. 


SITE  WALKS  IN  HEACTY. 

SnE  walks  in  beauty  like  (ho  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skies ; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bri|.'bt 
Meets  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes; 

Thus  mellowed  to  that  tender  tight 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less 
Had  hair  imp.tircd  the  nameless  grace 

Wliicli  waves  in  every  raven  tress. 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  face — 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 
How  pure,  how  dear  tlieir  dwelling  plaou 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  brow. 

So  soft,  so  culm,  yet  eloquent, 
Tlio  smiles  that  win,  the  linU  that  glow. 

Mill  tell  ofday*  in  gnoilness  spent, 
A  mind  at  pence  with  all  bt'V'W, 

A  heart  ivlioso  love  U  iiiiioceni. 


6S2 


rOEMS    OF    SENTIMENT    AND    REFLECTION. 


IIERMIONE. 

Inou  liast  beauty  bright  and  fair. 

Manner  noble,  aspect  free. 
Eyes  that  are  untouched  by  care : 

What  then  do  we  ask  from  thee? 
Benniane,  Hermione  f 

Thou  hast  reason  quick  and  strong, 
Wit  that  en\ious  men  admire, 

And  a  voice,  itself  a  song  I 

What  then  can  we  still  desire  ? 

Ilermione^  Ilermionef 

Sometliing  thou  dost  want,  0  queen ! 

(As  the  gold  doth  ask  alloy), 
Tears — amid  thy  laughter  seen. 
Pity  mingling  with  thy  joy. 

ThU  is  all  tee  ash  from  thee^ 
JTermioney  Ifermione  ! 

BAXmT  COKNWAU. 


UPON  JULIA'S  RECOVERY. 

Dboop,  droop  no  more,  or  hang  the  head, 

Ye  roses  almost  withered ! 

New  strength  and  newer  purple  get, 

Each  hero  declining  violet ! 

O  primroses!  let  this  day  be 

A  resurrection  unto  ye. 

And  to  all  flowers  allied  in  bloi^d, 

Or  sworn  to  that  sweet  sisterhood. 

For  health  on  Julia's  cheek  hatli  slied 

Cliiret  and  cream  commingled ; 

An<l  those  her  lips  do  now  appear 

As  beams  of  coral  but  more  clear. 

RoBRT  IIbbsick. 


SONG. 


0  Lady,  leave  thy  silken  thread 

And  flowery  tapestry — 
rhore  's  living  roses  on  the  bush, 

And  blossoms  on  the  tree. 
Sloop  where  thou  wilt,  thy  careless  hand 

Some  random  bud  will  nicft; 
Thou  canst  not  tread  but  thou  wilt  find 

The  daisv  at  thv  leot. 

Tis  like  the  birthdav  of  the  world, 
Whe/i  earth  waslw^rn  in  bloom; 


The  liglit  is  made  of  many  dycfl, 

The  air  is  all  i>erfume ; 
There 's  crimson  buds,  and  wliite  and  line 

The  very  rainbow  showers 
Have  turned  to  blossoms  where  tliey  fell. 

And  sown  the  earth  with  llowers. 


There 's  fairy  tulips  in  the 

The  garden  of  the  son ; 
The  very  streams  reflect  the  haeS| 

And  blossom  as  they  nm ; 
While  mom  opes  like  a  orimaon  rose, 

Still  wet  with  pearly  showers: 
Then,  faidy,  leave  the  silken  thread 

Thoa  twinest  into  flowers  I 


Ho* 


TO  A  HIGHLAND  GIRL 

Sweet  Highland  girl  I  a  veiy  shower 
Of  beauty  is  thy  earthly  dower ; 
Thrice  seven  consenting  years  have  shed 
Their  utmost  bounty  on  thy  head. 
And  these  gray  rocks ;  that  lionsehold  Isw 
Tliose  trees — a  veil  just  half  withdrawn : 
This  fall  of  water,  that  doth  make 
A  murmur  near  the  silent  lake : 
This  little  bay,  a  quiet  road 
That  holds  in  shelter  thy  abode — 
In  truth,  together  do  ye  seem 
Like  something  fashioned  in  a  dream- 
Such  forms  as  from  their  covert  peep 
When  earthly  cares  are  laid  asleep. 
But,  O  fair  creature  I  in  the  light 
Of  common  day  so  heavenly  bright — 
I  bless  thee,  vision  as  thou  art, 
I  bless  thee  with  a  human  heart ; 
God  shield  thee  to  thy  latest  years! 
Tliec  neither  know  I,  nor  thy  peers ; 
And  yet  my  eyes  are  fllled  witli  teaiik 

With  earnest  feeling  I  shall  pray 
For  thee  when  I  am  for  away; 
For  never  saw  I  mien  or  £Eu^e 
In  which  more  plainly  I  could  trace 
Benignity  and  homebred  sense 
Iwipening  in  perfect  innocence. 
Here,  scattered,  like  a  random  soeil, 
Remote  from  men,  thou  dost  not  need 
The  embarrassed  look  of  shy  distress. 
And  maidenly  shamefacedness ; 
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THE    SOLITARY    REAPER. 


■'st  opoa  thy  forehead  clear 
<m  of  a  moantaJne«r : 
h  gladaess  OTcrspraad ; 
\,  b;  hainan  kindness  bred; 
ineas  complel*,  that  sways 
tsLcs,  about  thee  plays; 
aftraint,  bat  encb  u  Bprings 
k  Bad  eager  viutjngs 
t9  that  lie  beyond  die  reach 
'  words  of  Eaglish  speech — 
I  sweetly  brooked,  a  strife 
thy  geatares  graoe  and  life ; 
Dot  unmoved  in  mind, 
of  tempest-toring  kind 
ig  np  against  the  wind. 

nd  but  woald  a.  garland  onll 
'ho  art  so  beautifiil  ? 

leasiirel  here  to  dwell 
>  ID  some  heathy  dell— 
r  homely  ways  and  dross, 
1,  thou  a  shepherdess! 
1  frame  a  wish  for  thee 
1  grave  reality. 
)  me  bat  as  a  wave 
1  sea ;  ar.d  I  would  have 
I  upon  tbeo,  if  looDld, 
t  of  curamon  neighborhood. 
:o  hear  thee,  and  to  see  1 
trother  I  would  be, 
—anything  to  thee  I 

nks  to  heaven,  that  of  its  grace 

lelo  thin  lonely  place  I 

had ;  and,  going  hence, 

y  my  recompense. 

:e  these  it  is  we  prize 

ry,  feel  that  she  hatli  eyes, 

ihoold  I  he  loth  to  siiri 

)lace  was  made  for  her, 

w  ploaaare  like  the  past — 

long  as  life  shall  last. 

3th,  tliODgh  pleased  at  heart, 

ilaiiil  i^'irl '.  from  thee  to  part ; 

links,  till  I  grow  ohl, 

)ro  me  shall  behold, 

w,  tlie  cabin  small. 

ho  ha.v,  the  waterfall— 

the  spirit  of  them  all  I 


TEE  SOLITARY  REAPER, 

Behold  her,  single  in  the  field, 
YoD  solitary  Highland  Insd  I 
Reining  and  unging  by  herself; 
Stop  here,  or  gently  pa&i  1 
Alone  the  onta  and  blads  tbe  gralii. 
And  aings  a  melancholy  strain ; 
Oil  listen  I  for  the  Tole  profoand 
la  overflowing  with  the  sonnd. 

Ko  nightingale  did  ever  chant 
Uore  welcome  notes  to  weary  banda 
Of  travellers  in  tome  shady  haimt, 
Among  Arabian  sands ; 
A  voice  BO  thiilling  ne'er  was  heard 
In  spring  titne  &om  tbe  cuckoo  bird. 
Breaking  the  rilence  of  the  seas 
Among  the  forthest  Hebrides. 

WiU  no  one  teH  me  what  she  anga  f— 

Perhaps  the  plauitive  nDmbers  flow 

For  old,  nnhapp7,  far-oif  tliinga, 

And  battles  long  ago ; 

Or  is  it  some  more  homble  lay, 

Familiar  matter  of  tonluy  ? 

Some  natnral  sorrow,  loss,  or  pain, 

That  has  been,  or  may  l>e  again  ? 

Whate'er  the  theme,  the  maiden  sang 
As  if  her  song  oonid  bare  no  ending ; 
I  saw  her  singing  at  her  work 
And  o'er  her  sickle  bending ; — 
I  listened  motionless  and  still; 
And,  OS  I  mounted  np  the  hill. 
The  mnsic  in  my  heart  I  bore 
Ixmg  after  it  waa  heard  no  more. 

TiLuiH  TouawonH. 


'■  PBOUD  MAISIE  IS  IN  TUE  WOOD." 

Pbodd  Maiiue  is  in  the  wood, 

Walking  so  early ; 
Sweet  robin  sits  on  the  bnsb, 

Singing  so  rarely. 

"Tell  me,  thou  bonny  bird, 

When  shall  I  marry  me?" 
— '■  When  91S.  \ir»,'«  gyw^erowv 

Rirltwari  *\Mi\  cmt^  ^m^ 
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'■  Who  makes  tLe  bridal  bed, 

Birdie,  siiy  truly  ? " 
— ''Tho  gray-betHliid  noitoc 

Tliat  (iolves  Uio  grnva  duly, 

"  The  gluw-wonn  o'er  grave  aud  stone 

SLbU  light  thue  steady; 
The  owl  tcoin  the  steeple  ung 

Welooine,  prum!  laJj !  " 

eit  Wu.Tni  Eorm. 


I  SAW  two  maids  at 

And  both  were  fa. 
One  in  her  wcdilin); 

And  one  in  lier  ^ 

The  choristers  sang  tl 

TLo  saored  rites  wi 
And  one  for  life  to  I 

Aud  one  to  duath 

They  woro  bi>rne  to  tJicir  Dnaui  aeat. 

In  loveliness  and  bloom- 
One  in  a  tnorry  castle, 
The  otiicr  a  solemn  tomb. 

One  on  the  morrow  woke 
Id  a  world  of  sin  and  pain  ; 

Bnt  tlie  other  was  happier  far. 
And  never  awoke  again  I 


BUEWAS  A  PHANTOM  OF  DELIGHT.' 

SnB  was  a  phantom  of  delight 
When  first  she  gleamed  upon  iny  sight ; 
A  lovely  apparition,  sent 
To  be  a  moment's  ornament: 
Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair ; 
like  twilight's,  too,  her  dusky  hair, 
Bnt  all  tilings  else  aboat  her  drawn 
From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  dawn— 
A  d.incing  shape,  nn  Image  gay, 
To  haunt,  to  i-tartle,  and  waylay. 

I  Mw  her  npon  nearer  view, 
A  fpirit,  jet  a  woman  too: 


Hur  household  motluus  light  and  fa 
And  st«pa  of  virgin  liberty ; 
A  countenance  in  whicih  diil  mcei 
Sweet  rutords,  promise*  as  «wmI; 
A  oreatari.',  not  loo  bright  or  good 
For  bumau  nature's  dmly  food — 
For  trau^ent  sorrows,  simple  irili^ 
Frui^  blame,  love,  kisses,  tesi^ 
smiles. 

And  now  I  see  with  eye  Krene    J 
The  very  pnlse  of  tlie  msohioe ; 
A  being  breatUug  tliongbtfiil  bnM) 
A  traveller  between  life  and  death ; 
The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will. 
EndnranD^,  foresight,  strength,  and  t 
A  perfiKt  woman,  nobly  planned. 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  anil  command 
And  yet  a  spirit  still,  snd  bright 
With  something  of  on  angel  ligliL 


TO  MT  SISTER. 

i>T  OF   "  SUPSR^CATUKALIBll  0 


Deab  uster  I  while  the  wise  and  sage 
Tnm  coldly  from  my  playfnl  page, 
And  count  it  strange  that  ripened  ag< 

Shonld  stoop  to  boyhood's  folly- 
I  know  that  thoa  wilt  judge  aright 
Of  all  tliat  makee  the  heart  more  ligb 
Or  lends  one  star-gleam  to  the  night 

Of  clouded  melancholy. 

Away  with  weary  oarea  and  themeil 
Swing  wide  the  moonlit  gate  of  dreai 
Leave  free  once  more  the  land  which 

With  wonders  and  romances  I 
Where  thon,  with  dear  diaoeming  ev 
Shalt  rightly  read  the  truth  which  lit 
Beneath  the  quaiotly-masldng  gniae 

Of  wild  and  wizard  fancies. 

Lo  I  once  again  our  feet  we  set 

On  still  green  wood  pattu,  twili^t « 

B^  loaelj  brooks,  whose  wntera  fr* 
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3  roots  of  spectral  beeches ; 

L  the  hearth-fire  glimmers  o^er 

)^8   white-washed  wall    and  painted 

floor, 
yoxmg  eyes  widening  to  the  lore 
faery-folks  and  witches. 

heart  I — ^the  legend  is  not  vain 
h  lights  that  holy  hearth  again ; 
calling  back  from  care  and  pain, 
d  death's  funereal  sadness, 
s  round  its  old  familiar  blaze 
lustering  groups  of  happier  days, 
lends  to  sober  manhood's  gaze 
glimpse  of  childish  gladness. 

knowing  how  my  life  hath  been 

ary  work  of  tongue  and  pen, 

ng,   harsh  strife,  with   strong-willed 

men, 
3a  wilt  not  chide  my  turning 
*n,  at  times,  an  idle  rhyme, 
uck  a  flower  from  childhood's  clime, 
ten,  at  life's  noonday  chime, 
•  the  sweet  bells  of  morning  I 

JOBK  OKUDCLKAr  WmTTIKB. 


THE  OLD  MAID. 

bs  she  thus  in  solitude  ?    Uer  heart 

s  melting  in  her  eyes'  delicious  blue ; 

it  heaves,  her  ripe  lips  lie  apart, 

to  let  its  heavy  throbbings  through ; 

lark  eye  a  depth  of  softness  swells, 

per  than  that  her  careless  girlhood 

ivore; 

)r  cheek  crimooiis  with  the  hue  that 

«lls 

ich,  fair  fruit  is  ripened  to  the  core. 

r  thirtieth  birthday  I     With  a  sigh 
loul  hath  turned  from  youth's  luxuri- 
int  bowers, 
r  heart  taken  up  the  last  sweet  tie 

measured   out  its  links   of  golden 
loorsl 


She  feels  her  inmost  soul  within  her  stir 
With  thoughts  too  wild  and  passionate  to 
speak ; 

Yet  her  full  heart—  its  own  interpreter — 
Translates  itself  in  silence  on  her  cheek 

Joy's  opening  buds,  affection's  glowing  flow- 
ers. 
Once  lightly  sprang  within  her  beaming 
track; 
Oh,  life  was  beautiful  in  those  lost  hours  1 

And  yet  she  does  not  wish  to  wander  back ; 
No  I  she  but  loves  in  loneliness  to  think 
On  pleasures  past,  though  never  more  to 
be; 
Hope  links  her  to  the  future — ^but  the  link 
That  binds  her  to  the  past  is  memory. 

From  her  lone  path  she  never  turns  aside. 
Though  passionate  worshippers  before  her 
fall; 
Like  some  pure  planet  in  her  lonely  pride, 

She  seems  to  soar  and  beam  above  them  all 
Not  that  her  heart  is  cold— emotions  new 
And  fresh  as  flowers  are  with  her  heart- 
strings knit ; 
And    sweetly    mournful    pleasures    wandei 
through 
Her  virgin  soul,  and  softly  ruffle  it. 

For  she  hath  lived  with  heart  and  soul  alive 

To  all  that  makes  life  beautiful  and  fair ; 
Sweet  thoughts,  like  honey-bees,  have  made 
their  hive 

Of  her  soft  bosom-cell,  and  cluster  there. 
Yet  life  is  not  to  her  what  it  hath  been^ 

Her  soul  hath  learned  to  look  beyond  its 
gloss; 
And  now  she  hovers,  like  a  star,  between 

Her  deeds  of  love,  her  Saviour  on  the  cross  I 

Beneath  the  cares  of  earth  she  does  not  bow, 

Though  she  hath  ofttimes  drained  its  bit- 
ter cup ; 
But  ever  wanders  on  with  heavenward  brow, 

And  eyes  whose  lovely  lids  are  lifted  up. 
She  feels  that  in  that  lovelier,  happier  sphere 

Her  bosom  yet  will,  bird-like,  find  its  mate. 
And  all  the  joys  it  found  so  bllastoi^vc^ 

Within  ihat  ftp\nVT««Xixi  v«c^^!^^^ 
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bending; 

When  she  rose,  it  rose  not  anj  more ; 
Faster  seemed  her  tme    heart   grave 
tending 
Than  her  tired  feet^  weak  and  travel- 


Vet   sometiiiies   o'er   her  trembling  heart- 1  When  she  sat,  her  head  was,  pirayw 

strings  thrill 
Soft  sighs — ^for  raptm-es  it  hath  ne'er  en- 
joyed; 
And  then  she  dreams  of  love,  and  strives  to  fill 
With   wild  and  passionate  thoughts   the 
craving  void. 
And  £hus  she  wanders  on — half  sad,  half 
blest— 
Without  a  mate  for  the  pure,  lonely  heart 
That,  yearning,   throbs    within    her  virgin 
breast, 
Never  to  find  its  lovely  counterpart  1 

Ajobua  B.  Wzlbt. 


-— ♦■ 


MOTHER  MARGERY. 

On  a  bleak  ridge,  from  whose  granite  edges 

Sloped  the  rough  land  to  the  grisly  north ; 
And  whose  hemlocks,  clin^ng  to  the  ledges, 

Like  a  thinned  banditti  staggered  forth — 
[n  a  crouching,  wnrmy-timbered  hamlet 

Mother  Margery  shivered  in  the  cold, 
W^ith  a  tattered  robe  of  faded  camlet 

On  her  shoulders— crooked,  weak,  and  old. 

Time  on  her  had  done  his  cruel  pleasure ; 

For  her  face  was  very  dry  aud  thin, 
And  the  records  of  his  growing  measure 

Lined  and  cross-lined  all  her  shrivelled  skin. 
Scanty  goods  to  her  Iiad  been  allotted. 

Yet  her  thanks  rose  oftener  than  desire ; 
While  her  bony  fingers,  bent  and  knotted, 

Fed  with  withered  twigs  the  dying  fire. 

liaw  and  weary  were  the  northern  winters ; 

Winds  howled  piteously  around  her  cot. 
Or  with  rude  sighs  made  the  jarring  splinters 

Moan  the  misery  she  bemoaned  not. 
Drifting  tempests  rattled  at  her  windows, 

And  hung  snow-wreaths  around  her  naked 
bed; 
\r  iile  the  wind-flaws  muttered  on  the  cinders, 

Till  the  last  spark  fluttered  and  was  dead. 

Life  had  fresher  hopes  when  she  was  younger. 
But  their  dying  wrung  out  no  complaints; 

Chill,  and  penury,  and  neglect,  and  hunger — 
These  to  Margery  were  guardian  saints. 


She  was  mother  of  the  dead  and  scatter 

Had  heea  mother  of  the  brave  and  fa 
But  her  branches,  bough  by  bough, 
shattered, 

Till   her   torn   breast  was    left  dry 
bare. 
Yet  she  knew,  though  sadly  desolated, 

When  the  children  of  the  poor  depart 
Their  earth- vestures  are  bnt  sublimated. 

So  to  gather  closer  :n  the  heart. 

With  a  courage  that  had  never  fitted 

Words  to  speak  it  to  the  soul  it  blease 
She  endured,  in  silence  and  nnpitied, 

Woes  enough  to  mar  a  stouter  breast. 
Thus  was  bom  such  holy  trust  within  h 

That  the  graves  of  all  who  had  beea  ^ 
To  a  region  clearer  and  serener, 

Raised  her  spirit  from  our  chilly  spbei 

They  were  footsteps  on  her  JaooVs  ladd 

Angels  to  her  were  the  loves  and  hc[> 
Which  had  left  her  purified,  bnt  sadder ; 

And  they  lured  her  to  the  emerald  slo 
Of  that  heaven  where  anguish  never  fl& 

Her  red  fire-whips, — ^happy  land,  v 
fiowers 
Blossom  over  the  volcanic  ashes 

Of  this  blighting,  blighted  world  of  oi 

All  her  power  was  a  love  of  goodness ; 

All  her  wisdom  was  a  mystic  faith 
That  the  rough  world^s  Jargoning  and 
ness 
Turns  to  music  at  the  gate  of  death. 
So  she  walked  while  feeble  limbs  all 
her. 
Knowing  well  that  any  stubborn  gric 
She  might  meet  with  could  no  more 
crowd  her 
To  that  wall  whose  opening  was  relic 
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Lyed,  an  anohoress  of  sorrow, 
and  peaceful,  on  the  rocky  slope ; 
[len  baming  trials  came,  wonld  bor> 
ow 

fire  of  them  for  the  lamp  of  hope. 
t  last  her  palsied  hand,  in  groping, 
kI  tremulous  at  the  grated  tomb, 
flashed  round  her  joys  beyond  her 
oping, 
ler  young  soul  gladdened  into  bloom. 

OCOIOB  8.  BVKLBOB. 


THE  NYMPH'S  SONG. 

^  swain,  good  speed  befall  thee ; 
1  in  love  still  prosper  thou ! 
a  times  shall  happy  call  thee, 
>ugh  thou  lie  neglected  now. 
3*s  lovers  shall  commend  thee, 
terpetnal  fame  attend  thee. 

r  are  these  woody  mountains, 
vhose  shadows  thou  dost  hide ; 
3  happy  are  those  fountains 
whose  murmurs  thou  dost  bide : 
»ntents  are  here  excelling, 
than  in  a  prince's  dwelling. 

thy  flocks  do  clothing  bring  thee, 
I  thy  food  out  of  the  fields ; 
'  songs  the  birds  do  sing  thee ; 
)et  perfumes  the  meadow  yields ; 
rhat  more  is  worth  the  seeing, 
n  and  earth  thy  prospect  being  ? 

comes  hither  who  denies  thee 
contentments  for  despite  * 
)r  any  that  envies  thee 
t  wherein  thon  dost  delight : 
I  happy  things  are  meant  thee; 
'hatever  may  content  thee. 

fection  reason  measures, 
.  distempers  none  it  feeds ; 
>  hannless  are  thy  pleasures 
t  no  other's  grief  it  breeds ; 
'  night  beget  thee  sorrow, 
1  stays  it  till  the  morrow* 


Why  do  foolish  men  so  vainly 
Seek  contentment  in  their  ntore, 

Since  they  may  perceive  so  plainly 
Thou  art  rich  in  being  poor — 

And  that  they  are  vexed  about  it. 

Whilst  thou  merry  art  without  it  ? 

Why  are  idle  brains  devising 
How  high  titles  may  be  gained, 

Since  by  those  poor  toys  despising 
Thou  hast  higher  things  obtained? 

For  the  man  who  scorns  to  crave  them 

Greater  is  than  they  that  have  them. 

If  all  men  could  taste  that  sweetness 
Thoa  dost  in  thy  meanness  know, 

Elngs  would  be  to  seek  where  greatness 
And  their  honors  to  bestow ; 

For  it  such  content  would  breed  them 

As  they  would  not  think  they  need  them. 

And  if  those  who  so  aspiring 

To  the  court  preferments  be. 
Knew  how  worthy  the  desiring 

Those  things  are  enjoyed  by  thee. 
Wealth  and  titles  would  hereafter 
Subjects  be  for  scorn  and  laughter. 

He  that  courtly  styles  affected 

Should  a  May-lord's  honor  have- 
He  that  heaps  of  wealth  collected 

Should  be  counted  as  a  slave ; 
And  the  man  with  few'st  things  cumbered 
With  the  noblest  should  be  numbered. 

Thou  their  folly  hast  discerned 
That  neglect  thy  mind  .and  thee ; 

And  to  slight  them  thou  hast  learned, 
Of  what  title  e'er  they  be ; 

That  no  more  with  thee  obtaineth 

Than  with  them  thy  meanness  gaineth. 

All  their  riches,  honors,  pleasuroa, 

Poor  unworthy  trifles  seem. 
If  compared  with  thy  treasures— 

And  do  merit  no  esteem ; 
For  they  true  contents  provide  thee^ 
And  fh>m  them  caxi  lioiie  ^vrv^<^  XSkma. 
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Whether  thralled  or  exiled, 
Wliether  poor  or  rich  thon  be — 

Whether  praised  or  reviled, 
Not  a  rash  it  is  to  thee ; 

This  nor  that  thj  rest  doth  win  thee, 

Bat  the  mind  which  is  within  thee. 

Then,  oh  why  so  madly  dote  we 
On  those  things  that  as  overload? 

Why  no  more  their  vainness  note  we, 
Bat  still  make  of  them  a  god  ? 

For,  alas  1  they  still  deceive  as, 

And  in  greatest  need  they  leave  as. 

I 

Therefore  have  the  fates  provided 
Well,  thoa  happy  swain,  for  thee. 

That  may'st  here  so  far  divided 
From  the  world's  distractions  be. 

Thee  distemper  let  them  never. 

Bat  in  peace  continae  ever. 

In  these  lonely  groves  enjoy  thoa 
That  contentment  here  began ; 

And  thy  hoars  so  pleased  employ  thoa, 
Till  the  latest  glass  be  ran. 

From  a  fortune  so  assared 

By  no  temptings  be  allured. 

Mach  good  do 't  them,  with  their  glories. 
Who  in  courts  of  princes  dwell ; 

We  have  read  in  antique  stories 
IIow  some  rose  and  how  they  fell — 

And  't  is  worthy  well  the  heeding, 

There '«  like  end  where 's  like  proceeding. 

Be  thou  still  in  thy  affection 

To  thy  noble*  mistress  true ; 
Let  her  never-matched  perfection 

Be  the  same  unto  thy  view ; 
And  let  never  other  beauty 
Make  thee  fail  in  love  or  duty. 

For  if  thou  shalt  not  estranged 
From  tliy  course  professed  be. 

But  remain  for  aye  unchanged. 
Nothing  shall  have  power  on  thee. 

Those  that  slight  thee  now  shall  love  thee. 

And  in  spite  of  spite  approve  thee. 


So  those  yirtaea  now  neglected 
To  be  more  esteemed  will  come; 

Yea  those  toys  so  madi  affected 
Many  shall  be  wooed  fh>m ; 

And  the  golden  age  deplored 

Shall  by  some  be  thought  restored. 

Obobsb  Wn 


ON  ANAOREON. 

Abound  the  tomb,  0  bard  divine. 
Where  soft  thy  hallowed  brow  repose 

Long  inay  the  deathless  ivy  twine. 
And  summer  pour  her  waste  of  roses 

And  many  a  fount  shall  there  distil, 
And  many  a  rill  refresh  the  flowers; 

Bat  wine  shall  gosh  in  every  rill, 
And  every  fount  yield  milky  showers. 

Thoa — shade  of  him  whom  nature  tang^ 
To  tone  his  lyre  and  soul  to  pleasore- 

Who  gave  to  love  his  wannest  tlioagfat, 
Who  gave  to  love  his  fondest  measure 

Thus,  after  death  if  spirits  feel 
Thon  may^  st  from  odors  round  thee  str 

A  pulse  of  past  enjoyment  steal, 

And  live  again  in  blissful  dreaming. 

Aktipatbk  or  Sidok^  (fin 
Paraphrase  of  Thoxab  Hoobx. 


♦ 


AN   EPITAPH    ON    THE    ADMIRi 
DRAMATIC  POET  W.  SHAKESPEJ 

What  needs  my  Shakespeare  for  his  ho 

bones — 
The  labor  of  an  age  in  piled  stones? 
Or  that  his  hallowed  reliqnes  should  be 
Under  a  starry-pointing  pyramid  f 
Dear  son  of  memory,  great  heir  of  fiun^ 
What  need^st  thou  such  weak  witness  c 

name? 
Thou  in  our  wonder  and  astonishment 
Hast  built  thyself  a  live-long  monnnieD 
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to  the  shame  of  slow-endeavoring 

umbers  flow,  and  that  each  heart 
the  leaves  of  thy  unvalued  book 
phic  lines  with  deep  impression 

our  fancy  of  itself  bereaving, 
us  marble  with  too  much  conceiv- 

>ulchred,  in  such  pomp  dost  lie 
for  such  a  tomb  would  wish  to  die. 

JOHX  MiLTOXr. 


SHAKESPEARE. 

fades  from  earth  when  sink  to  rest 

and  cares  that  move  a  great  man's 

sti 

oght  of  all  we  saw  the  grave  may 

vades  the  world's  impregnate  air ; 

akespearo's  dust  beneath  our  foot- 

3  lies, 

reathes  amid  his  native  skies ; 

ing  won  from  him  for  ever  glows 

hat   England  feels,   and    star  it 

vs; 

red  words  from  many  a  mother's 

e 

her  sleeping  child  in  dreams  re- 

>; 

s  from  spheres  he  first  conjoined 

arth 

;vith  rays  of  each  new  morning's 

1. 

ights  and  tales  of  common  things, 

r,  and  bird,  and  wars,  and  deaths 

ings,— 

nd  sea,  and  nature's  daily  round, 

t  tills,  and  tombs  that  load,  the 

nd, 

mingle,  swell,  command,  pace  by, 

with  living  presence  heart  and  eye ; 

from  him,  by  other  bosoms  caught, 

ish  and  stir  of  mounting  thought; 

ODg  sigh,  and  deep  impassioned 

1, 

}Tn's  trance  and  spur  the  faltering 


Above  the  goodly  land,  more  his  than  onrs. 
He  sits  supreme,  enthroned  in  skyey  towers , 
And  sees  the  heroic  brood  of  his  creatiou 
Teach  larger  life  to  his  ennol)led  nation. 
0  shaping  brain  I  O  flashing  fancy's  hues! 
0  boundless  heart,  kept  fresh  by  pity's  dewsl 
O  wit  humane  and  blithe  1  O  Si*nsiO  sublime! 
For  each  dim  oracle  of  mantled  time ! 
Transcendant    form  of  man!   in  whom  we 

read 
Mankind's  whole  tale  of   impulse,    thought 

and  deed! 
Amid  the  expanse  of  years,  beholding  thee, 
We  know  how  vast  our  world  of  life  may  be ; 
Wherein,  perchance,  with  aims  as  pure  an 

thine, 
Small  tasks  and  strengths  may  be  no  less  di- 
vine. 

John  STBBUira 


LINES  ON  THE  MERMAID  TAVERN. 

SouM  of  poets  dead  and  gone. 
What  Elysium  have  ye  known, 
Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern, 
Choicer  than  the  Mermaid  tavern  f 
Have  ye  tippled  drink  more  fine 
Than  mine  host's  Canary  wine  ? 
Or  are  fruits  of  Paradise 
Sweeter  than  those  dainty  pies 
Of  venison  ?    0  generous  food  I 
Drest  as  though  bold  Robin  Hood  . 
Would,  with  his  maid  Marian, 
Sup  and  bowse  from  horn  and  can. 

I  have  heard  that  on  a  dav 
Mine  host's  sign-board  flew  away, 
Nobody  knew  whither,  till 
An  astrologer's  old  quill 
To  a  sheepskin  gave  the  story, — 
Said  he  saw  you  in  your  glory. 
Underneath  a  new  old-sign 
Sipping  beverage  divine, 
And  pledging  with  contente<l  smack, 
Tlie  Mermaid  in  the  zodiac. 


Souls  of  poets  dead  and  gone. 
What  Elysium  have  ye  known, 
Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern. 
Choicer  than  the  Mcnxv^iA  \«^«tw\ 
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AN  ODE— TO  HIMSELF. 

Whsbb  dost  'hon  careless  lie 

Buried  in  ease  and  sloth  ? 
Knowledge  that  sleeps,  doth  die : 
And  this  security, 

It  is  the  common  moth 
That  eats  on  wits  and  arts,  and  so  destroys 

them  hoth. 

Are  all  the  Aonian  springs 
Dried  np?  lies  Tliespia  waste? 

Doth  Clarius'  harp  want  strings, 

That  not  a  n^mph  now  sings? 
Or  droop  they  as  disgraced 
To  see  their  seats  and  howers  hy  chattering 
pies  defaced  ? 

If  hence  thy  silence  he. 

As  't  is  too  just  a  cause — 
Let  this  thought  quicken  thee ; 
Minds  that  are  great  and  free 

Should  not  on  fortune  pause ; 
T  is  crown  enough  to  virtue  still,  her  own 

applause. 

What  though  the  greedy  fry 

Be  taken  with  false  haits 
Of  worded  halladrv, 
And  think  it  poesy  ? 

They  die  with  their  conceits, 
And  only  piteous  scorn  upon  their  folly 

waits. 

Then  txike  in  Land  tliy  lyre. 

Strike  in  thy  proper  strain ; 
With  Japhet's  line  aspire 
SoPs  chariot  for  new  fire 

To  give  the  world  again; 
Who  aided  him,  will  thee,  the  issue  of 

Jove's  brain. 

And  since  our  dainty  age 

Cannot  endure  reproof. 
Make  not  thyself  a  page 
To  that  strumpet,  the  stage ; 

But  sing  high  and  aloof 

Safe  from  the  wolf's  black  jaw,  and  the 

dull  ass's  hoof. 

Bix  Jomov. 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  HUNTDTO 


AK    SOLOOUK. 


THK  ABOUKSNT. 

HUiareU  on  WIUifcaa», 

7b  ting  <nU  kUpoMoraU; 

Warranit  Jiuns  tkaU  grae^  kii  rkiftrxt, 

^SpUs  of  MMy  amd  ik%  timet; 

And  9he*M  Amo  in  eart  ks  %t§» 

To  (ate  eon^fitrtjirom  hU  m\ 


PhilareU;  WiUy. 

PHIULSKTX. 

Pbtthkb,  Willyl  tell  me  this— 
What  new  accident  there  is 
That  thou,  once  the  blithest  kd, 
Art  become  so  wondrous  sad, 
And  so  careless  of  thy  qnill, 
As  if  thou  hadst  lost  thy  skillt 
Thou  wert  wont  to  charm  thy  iocbi 
And  among  the  massy  rodu 
Hast  so  cheered  me  with  thy  song 
That  I  have  forgot  my  wrong. 
Something  hath  thee  surely  orosti 
That  thy  old  wont  thou  hast  lost 
Tell  me— have  I  ought  mis-said, 
That  hath  made  thee  ill-apaid? 
Hath  some  churl  done  thee  a  spite  t 
Dost  thou  miss  a  lamb  to-night? 
Frowns  thy  fairest  shepherd^s  lasi? 
Or  how  comes  this  ill  to  pass? 
Is  there  any  discontent 
Worse  than  this  my  banishment? 

Willy. 

Why,  doth  that  so  evil  seem 
That  thou  nothing  worse  dost  dees 
Shepherds  there  full  many  be 
That  will  change  contents  with  th( 
Those  that  choose  their  walks  at  n 
On  the  valley  or  the  bill — 
Or  those  pleasures  boast  of  can 
Groves  or  fields  may  yield  to  man- 
Never  come  to  know  the  rest, 
Wherewithal  thy  mind  is  blest 
Many  a  one  that  oft  resorts 
To  make  up  the  troop  at  spottd^ 


THE    SHEFHBED'S    HUKTIND 


Ml 


D  company  some  while 
!tu  to  Btrain  forth  a  nnUa, 
moi«  want  and  oiilward  smart, 
nore  iuward  grief  of  beait, 
this  place  can  bring  to  thee, 
th;  inicd  remaiaeth  free. 
bewul'at  my  want  of  mirth — 
Itat  fiod'at  ihou  in  this  earth 
2ln  anglit  amy  be  believed 
I  to  make  me  joyed  or  grieved ! 
'et  feel  I,  Daitlieloss, 
>f  both  I  must  oonfeas. 
ime  I  of  mirth  do  borrow- 
while  as  moch  of  sorrow; 
jy  present  state  is  nich 
r  joy  nor  grieve  I  much. 


bath  Willy  then  bo  long 
forborne  his  wonted  songi 
ofore  doth  he  now  let  fall 
ell-tuned  pastoral, 
ny  ears  that  music  bar 
'i  I  more  long  after  far 
the  liberty  I  want? 


were  very  mnch  to  grant, 
oil)  this  hold  alway,  Ind — 
that  sing  not  must  bo  Bad} 
thou  ever  that  bird  hear 
rell  that  eings  all  the  year! 
,he  piper  doth  not  piny 
a  wears  his  pipe  away — 
's  A  time  to  slaelt  the  string, 
1  time  tu  leave  to  sing. 


;an  sing  or  tnne  a  qnill. 
to  chaunt  it  were 
and  music  are  in  season. 
in  tljis  sweet  jolly  tide, 
earth  in  all  her  pride; 
lir  lady  of  the  May, 
ned  np  in  her  best  array, 
invited  all  the  swains, 
the  lasses  of  the  plains, 
«Dd  npoD  her  sport 
e  places  of  resort 


Coridon,  with  his  bold  nral, 
Hath  already  been  abont 
For  the  elder  shepherd's  dole. 
And  fetehed  In  the  summer-pole; 

Whilst  the  rest  have  built  a  bower 

To  defend  them  from  a  shower — 

Coiled  so  close,  with  boughs  all  green, 

Titan  cannot  pry  between. 

Now  the  dairy  wenches  dream 

Of  their  strawberries  and  cream ; 

And  each  doth  licrsclf  advance 

To  be  talcen  in  to  dance ; 

Every  one  that  knows  to  sing 

Fits  him  for  his  carolling; 

So  do  those  that  hope  for  meed 

Either  by  the  pipe  or  reed ; 

And,  though  I  am  kept  away, 

I  do  hear,  this  very  day. 

Many  learned  grooms  do  wend 

For  the  garlands  to  contend ; 

Which  a  nymph,  that  liight  Dusert, 

Long  a  stranger  in  this  part, 

With  her  own  fair  hand  hnth  wrought- 

A  rare  work,  they  say,  past  Uioiight, 

As  appearctb  by  the  name, 

For  she  calls  them  wreaths  of  fame. 

She  hath  set  in  their  duo  place 

Every  flower  that  may  grace; 

And  among  a  thoosand  moe, 

Wliercof  some  but  servo  for  show, 

She  hath  wove  In  Dnjihne's  tree. 

That  they  may  nut  blasted  be ; 

Which  wltli  time  she  edged  about. 

Lest  the  work  should  ravel  out ; 

And  tliat  it  might  wither  never. 

Intermixed  it  with  live-ever. 

These  are  to  be  shared  among 

Those  that  do  excel  for  si'ng. 

Or  their  passions  ran  rehearse 

In  the  smooth'et  and  sweetest  rersoL 

Then  for  those  nmong  the  rest 

That  can  play  and  pipe  tlio  bes^ 

Thcro's  a  kidling  with  the  dam, 

A  fat  wcliicr  and  a  liimh. 

And  fur  those  that  lenpen  far. 

Wrestle,  mn,  and  throw  the  bar. 

There's  appointed  guerdons  too: 

ne  that  best  the  first  can  do 

Shall  for  his  reward  be  pdd 

With  ft  sheep-UooL,fiii  \i&s&& 


AH 
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With  fine  bone  of  a  strange  beast 
That  men  bring  ont  of  the  west ; 
For  the  next  a  scrip  of  rod, 
Tasselled  with  fine  colored  thread ; 
There's  prepared  for  theur  meed 
That  in  ronning  make  most  speed, 
Or  the  canning  measures  foot, 
Cnps  of  turned  maple-root, 
Whereupon  the  skilful  man 
Hath  engraved  the  loves  of  Pan ; 
And  tlie  last  hath  for  his  due 
A  fine  napkin  wrought  with  blue. 
Then,  my  Willy,  why  art  thou 
Careless  of  thy  merit  now  ? 
What  dost  thou  here,  with  a  wight 
That  is  shut  up  from  delight 
In  a  solitary  den, 
As  not  fit  to  live  with  men  ? 
Go,  ray  Willy  I  get  thee  gone — 
Leave  me  in  exile  alone; 
Hie  thee  to  that  merry  throng. 
And  amaze  them  with  thy  song  I 
Thou  art  young,  yet  such  a  lay 
Never  graced  the  month  of  May^ 
As,  if  they  provoke  thy  skill, 
TLou  canst  fit  unto  thy  quill. 
I  with  wonder  heard  thee  sing 
At  our  last  year's  revelling. 
Then  I  with  the  rest  was  free, 
When,  unknown,  I  noted  thee. 
And  perceived  the  ruder  swains 
Envy  thy  far  sweeter  strains. 
Yea,  I  saw  the  lassos  cling 
Round  about  thee  in  a  ring. 
As  if  each  one  jealous  were 
Any  but  herself  should  hear ; 
And  I  know  they  yet  do  long 
For  tlie  residue  of  thy  song. 
Haste  thee  then  to  sing  it  forth ; 
Take  the  benefit  of  worth ; 
And  Desert  will  sure  bequeath 
Fame's  fair  garland  for  thy  wreath 
Hie  thee,  Willy  I  hie  away. 

WILLY. 

Phila !  rather  let  me  stay. 
And  bo  desolate  with  thee. 
Than  at  those  their  revels  be. 
Naught  such  is  my  skilly  I  wis, 
As  indeed  thou  deem'st  \t  \a  ; 


But  whatever  it  be,  I  must 
Be  content,  and  shall,  I  tnut 
For  a  song  I  do  not  pass 
^Mongst  my  friends ;  but  what,  alai 
Should  I  have  to  do  with  their 
That  my  music  do  contemn  f 
Some  there  are,  as  well  I  wot, 
That  the  same  yet  favor  not; 
Yet  I  cannot  well  avow 
They  my  carob  disallow ; 
But  such  malice  I  have  spied, 
T  is  as  much  as  if  they  did. 

PmULBETB. 

Willy!  what  may  those  men  be 
Are  80  ill  to  malice  thee? 

WILLT. 

Some  are  worthy- well  esteemed ; 
Some  without  worth,  are  so  deemi 
Others  of  so  base  a  spirit 
They  have  nor  esteem  nor  merit 


\ 


What's  the  wrong?    .... 

WILLY. 

A  slight  ofleoi 

Wherewithal  I  can  dispense ; 

But  hereafter,  for  their  sake, 

To  myself  I  *11  music  make. 

PHTLARBTB. 

What,  because  some  clown  offends 
Wilt  thon  punish  all  thy  friends? 

WILLY. 

Do  not,  Phil !  misunderstand  me- 
Those  that  love  me  may  command 
But  thou  know'st  I  am  but  young, 
And  the  pastoral  I  sung 
Is  by  some  supposed  to  be, 
By  a  strain,  too  high  for  me ; 
So  they  kindly  let  me  gain 
Not  my  labor  for  my  pain. 
Trust  me,  I  do  wonder  why 
They  should  me  my  own  d«iy. 
Though  I  'm  young^  I  soom  to  flit 
On  the  wings  of  borrowed  wit; 
I H  make  my  own  feathers  rear  n 


I^B!9H1 

THE    SllEVllERD-R    IIIIMTIKG.                                         ^^^ 

Tet  1 11  keep  my  skill  !□  etoro, 

None  e'er  drank  tli«  The^pliin  sprioK  ^^| 

Till  I  've  sean  soidc  wintrrt  more. 

Aad  knew  how,  bin  he  did  ning;           ^H 

For,  (liat  oueu  infuB<?d  in  man,              ^^H 

^^K"                           FnXLARETEt 

Makes  bim  shew \  <luwh.it  lie  can;    ^H 

Xay,  tho»e  that  do  only  sip,                 ^^H 

^%rt  in  eiirnest  monn'st  thou  »o!— 

Or  but  o'eu  tfaeir  fingers  dip                ^H 

'Tliefi  tliou  art  not  wise,  I  trow: 

I.i  ilial  Mored  fount,  |H<or  elvcn  |          ^H 

Better  ahfljl  advise  thee  Pnn, 

For  thou  dost  nol  rightly  then; 

Yea,  in  hope  to  gel  them  fume,            ^H 

riiat  "9  tbc  ready  way  to  blol 

They  wiU  speak,  though  to  their  Bbaiq^H 

111  ihBore.lillh(m  Last  got. 

l^t  those,  then,  at  thee  repine           ^^H 

:itf.er  id  tliVHge'a  prime 

That  by  their  wita  measure  thine;       ^H 

■i  ;  odotlier  stare  of   tiinu; 

•S'uLili  those  songs  must  1«  thine  own,^H 

'  riJ  tn»ke  those  thnt  so  fond  ho. 

And  that  one  day  will  be  known.        ^H 

iiieof  llieirowndulnes».si.e 

'I'll  ihe  saortsl  muses  emi 

1  myself  do  undergo;                           ^^| 

^[:.ke■l  child  in  yosremnuii. 

But  it  will  appear,  ere  long,                  ^H 

I;  is  known  wliat  thou  cjiiist  do; 

Timl  "t  was  envy  sought  our  wronjc,     ^H 

For  it  ts  not  long  ago, 

Who,  at  twice  ten,  have  sung  more      ^^| 

When  that  Cuddy,  thou  and  I, 

Thau  iome  will  do  at  four  score.           ^H 

K  vch  the  other's  skill  to  ti% 

Cheer  thoe.  honest  WUly !  then,            ^H 

\i  Saint  DuDftnn'i  cliarmed  wtll, 

And  begin  thy  song  a^in.                   ^^H 

'■'  -  some  present  there  ciin  tell, 

^H 

■  '■ig  npon  a  sodden  Iherno, 

^H 

■^ling  by  liie  crimson  streamT 
-V'K-reif  thondidatwell  or  q.. 

Fain  I  wonld  ;  but  I  do  fear,  ^^| 
^^'ben  a^aln  my  lines  they  hear,          ^^| 

'  <'t  reniutna  the  sung  to  show. 

If  they  yield  they  aremy  rhymes,        ^^H 

V'-:h  uxperionce  Wore  I 've  imd 

They  will  feign  sorne  otiier  Crimea ;      ^H 

■  '■  Ihy  skill,  iJinu  happy  lad ; 
■■  nil  would  make  the  world  1..  know  it, 

Wl>ere  we  see  detraotion  tie;              ^H 

;iii  that  time  will  further  show  il. 

For,  do  what  I  can,  I  douht                 ^^| 

'    ivy  laokes  ttieir  tongues  now  run, 
iirrethnndniibtof  whftCisdfiiie: 

She  will  pick  some  rjuarrel  .m ;  ^H 
And  I  oft  have  heard  defended             ^H 

1  T  that  needs  ninat  bo  thine  own. 

Li  ttJe  said  is  soon  amended.                    ^H 

tJr  Id  be  Bouie  otiier'a  known ; 

Brit  how  tbeD  will't  euit  onto 

^H 

Wlial  thoD  Bbait  hereufU'r  do! 

PillLAIiETK.                                    ^H 

( If  i  wonder  where  b  he 

Seo'st  thoD  not,  in  elearost  days             ^^H 

A  iiiild  Willi  tlint  song  part  with  thee  I 

Oft  thick  fogs  doud  heaven's  raysl     ^H 

'■■IV,  Were  there  ho  mad  n  swnin 

Andthut  vapors,  which  do  breathe  ^^H 

■■  ■  "lid  siioL  glory  soil  for  gain, 

From  tbo  Will't). 'a  ^roL^H  v<,nAi  beneat^^^l 

rhfMibns  wonlil  nothnva  ootnbUied 

Sueln  iin:                                                        ^^^M 

1  (lal  giR  witii  BO  base  a  mind. 

'..  nd^^^^l 

Never  did  the  nine  impart 

^^^^H 

Die  sweat  sccrols  or  their  ikTt 

,:,, V^ii^^^^^l 

rr.to  any  that  did  sc-orii 

my  Wmj,^riUUg^^^^^^M 

^'h  should  see  their  favors  worn. 

detrwUal^^^^^^^^^H 

Therefore,  nnU>  those  that  say 

nuVCf  rli^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 

A  ere  they  jileased  Ui  dug  a  lay 

!  ><  iV^^^^^^^^^H 

'.I'voonlddo't,  and  will  not,  thu' 

"fli^^^^^^^^^^^l 

'^'.^^r.U'l?fJ=P^r~       ^ 

-'■*^^^M 
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Poesy  so  sometimes  drains 

Gross  conceits  from  muddy  brains — 

Mists  of  envy,  fogs  of  spite, 

*Twixt  men^s  judgments  and  her  light; 

But  so  much  her  power  may  do 

That  she  can  dissolve  them  too. 

If  thy  verse  do  bravely  tower, 

As  she  makes  wing  she  gets  power ; 

Yet  the  higher  she  doth  soar 

She  ^s  affronted  still  the  more. 

Till  she  to  the  highest  hath  past , 

Then  she  rests  with  fame  at  last. 

Let  naught,  therefore,  thee  affright, 

But  make  forward  in  thy  flight. 

For,  if  I  could  match  thy  rliyme, 

To  the  very  stars  I  'd  climb ; 

There  begin  again,  and  fly 

Till  I  reached  eternity. 

But,  alas !  my  muse  is  slow — 

For  tliy  place  she  flags  too  low ; 

Yea — the  more 's  lier  hapless  fate— 

Her  short  wings  were  dipt  of  late ; 

And  poor  I,  her  fortune  ruing, 

And  myself  put  up  a-mewing. 

But  if  I  my  cage  can  rid, 

I  'U  fly  where  I  never  did ; 

And  though  for  her  sake  I'm  crost, 

Though  my  best  hopes  I  have  lost, 

And  knew  she  would  make  my  trouble 

Ten  times  more  than  ten  times  double, 

I  should  love  and  keep  her  U>o, 

'Spite  of  all  the  world  could  do. 

For,  though  banished  from  my  flocks, 

And  confined  within  these  rocks. 

Here  I  waste  away  the  light. 

And  consume  the  sullen  night, 

She  doth  for  mv  comfort  stav. 

And  keeps  many  cares  away. 

Though  I  miss  the  flow'ry  fields. 

With    those     sweets    the    spring- tide 

yields — 
Though  I  may  not  see  thes«e  groves 
Where  the  shepherds  chaunt  their  loves, 
And  the  lasses  more  excel 
Than  the  sweet- voiced  Philomel — 
Tliougli  of  all  those  pleasures  past 
Nothing  now  remains  at  last 
But  remembrance,   poor  relief, 
That  more  makes  than  mends  my  grief — 
She 's  ray  mind's  companion  still, 
Maugre  envy's  evil  will*, 


\ 


Whence  she  ahonld  be  driven  too, 
Were 't  in  mortal's  power  to  do. 
She  doth  tell  me  where  to  borrow 
Oomfort  in  the  midst  of  sorrow, 
Makes  the  desolatest  place 
To  her  presence  be  a  grace, 
And  the  blackest  discontents 
To  be  pleasing  ornaments. 
In  my  former  days  of  bliss 
Her  divine  skill  tanght  me  thi»— 
That  from  every  thing  I  saw 
I  could  some  invention  draw. 
And  raise  pleasure  to  her  height 
Through  the  meanest  object's  sigli 
By  the  murmnr  of  a  spring. 
Or  the  least  bough's  msteUng— 
By  a  daisy,  whose  leaves,  spread, 
Shut  when  Titan  goes  to  bed— 
Or  a  shady  bush  or  tree, 
She  could  more  infase  in  me 
Than  all  nature's  beanties  can 
In  some  other  wiser  man. 
By  her  help  I  also  now 
Make  this  churlish  place  allow 
Some  things  that  may  sweeten  gl 
In  the  very  gall  of  sadness : 
The  dull  loneness,  the  black  shad< 
That  thes6  hanging-vaults  have  m 
The  strange  musio  of  the  waves^ 
Beating  on  these  hollow  caves; 
This  black  den,  which  rocks  embc 
Overgrown  with  eldest  moss ; 
The  rude  portals  that  give  light 
More  to  terror  than  delight ; 
This  my  chamber  of  neglect, 
Walled  about  with  disrespect ; — 
From  all  these,  and  this  dull  air, 
A  fit  object  for  despdr, 
She  hath  tanght  me,  by  her  miglil 
To  draw  comfort  and  deliglit 
Therefore,  thou  best  earthly  bliss 
I  will  cherish  thee  for  this. 
Poesy,  thou  sweet'st  content 
That  e^er  heaven  to  mortals  lent! 
Though  they  as  a  trifle  leave  the o 
Whose  dull  thoughts   cannot  cc 

thee — 
Though  thou  be  to  them  a  *)0om 
That  to  naught  but  earth  are  bom 
Let  my  life  no  longer  be 


COWPBB'S    QBArE 


ioi  wise  ones  call  thee  madoetie, 

^ever  taste  of  gladneaa 

not  thy  madd'Bt  fiu 

ji  all  their  greatest  wits; 

3gh  some,  too  seeming  holy, 

int  thy  raptures  folly, 

it  teach  me  to  coutemn 

ihes  knares  and  fools  of  them. 

"werl  that  oft  <loth  carry 


Good  Fhilarete,  tarry  t 
thou  wilt  be  gooo 
>ve  my  reach  nnon. 
.  HameB  of  poesy 
w  borne  thy  thooglita  bo  hig 
Y  op  in  heaven  he, 
e  qui[«  forgotten  me. 
<elf  to  iiiind  again — 
e  raptares  for  a  swain 
^nds  on  lowly  ghecp, 
1  simple  herds  dotli  keep? 

my  Willy!  I  liad  run 
time  hod  lodgLMl  tlio  sun, 
adst  not  made  rae  stay ; 
pardon  here  I  pray ; 
polio's  sacred  sire 
ed  up  uiy  spirits  liigher, 
the  love  of  poesy, 
eed  they  use  to  fly. 


»id  I  Si 


■  still- 


had  Willy's  skill 

■  detraction's  tongue 

'er  make  me  leave  my  song; 

sing  it  crery  day, 

pined  themselves  away, 
then  advised  in  this, 
otli  just  and  fitting  is — 
hat  thon  ha.'^t  begun, 
.41  still  forward  run. 

thunder  ill  ho 'II  bear 
lost  of  wind  dolh  fear; 
ords  will  thas  alfray  thee, 
how  will  deeds  dismay  thee? 
hink  BO  rathe  a  song 
'  through  the  vulgar  throng, 
ipe  without  a  tonch— 
■hex  ■^"i  ^"'^  ''  'oueb. 


Frosts  we  we  do  nip  that  thing 
Which  is  forward'st  in  tho  spring; 
Yet  at  last,  for  all  such  letA, 
Somewhat  of  the  rest  it  gets; 
And  I  'm  sure  tliat  bo  majBt  thon. 
Therefore,  my  kind  Willy,  now, 
Since  thy  foliling-time  draws  Oil, 
And  I  see  thoa  must  be  gone, 
Thee  I  earnestly  heseesh 
To  remember  this  my  speech, 
Andsomo  little  counsel  take, 
For  Philarete  his  sake ; 
And  I  more  of  this  will  say, 
If  thoD  come  next  holiday. 


COWPER'S  GRAVE. 

I  will  iBTlts  thH,  ttaa  Ihf  mloat  hMW 


It  is  a  place  where  poets  crowned 

May  feel  the  heart's  deenying — 
It  is  a  place  where  happy  suintH 

May  weep  amid  tlieir  prnying; 
Yet  let  the  grief  and  humbleness, 

As  low  as  silence,  languish — 
Earth  surely  now  may  givo  her  calm 

To  whom  she  gave  her  aognisli. 

OpoctsI  from  a  maniac's  tongue 

Was  poured  the  deathless  i^ingingl 
O  Christians!  at  your  crop's  of  hi>|>e 

A  hopeless  hand  was  clinging! 
O  men  I  this  man,  in  brotherhood. 

Your  weary  paths  beguiling. 
Groaned  inly  while  lie  taught  yon  peace, 

And  died  while  ye  wero  smiling! 

And  now,  what  time  ye  all  may  read 

Through  dimming  tears  his  story — 
Bow  discord  on  ihe  mnsio  fell. 

And  darkness  on  the  glory — 
And  how,  when  one  by  one,  sweet  soondc 

And  wandering  lights  departed, 
n«  VOTB  no  IcsB  &\q^\(i%  Wa, 

Because  bo  'bToVea-\i««x\«&— 
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He  shall  be  strong  to  sanotify 

The  poet's  high  vocanon, 
And  bow  the  meekest  Christian  down 

In  meeker  adoration ; 
Nor  ever  shall  he  be  in  praise 

By  wise  or  good  forsaken — 
Named  softly,  as  the  household  name 

Of  one  whom  God  hath  taken  I 

With  sadness  that  is  calm,  not  gloom, 

I  learn  to  think  upon  him ; 
With  meekness  that  is  gratefulness, 

On  God  whose  heaven  hath  won  him — 
Who  suffered  once  the  madness-cloud 

Toward  his  love  to  blind  him ; 
But  gently  led  the  blind  along 

Where  breath  and  bird  could  find  him ; 

And  wrought  within  his  shattered  brain 

Such  quick  poetic  senses 
As  hills  have  language  for,  and  stars 

Ilarmonious  influences  I 
The  pulse  of  dew  upon  the  grass, 

His  own  did  calmly  number ; 
And  silent  shadow  from  the  trees 

Fell  uVr  him  like  a  slumber. 

The  very  world,  by  God's  constraint, 

From  falsehood's  chill  removing, 
Its  womeu  and  its  men  became. 

Beside  him,  true  and  loving  I — 
And  timid  hares  were  drawn  from  woods 

To  share  his  home-caressos, 
Uplooking  to  his  human  eyes 

With  svlvan  tendernesses. 

But  while  in  blindness  he  remained 

Unconscious  of  the  guiding, 
And  things  provided  came  without 

The  sweet  sense  of  providing, 
He  testified  this  solemn  truth, 

Though  frenzy  desolated — 
Nor  man  nor  nature  satisfy. 

When  only  God  created ! 

Like  a  sick  child  tliat  knowe^h  not 

His  mother  while  she  blesses. 
And  droppeth  on  his  burning  brow 

The  coolness  of  her  kisses* 


That  turns  his  fevered  eyes  arcand— 
^^  My  mother !  whero  *8  m j  mother 

As  if  such  tender  words  and  looks 
Could  come  from  any  other — 

The  fever  gone,  with  lei^  of  heart 

He  sees  her  bending  o^er  him ; 
Her  face  all  pale  from  watchful  love, 

Th'  unweary  love  she  bore  him! 
Thus  woke  the  poet  from  the  dream 

His  life's  long  fever  gave  him. 
Beneath  these  deep  pathetic  eyes 

Which  closed  in  death  to  save  him 

Thus  I  oh,  not  thus !  no  type  of  earth 

Could  image  that  awaking, 
Wherein  he  scarcely  heard  the  chant 

Of  seraphs,  round  him  breakings 
Or  felt  the  new  immortal  throb 

Of  soul  from  body  parted ; 
But  felt  those  eyes  alone,  and  knew 

''  My  Saviour  1  not  deserted ! " 

Deserted  I  who  hath  dreamt  that  wh 

The  cross  in  darkness  rested, 
Upon  the  victim's  hidden  face 

No  love  was  manifested  ? 
Wliat  frantic  hands  outstretched  havi 

The  atoning  drops  averted — 
What  tears  have  washed  them  froi 
soul — 

That  one  should  be  deserted? 

Deserted  I  God  could  separate 

From  His  own  essence  rather; 
And  Adam's  sins  have  swept  betweei 

The  righteous  Son  and  Father — 
Yea  I  once,  Immanuel's  orphaned  cry 

His  universe  hath  shaken — 
It  went  up  single,  echoless, 

''  My  God,  I  am  forsaken ! " 

It  went  up  from  the  holy  lips 

Amid  His  lost  creation. 
That  of  the  lost  no  son  should  use 

Those  words  of  desolation ; 
That  earth's  worst  frenzies,  marring  li 

Should  mar  not  hope's  fruition ; 
And  I,  on  Cowper's  grave,  should  se< 

His  rapture,  in  a  >nsion  I 
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lu  had  closed  tbo  wioter  day, 
irtera  qnat  their  roaring  play, 
ingcred  maukin  ta'en  her  way 

To  kail-yards  green, 
fidtblesa  BiiAws  ilk  step  betray 

Wbar  she  has  been. 

ire»her'a  weary  flingin-treo 
e-lang  day  had  tired  ine ; 
:lian  the  day  had  closed  his  ee, 

Far  i'  the  west, 
tlic  Epence  right  penaivelio 

I  gaed  to  reiit. 

laocly,  by  the  inglo>check, 
nd  eyed  the  spewing  reck, 
illed,  wi'  hoost-proviiking  emeek, 

The  anld  clny  biggin ; 
:)ard  Ilie  restless  rations  sqticak 

About  the  rijj^in'. 

tbU  mnttte,  misty  clime, 
word  mused  oo  wasted  time — 
'  hnil  sjiciit  my  yoDthfu'  prime, 

An'  doDO  iiae  thing 
ringin'  blethers  up  in  rhyme, 

For  fools  to  sing. 

to  gnid  advice  but  barkit, 
it,  by  this,  hao  led  a  market, 
iitt«d  in  a  bank  and  clarkit 

My  cosh-account  j 
here,  hBlf-mad,  hiilr-fi-d,  tiolf-snrkit, 
Is  a'  th'  amount. 

;cd,  muttering,  "bhM'khcad!  coof!" 
lesved  on  high  my  waukit  loof, 
car  by  a'  yon  starry  roof, 

Or  fome  rash  nitli, 
I,  bencefortli,  would  be  rhyme  proof 

Till  my  last  breath- 
click!  the  string  the  snick  did  draw; 
e«!  the  door  good  lo  the  wa'; 
y  my  ingle  lowo  I  mw, 

Sow  bleezin'  briglit, 
bt,  oatUndish  hizzie,  braw, 

Come  full  in  sif lit 


Te  need  na  doubt  I  held  my  whist — 
The  infant  ailb,  bolf-fonued,  was  crusht, 
I  glowered  as  eerie  'a  I  'd  bt-un  dush't 

In  some  wild  glen, 
When  sweet,  tike  modest  worth,  she  bloslit, 

And  stepped  ben. 

Oi«en,  slender,  leaf-clad  holly-boughs 
Were  twisted,  gracefu',  round  her  brows; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  inuse 

By  that  same  token, 
An'  come  to  stop  those  reckless  tows, 

Wou'd  soon  been  broken. 

A  "hair-braincl  sentimental  trace" 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  face; 
A  wildy-witty,  mstio  grace 

Shone  full  npon  her; 
Iler  eye,  ev'n  tnmed  on  empty  space, 

Beamed  keen  with  honor. 

Down  flowed  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen. 
Till  half  a  leg  was  scrimply  seen ; 
And  such  a  leg  I — my  boniiie  Jean 

Could  only  peer  it; 
Sae  straagbt,  sue  taper,  tight,  and  cleOU, 


Her  mantle  lai^e,  of  greenish  hue. 

My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew ; 

Deep  lights  and  shades,  bold -mingling,  threw 

A  lustre  grand. 
And  seemed,  lo  ray  a-stonishcd  view, 

A  well-known  land. 

Hero  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost ; 
There  monntjiins  lo  the  skies  n-ere  tost ; 
Here  tumbling  billows  markwi  tlio  const 

With  surging  foam ; 
There  distant  sliune  art's  lofty  boost. 

The  lordly  dome. 

Here  Doonpoarcddo«-n  his  far-futchedfioodsi 
There  well-fed  Irwjno  stately  thuds; 
Auld  hermit  Ayr  stnw  thro'  his  woode. 

On  lo  the  shore; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scudi^ 

With  seeming  roar. 

Low,  in  a  sandy  voUej  a^T«a&^ 

An  ancient  boTOU^U  TftawA  \iw  Vsaft.", 
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Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read, 

She  boasts  a  race 
To  every  nobler  virtue  bred. 

And  polished  grace. 

By  stately  tower  or  palace  fair, 

Or  rains  pendent  in  the  air, 

Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  conld  discern ; 
Some  seemed  to  mnso — some  seemed  to  dare, 

With  feature  stem. 

My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel. 

To  see  a  race  heroic  wheel, 

And  brandish  round  the  deep-dyed  steel 

In  sturdy  blows ; 
While  back-recoiling  seemed  to  reel 

Their  Suthron  foes. 

His  country's  saviour,  mark  him  well ! 
Bold  Richardton's  heroic  swell ; 
The  chief  on  Sark  who  glorious  fell. 

In  high  command ; 
And  he  whom  ruthless  fates  expel 

nis  native  land. 

There,  where  a  sceptered  Pictish  shade 
Stalked  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  marked  a  martial  race,  portrayed 

In  colors  strong ; 
Bold,  soldier-featured,  undismayed, 

They  strode  along. 

Through  many  a  wild,  romjmtic  grove, 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancied  cove 
(Fit  haunts  for  friendship  or  for  love), 

In  musing  mood, 
An  aged  judge,  I  saw  him  rove, 

Dispensing  good. 

With  deep-struck  reverential  awe 
The  learned  sire  and  son  I  saw : 
To  nature's  God  and  nature's  law 

They  gave  their  lore ; 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw — 

That,  to  adore. 

Brydone's  brave  ward  I  well  could  spy 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye, 
Who  called  on   fame,  low  standing  by 

To  hand  him  on 
W^here  many  a  patriot-name  on  high, 

And  hero  shone. 


DUAN  ftEOOKI). 

With  mnsing  deep,  astonished  starc^ 
I  viewed  the  heayenly-seeming  fair; 
A  whispering  throb  did  witness  bear 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When,  with  an  elder  sister's  air. 

She  did  me  greet: — 

All  hail !  my  own  inspired  bard 
In  me  thy  native  mose  regard ; 
Nor  longer  monrn  thy  fate  is  hard 

Thus  poorly  low ! 
I  come  to  give  thee  snch  reward 

As  we  bestow. 

Enow  the  great  genios  of  this  land 
Has  many  a  light  aerial  band, 
Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command. 

Harmoniously, 
As  arts  or  arms  they  understand, 

Their  labors  ply. 

They  Scotia^s  race  among  them  share: 
Some  fire  the  soldier  on  to  dare ; 
Some  rouse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Con*uption*8  heart; 
Some  teach  the  bard — a  darling  care  - 

The  tuneful  art. 

'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gore 
They  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour; 
Or  ^mid  the  venal  senate's  roar 

They,  sightless,  stand, 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot  lore, 

And  grace  the  land. 

And  when  the  bard,  or  hoary  sage, 
Charm  or  instract  the  future  age, 
They  bind  the  wild  poetic  rage 

In  energy. 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

Full  on  the  eye. 

Hence  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  young, 
Hence  Dempster's  zeal-inspired  tongue; 
Hence  sweet  harmonious  Bcattie  sonf; 

His  minstrel  lays; 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardor  stung, 

*\!\v^  %cft\k\\<Q?«  bays* 
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iwer  ordora  ore  asugned 
hamUer  ranks  of  hninaii  kind : 
rtistio  bard,  the  lab'riog  hind, 

The  artUtvn — 
ihooM,  u  TOrions  they  're  inclined, 

The  varions  man. 

n  joUow  waves  Uie  heavy  grain, 
threat'ning  storm  some  strongly  rein ; 
a  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain 

With  tillage  ski!!; 
some  instruct  (lie  shepherd  trtin, 

Blythe  o'er  the  hiU. 

)  hint  the  lover's  harmless  wile ; 
)  grace  the  maiden's  artless  smilo; 
i  sooth  the  bb'rer's  weary  toil 

For  h amble  gains, 
make  his  cottage-scenes  beguile 

His  cares  and  pains. 

J,  boondcd  to  s  district-space, 
ore  at  large  man's  infant  race, 
lark  the  embrjotic  trace, 

or  rustic  bard; 
careful  note  each  op'ning  grace — 

A  guide  and  guard. 

ie»e  am  I — Coila  my  name; 
tliis  district  as  mine  I  claim, 
re  once  the  Campbells,  chiefs  of  Came, 

Held  ruling  pow'r; 
rked  thy  embryo  tuneful  flame, 

Thy  natal  hour. 

I  future  hope  I  oft  would  gaze, 
I,  on  thy  little  early  wojs, 
rudely  carolled,  chiming  ]>hraiie 

In  uncouth  rhymes, 
1  at  the  simple  artless  lays 

Of  other  times. 

r  thee  seek  the  suunding  shore, 
;hted  with  the  dashing  roar; 
rben  the  north  his  Heccy  store 

Drove  througli  the  sky, 
r  grim  nature's  visage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

rlien  the  deep  green-mantled  earth 
m  cheridwd  evetj  Sov'ret'a  birth, 


And  joy  and  mnsic  pouring  forth 

In  every  grove, 
I  saw  thee  eye  the  general  mirth 

With  bonndlesa  love. 

When  ripened  fields  and  azure  skies 
Called  forth  the  reapers'  rustling  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  evening  Joys, 

And  lonely  stalk 
To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelling  rise 

In  pensive  walk. 

When  youthfiil  lore,  warm-blushing,  etrcng, 
Keen-shivering  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  acoents  grateful  to  thy  tongue, 

Th'  adored  name, 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  song, 

To  sooth  thy  flatiic. 

I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play 
Wild  send  thee  pleasure's  dcrioos  way, 
Misled  by  fancy's  meteor  ray. 

By  passion  driven; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  heaven. 


I  taught  thy  manners-painting  strains. 
The  loves,  tlie  ways  of  ainiple  swains^ 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  n-ido  domains 

Thy  fame  es tends, 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains, 

Become  thy  friends. 

Thou  csDst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  show. 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape  gU  w; 
Or  wake  the  bosoni-melling  throe. 

With  Shenstone's  art; 
Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow 

Warm  on  the  heart. 

Tet  all  beneath  th'  unrivalled  rose 

The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows; 

I'bcugh  large  the  fureat's  munorch  thtows 

Uis  anny  shode. 
Vet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grows 

Adowu  the  glade. 


Then  never  murmur  nor  repine; 
Strive  in  thy  humble  sphere  to  shine; 
And  trnst  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 
'Sot  kings'  regard, 
Can  give  a  bUss  o'«Tiiui'uA\\n^'Ci^Kft^ 
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'''o  give  my  counsels  all  in  one — 
Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan ; 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  man, 

With  soul  erect; 
And  trust  the  universal  plan 

Will  all  protect. 

And  wear  thou  this ! — she  solemn  said, 
And  bound  the  holly  round  my  head ; 
The  polished  leaves  and  berries  red 

Did  rustling  play — 
And,  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away. 

BOBXBT    BUSFB. 

♦    — 

OX  THE  DEATH  OF  BURNS. 

Reak  high  thy  bleak  miyestic  hills. 

Thy  slieltered  valleys  proudly  spread — 
And,  Scotia,  pour  thy  thousand  rills, 

And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red ; 
But,  ah !  what  poet  now  shall  tread 

Thy  airy  heights,  thy  woodland  reign, 
Since  he,  the  sweetest  bard,  is  dead, 

That  ever  breathed  the  soothing  strain? 

As  green  thy  towering  pines  may  grow. 

As  clear  thy  streams  may  speed  along, 
As  bright  thy  summer  suns  may  glow, 

As  gayly  charm  thy  feathery  tlirong ; 
But  now  unheeded  is  the  song, 

And  dull  and  lifeless  all  around — 
For  his  wild  harp  lies  all  unstrung, 

And  cold  the  hand  that  waked  it^s  sound. 

What  though  thy  vigorous  offspring  rise — 

In  arts,  in  arms,  thy  sons  excel ; 
Though  beauty  in  thy  daughters'  eyes, 

And  health  in  every  feature  dwell ; 
Yet  vho  si  jail  now  their  praises  t^U 

In  strains  impassioned,  fond,  and  free, 
Since  he  no  more  the  song  shall  swell 

To  love,  and  liberty,  and  thee  I 

With  step-damo  eye  and  frown  severe 
His  hapless  youth  why  didst  thou  view? 

For  all  thy  joys  to  him  were  dear. 
And  all  his  vows  to  thee  were  d\xe\ 


Nor  greater  bliss  his  bosom  knew. 
In  opening  youth's  delightful  primt. 

Than  when  thy  favoring  ear  he  drew 
To  listen  to  his  chanted  rhyme. 

Thy  lonely  wastes  and  frowning  skies 

To  him  were  all  with  raptnre  fraogfat  *, 
He  heard  with  joy  the  tempest  rise 

That  waked  him  to  sublimer  thonght; 
And  oft  thy  winding  dells  he  sought, 

Where  wild  flowers  poured  their  rathe  pd 
fame. 
And  with  sincere  devotion  brought 

To  thee  the  summer's  earliest  bloom. 

But  ah !  no  fond  maternal  smile 

His  unprotected  youth  enjoyed — 
His  limbs  inured  to  early  toil, 

His  days  with  early  hardships  tried ! 
And  more  to  mark  the  gloomy  void. 

And  bid  him  feel  his  misery, 
Before  his  infant  eyes  would  glide 

Day-dreams  of  immortality. 

Yet,  not  by  cold  neglect  depressed, 

With  sinewy  arm  he  turned  tlie  soil, 
Sunk  with  the  evening  sun  to  rest, 

And  met  at  morn  his  earliest  smile. 
Waked  by  his  rustic  pipe  meanwhile, 

The  powers  of  fancy  came  along. 
And  soothed  his  lengthened  hours  of  toil 

With  native  wit  and  sprightly  song. 

Ah  I  days  of  bliss  too  swiftly  fled, 

When  vigorous  health  from  labor  spring 
And  bland  contentment  soothes  the  bed. 

And  sleep  his  ready  opiate  brings ; 
And  hovering  round  on  airy  wings 

Float  the  light  forms  of  young  desire, 
That  of  unutterable  things 

The  soft  and  shadowy  hope  inspire. 

Now  spells  of  mightier  power  prepare— 
Bid  brighter  phantoms  round  him  danoc; 

Let  flattery  spread  her  viewless  snare, 
And  fame  attract  his  vagrant  glance ; 

Let  sprightly  pleasure  too  advance, 
Unveiled  her  eyes,  unclasped  her  zone^ 

Till,  lost  in  love's  delirious  trance, 
\    ^^  «^x\i  Wi^  \Q)^«  \ua  youth  has  known* 
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fi6t  friendship  pour  her  brightest  blaze, 

Expauding  all  the  bloom  of  soul ; 
And  mirth  concentre  all  her  ravs, 

And  point  them  from  the  sparkling  bowl ; 
And  let  the  careless  momects  roll 

In  social  pleasures  uuconfiued, 
And  confidence  that  spurns  control, 

Unlock  the  inmost  springs  of  mind  I 

And  lead  his  steps  those  bowers  among, 

Where  elegance  with  splendor  vies, 
Or  science  bids  her  favored  throng 

To  more  refined  sensations  rise ; 
Beyond  the  peasant's  humbler  joys, 

And  freed  from  each  laborious  strife, 
There  let  him  learn  the  bliss  to  prize 

That  waits  the  sons  of  polished  life. 

Then,  whilst  his  throbbing  veins  beat  high 

With  every  impulse  of  delight, 
Dash  from  his  Hps  the  cup  of  joy, 

And  shroud  the  scene  in  shades  of  night ; 
And  let  despair  with  wizard  light 

Disclose  the  yawning  gulf  below. 
And  pour  incessant  on  his  sight 

Her  spectred  ills  and  shapes  of  woe ; 

And  show  beneath  a  cheerless  shed, 

With  sorrowing  heart  and  streaming  eyes. 
In  silent  grief  where  droops  her  head 

The  partner  of  his  early  joys ; 
And  let  his  infants'  tender  cries 

His  fond  parental  succor  claim, 
And  bid  him  hear  in  agonies 

A  husband's  and  a  father's  name. 

T  is  done— the  powerful  charm  succeeds ; 

His  high  reluctant  spirit  bends ; 
In  bitterness  of  soul  he  bleeds, 

Nor  longer  with  his  fate  contends. 
An  idiot  laugh  the  welkin  rends 

As  genius  thus  degraded  lies ; 
Till  pitying  heaven  the  veil  extends 

That  shrouds  the  poet's  ardent  eyes. 

Rear  high  thy  bleak  majestic  hills. 
Thy  sheltered  valleys  proudly  spread. 

And,  Sootia,  ponr  thy  thousand  rills, 
And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blosaoma  red; 


But  never  more  shall  poet  tread 
Thy  airy  heights,  thy  woodland  reign — 

Since  he,  the  sweetest  bard,  is  dead 
That  ever  breathed  the  soothing  strain. 

WiLUAM  Eoeoon 


AT   THE    GRAVE   OF  BURNS. 

SEVEN  YEARS  AFTER  HIS  DEATH. 

I  SHIVER,  spirit  fierce  and  bold, 
At  thought  of  what  I  now  behold : 
As  vapors  breathed  from  dungeons  cold 

Strike  pleasure  dead, 
So  sadness  comes  from  out  the  mould 

Where  Bums  is  laid. 

And  have  I  then  thy  bones  so  near*, 
And  thou  forbidden  to  appear  ? 
As  if  it  were  thyself  that 's  here, 

I  shrink  with  pain ; 
And  both  my  wishes  and  my  fear 

Alike  are  vain. 

Off  weight, — nor  press  on  weight  1 — away 
Dark  thoughts  I — they  came,  but  not  to  sta> 
With  chastened  feelings  would  I  pay 

The  tribute  due 
To  him,  and  aught  that  hides  his  clay 

From  mortal  view. 

Fresh  as  the  flower  whose  modest  worth 
He  sang,  his  genius  "  glinted  "  forth — 
Rose  like  a  star  that,  touching  earth, 

(For  so  it  seems) 
Doth  glorify  its  humble  birth 

With  matchless  beams. 

The  piercing  eye,  the  thoughtful  brow. 
The  struggling  heart,  where  be  they  now  ?- 
Full  soon  the  aspirant  of  the  plough, 

The  prompt,  the  brave, 
Slept,  with  the  obBcnresti  in  tJie  low 

And  silent  grave. 

I  mourned  wHli  tl 
More  dee^  pit 
Whose  lif^Ik 

And- 
How 

f 


Aliul  n'here'crthi;  oarrent  tends 

Rcgrut  pur^u.^smiij  n-ith 

Huge  Criffel's  hov7  top  ueendt 

Bj  SUddaw  Been ; 
Neigbbora  we  were,  and  loring  flianda 

TTe  might  hara  beeo— 

Trne  friends,  though  divenely  inoUned; 
Bat  heart  with  heart  and  mlndwitii  odnd, 
Where  the  main  flbrea  are  eatwliMd 

Throngh  natore'a  bUD, 
Haj  even  bj  oontrariee  beJcAisd 

More  oloself  atUL 
The  tear  wiU  start,  and  let  It  flow ; 
Thon  "  poor  inhabitant  below," 
At  thb  dread  moment — em  at^— 

Uight  we  together 
Have  Bat  and  taUced  where  govaaa  Uow, 

Or  on  wUd  heather. 
W  b  at  trcasnrea  woold  hare  flien  Iwcn  plaoad 
Within  my  reach,  of  knoiriedga  graaed 
By  tmcv,  what  a  rich  repast] 

Bnt  why  go  on  t — 
Oh  I  spare  to  sweep,  thon  monmfal  blast, 

His  grave  grass-growD. 
There,  too,  a  son,  his  joy  and  pride^ 
(Not  three  weeks  past  tho  atripling  died). 
Lies  gathered  to  his  father's  side — 

Sool-moving  sight ! 
Yet  one  to  which  is  not  denied 

Some  sad  delight. 
For  he  is  safe,  a  qniet  bed 
Hath  early  found  among  the  dead- 
Harbored  where  none  can  be  misled. 

Wronged,  or  distrcst ; 
And  surely  here  ft  may  bo  said 

That  such  are  blest. 
And  oh !  for  thee,  by  pitying  grace 
Checked  otttimea  in  a  devions  race — 
Uaf  He  who  holloweth  the  plaoe 

Where  man  is  laid, 
Receive  thy  spirit  in  tho  embrace 

For  which  it  prayed  I 
Sighing,  I  turned  avray;  bat  ere 
ITight  fell  I  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear, 
Uuso  that  sorrow  comca  not  ataa — 

A  ritual  hymn, 
Obanted,  in  love  thattostscnt  (car, 

Bj  seraphim. 


Too  fraO  to  kaap  Am  Ufy  tow 


Wm  wrMthed— "lb*  ^rfoft"  tA 
how— 

WUfahoOr^cmr. 
Ifo  Utmd,  «Ulad  to  nd  iK 

And  paand  swar* 
W«a  might  BMlt  UmgUi,  «av  A 

Oar  miDda  iAbd,  ]lBg«>ltt(  all  too  Ini 
Onr  tiM  graro  oTBnraa  vo  bng 

InacNlalpMr- 
Indnlgad  aa  irtt  wwo  a  wnns 

ToaecknUeC 

Bal,IoBrtnt«HhanqaMacat  ' 

VlMr*  Kvdartjndgmi 


■tea 


Of  good  andnlri 
Let  ns  beride  this  Hmpdd  stream 

Breathe  bopeftil  air. 
Enough  of  sorrow,  wreck,  and  blight ! 
Think  rather  of  those  moments  brigiit 
When  to  the  conscionsness  of  Hglit 

His  course  was  tme— 
When  wisdom  prospered  ic  tiis  si^t. 

And  virtue  grew. 
Yes,  freely  let  oar  hearts  expand. 
Freely  as  in  youth's  season  bland, 
When,  side  by  ride,  hia  bouk  in  hand. 

We  wont  to  stray, 
Onr  pleasure  varying  at  command 

Of  each  sweet  lay. 
How  oft,  inspired,  must  he  have  trod 
These  pathways,  yon  far-stretching  Tnt 
There  lurks  Ins  home;  in  that  abode. 

With  mirth  elate. 
Or  in  his  nobly  peomve  mood, 

The  rustic  sate. 
Proud  thoughts  that  image  overawes: 
Before  it  humbly  let  as  pause. 
And  ask  of  nature  from  what  canse. 

And  by  what  rules. 
She  trained  her  Boms  to  win  t{^  _ 

Chat  sbamea  the  schoola. 


Throngfa  bimest  street  and  loneliest  glen 

Axe  felt  the  flashes  of  bia  pen ; 

Ho  rale9  'raid  winter  bdows,  and  when 

Bi'esfill  their  hives; 
Deep  In  the  general  heart  of  men 

His  power  sarvives. 
What  need  of  fields  in  some  far  clime 
Where  heroes,  sages,  bards  snblime, 
And  all  thot  fetched  the  flowiog  rhyme 

From  genuine  springs, 
Shall  dwell  together  tilt  old  time 

Folds  up  his  wings  i 
Sweet  mercy  I  to  the  gates  of  heaven 
This  minstrel  lead,  his  sins  foi^ven — 
The  mefol  conflict,  the  heart  riven 

With  vain  endeavor, 
And  memory  of  earth's  hitter  leaven 

Effaced  for  ever. 

Bat  why  to  him  confine  the  prayer. 
When  kindred  thoQghts  and  ycomings  bear 
On  the  fhul  heart  the  purest  share 

With  all  that  live!— 
The  best  of  what  we  do  and  ore, 

Jnst  God,  forgive ! 


BCESS. 
No  more  these  simple  flowers  belong 

To  Scottish  maid  and  lover- 
Sown  in  the  common  soil  of  song, 

They  bloom  the  wide  world  over. 

In  smiles  and  tears,  in  sun  and  showers, 
The  minstrel  and  the  heatlier — 

The  deathless  siuger  and  the  flowers 
He  sang  of— live  together. 

Wild  heather  bells  and  Robert  Bums! 

The  moorland  flower  and  peasant  I 
How,  at  their  mention,  memory  turns 

Her  pages  old  and  plensant  I 

The  gray  sky  wears  again  its  gold 

And  pnrple  of  adorning, 
And  manhood's  noonday  shadows  hold 

The  dews  of  boyhood's  morning — 

FbL  dewi  that  washed  the  dnst  and  soil 
Fnm  off  the  n-ings  of  plea 


The  sky  that  flecked  the  gromid  of  t(nl 
With  golden  threads  of  leisnrsL 

I  call  to  mind  the  summer  day— 

The  early  harvest  mowing. 
The  sky  wi^  smi  and  cloud  at  play, 

And  flowers  with  breezes  blowing. 

I  hear  the  blackbird  in  the  com. 

The  locnst  in  the  haying ; 
And,  like  the  fabled  banter's  bom, 

Old  tnnea  my  heart  is  playing. 

How  oft  that  dhy,  with  fond  delay, 
I  sought  the  maple's  shadow. 

And  sang  with  Bums  the  hours  away, 
Forgetful  of  the  meadow  I 

Bees  hummed,  birds  twittered,  overhead 
I  heard  the  squirrels  leaping — 

The  good  dog  listened  while  I  read, 
And  wagged  his  toil  in  keeping, 

I  watched  him  whUe  in  sportive  mood 
I  read  "  The  Twa  Dogs' "  story, 

And  half  believed  bo  understood 
The  poet's  allegory. 

Sweet  day,  sweet  songs !  — Tlio  golden  hoi'  tf 
Grew  brighter  for  thot  sinpne, 

From  brook  and  bird  and  meadow  floweis 
A  dearer  welcome  bringing. 


Now  light  on  hwno-soen  nai 

Sew  glory  over  woman; 
And  daily  life  and  daty  seemed 

No  longer  poor  and  common. 

I  woke  to  find  tlie  simple  truth 

Of  fact  and  feeling  better 
Than  all  the  dreams  that  held  uiy  youtii 

A  still  repining  debtor — 

That  nature  gives  her  handtuuld,  art, 
The  themes  of  sweet  disconrsiog, 

Tlic  tender  idyls  of  the  heart 
1ti  evur)'  tongue  rehearsing. 

Why  dream  of  kods  of  gold  and  pearl, 

Of  loviiit;  knigbt  and  lady. 
When  fanner  boy  and  barefoot  ^ 

Were  wandcnog  there  already! 

I  saw  through  all  fualliuc  tkS.-a^ 
The  romui<»  iia4«iAi\uft— 
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The  joys  and  grie&  that  plonie  the  wings 
Of  fancy  skyward  flying. 

I  saw  the  same  hlithe  day  return, 

The  some  sweet  fall  of  even, 
That  rose  on  wooded  Criugi^bnm, 

And  sank  on  crystal  Devon. 

I  njitched  with  Scotland's  heathery  hills 
The  sweet-brier  and  the  clover — 

With  Ayr  and  Doon  my  native  rills, 
Their  wood  hymns  chanting  over. 

O'er  rank  and  pomp,  as  he  had  seen, 

I  saw  the  man  uprising — 
No  longer  common  or  unclean, 

The  child  of  God's  baptizing. 

With  clearer  eyes  I  saw  the  worth 

Of  life  among  the  lowly ; 
The  bible  at  his  cotter's  hearth 

Had  made  my  own  more  holy. 

And  if  at  times  an  evil  strain, 

To  lawless  love  appealing, 
Broke  in  upon  the  sweet  refrain 

Of  pure  and  healthful  feeling. 

It  died  upon  the  eye  and  ear, 

No  inward  answer  gaining ; 
No  heart  had  I  to  see  or  hear 

The  discord  and  the  staining. 

Let  those  who  never  erred  forget 
His  worth,  in  vain  bewailings ; 

Sweet  soul  of  song! — I  own  my  debt 
Uncancelled  by  his  failings  I 

Lament  who  will  the  ribald  line 
Which  tells  his  lapse  from  duty — 

How  kissed  the  maddening  lips  of  wine. 
Or  wanton  ones  of  beautv — 

But  think,  while  falls  that  shade  between 

The  erring  one  and  heaven, 
Tliat  he  who  loved  like  Magdalen, 

Like  her  may  be  forgiven. 

Not  his  the  song  whoso  thunderous  chin>e 

Eternal  echoes  render — 
The  mournful  Tuscan's  haunted  rhyme, 

And  Milton's  starry  splendor ; 

Rut  who  his  human  heart  has  laid 
To  nature's  bosom  nearer  1 


Who  sweetened  toQ  like  him,  or  ptid 
To  love  a  tribute  dearer? 

Through  all  his  tuneful  art  how  strong 
The  human  feeling  gashes! 

The  very  moonlight  of  his  song 
Is  warm  with  smiles  and  blushes. 

Give  lettered  pomp  to  teeth  of  time. 

So  "  Bonnie  Doon  "  but  tarry ; 
Blot  out  the  epic's  stately  rhyme, 

But  spare  his  Highland  Mary! 

JoRx  GKncKLXAV  Wbtri 


ON  FIRST  LOOKING  INTO  CHAPMi 

HOMER. 

Muon  have  I  traveUed  in  the  realms  of  g 
And  many  goodly  states  and  kingdoms  s 
Round  many  western  islands  have  I  beei 
Which  bards  in  fealty  to  ApoUo  hold« 
Oft  of  one  wide  expanse  had  I  been  told 
That  deep-browed  Homer  ruled  as  his 

mesne; 
Yet  did  I  never  breathe  its  pore  serene 
Till  I  heard  Chapman  speak  out  loud 

bold: 
Then  felt  I  like  some  watcher  of  the  skie 
When  a  new  planet  swims' into  Iiis  ken; 
Or  like  stout  Cortez,  when  with  eagle  ej 
He  stared  at  the  Pacific — and  all  hb  mer 
Looked  at  each  other  with  a  wild  surmis 
Silent,  upon  a  peak  in  Darien. 

Jon  EiA 


UHLAND. 

It  is  the  poet  Uhland,  from  whose  wre 

ings 

Of  rarest  harmony  I  here  have  drawn, 

To  lower  tones  and  less  melodious  breath: 

Some  simple  strains,  of  yonth  and  pm 

born. 

His  is  tlie  poetry  of  sweet  expression — 
Of  clear,    unfaltering   tune,    sereue 
strong — 
Where  gentlest  thoughts  and  words,  in 
procession, 
\     ^Qs  ^  \a  \k^  «^«TL  Tnftsflores  of  bin  iOQi 


Delisting  ever  in  his  own  calm  fanoies, 
Se  seei  roach  beauty  where  most  men  iee 
naoght — 
Lnokiog  at  nature  with  familiar  glnnoas, 
Anil  weaving  garlands  in  the  groves  of 
thought 

He  singa  of  yontii,  and  hope,  and  high  en- 
deavor; 

He  sings  of  lore— oh  crown  of  poeay  1 — 
Of  fate,  and  sorrow,  and  the  grave — forever 

The  end  of  strUc,  the  goal  of  destin;. 

He  sings  of  Efttherland,  the  minstrel's  glory — 
High  theme  of  memory  and  hope  divine — 

Twining  its  fume  with  gems  of  ontiqne  story, 
In  Snabion  songs  and  legends  of  the  Rhine ; 

In  ballads  breathing  many  a  dim  tradition, 

Nonrished  in  long  belief  or  minstrel  rhymes, 
niiit  of  the  old  romance,  whose  gentle  mis- 

Paaeed  from  the  earth  before  our  wiser 

Well  do  thcj  know  liis  namo  among  the 
monntmns, 
And  pluns  and  valleys,  of  his  native  land ; 
P*rt  of  their  nature  are  the  sparkling  foou- 

Of  his  clear  thonght,  witli  rainbow  funcies 
spanned. 

His  simple  laysoft  sings  the  mother,  cheerful. 
Beside  the  cradle  in  the  dim  twilight; 

Bis  plaintive  nole«  low  breathes  the  miudca, 
tearfiil, 
With  tender  mormars  in  tbe  ear  of  night. 

rbe  billsido  sw^Q,  the  reaper  in  tbe  mead- 
Carol  his  ditUes  through  the  toilsome  day ; 

And  the  lone  hnnter  in  tlie  Alpine  shadows 
Becalls  his  ballads  by  some  rain  gray. 

Oh  precions  gift  I  ob  wondrous  inspiration  I 

Of  all  higb  deeds,  of  all  hanoonious  things, 
Ti  be  the  oracle,  while  a  whole  nation 

aa  the  echo  from  thesoonding  strings : 


Oat  of  the  dqtttLs  of  feeling  and  emotion 
RIn*  tbe  orb  daoag.  aerea«Iy  bright — 


As  who  beholds,  across  the  tracts  of  ocean, 
The  golden  sunrise  bnrstinginto  light. 

Wide  is  its  mogio  world — divided  neither 

By  coatinunt,  nor  sea,  nor  narrow  zone : 


thither. 
In  fancied  fortunes  to  forget  his  own  ? 


TITE  GRAVE  OF  A  POETESS. 

Let  her  bo  liud  within  a  ulent  dell. 

Where  hanging  trees  throw  round  a  twilight 

Just  within  hearing  of  some  villogo-bell. 
And  by  the  margin  of  a  low-voiccd  Stream; 
For  these  were  sights  and  sounds  she  once 
loTcd  well 

Then  o'er  her  grave  tbe  star-paved  sky  will 
beam; 

While  nil  around  the  fragrant  wild-flowera 
blow. 

And  sweet  binJg  sicig  licr  requiem  to  the  wa- 
ter's flow. 

TuoiiAi  MiLun. 


80NXET. 

TnR  nightingale  is  mnti. — and  so  art  tliou, 
Whoso  vuiuo  is  sweeter  than  the  nightin' 
gale; 

While  every  idle  scholar  mokei  a  vow 
Above  tliy  worth  and  glory  t4i  iircvoil. 

Yi't  shall  not  envy  to  that  levi^l  bring 
The  true  prcceileiico  wliicli  is  born  in  thee ; 

llion  art  no  less  the  prophet  of  (lie  spring, 
Though  in  the  woods  tliy  voice  now  sileni 
1*. 

For  silence  may  impair  but  cannot  kill 
TIlu  music  tliat  is  native  to  thy  soul; 

Xor  thy  sweet  raind,  in  this  Ihy  frowurd  will 
Upon  thy  purest  honor  have  control ; 

But,  since  thou  wilt  nob  to  our  wishes  nn^ 

This  tmtii  I  apeak— VXtcm  bA  ot  \iQ>^Vk>i^^%. 
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CHARADE. 

Come  from  my  first,  ay,  come  I 

Tho  battle  dawn  is  nigh ; 
And  the  screaming  trump  and  thethondering 
drum. 

Are  calling  thee  to  die  I 

Eight  as  thy  father  fought; 

Fall  as  thy  father  fell ; 
Thy  task  is  taught ;  thy  shroud  is  wrought ; 

So  forward  and  farewell  1 

Toll  ye  my  second  I  toll  I 

Fling  high  the  flambeau^s  light : 

And  sing  the  hymn  for  a  parted  sou] 
Beneath  the  dlent  night  t 

The  wreath  upon  his  head, 

The  cross  upon  his  breast^ 
Let  the  prayer  be  said,  and  the  tear  be  ahed, 

So, — take  him  to  his  rest! 

Call  ye  my  whole,  ay,  call 

The  lord  of  lute  and  lay ; 
And  let  him  greet  the  sable  pall 

With  a  noble  song  to-day  ; 

Go,  call  him  by  his  name  I 

No  fitter  hand  may  crave 
To  light  the  flame  of  a  soldier's  fame 

On  the  turf  of  a  soldier's  grave. 

WnrrBmop  Maokwobth  P&axd. 


And  thowi  the  Britiih  yoath,  who  mfet 
Wm  lag  behind,  what  Bonunu  wwe^ 
When  all  the  ToMana  and  tiieir  Lara 
Shouted,  and  ahook  the  towera  of  Ham 

aATMBbn 


TO  ^[ACAULAY. 

The  dreamy  rhj-mer's  measured  snore 
Falls  heavy  on  our  oars  no  more ; 
And  by  long  strides  are  left  behind 
The  dear  delights  of  womankind, 
Who  wage  tlioir  battles  like  their  loves. 
In  siitin  waistcoats  and  kid  gloves, 
And  have  achieved  the  crowning  work 
When  they  have  trussed  and  skewered  a  Turk. 
Another  comes  with  stouter  tread, 
And  stalks  among  the  statelier  dead : 
lie  rushes  on,  and  hails  by  turns 
Ulgb'crested  Scott,  broad-breasted  Buma; 


ODE. 


\ 


BisDa  of  passion  and  of  ndrih, 
Te  have  left  yoor  aools  on  earth! 
Have  ye  aonls  in  heaven  Um, 
Doable-lived  in  regiona  new  f 
Yea,  and  thoae  of  heaven  oomnniM 
With  the  spheres  of  aon  and  moon; 
With  the  noise  of  fimntalna  wondn 
And  the  parle  of  voioea  thandVona 
With  the  whiq>er  of  heajxm'a  trean 
And  one  anotheri  in  aoft  enae 
Seated  on  Eljdan  lawna 
Browsed  h;  none  hnl  Dian'^  ikwai 
Undemealh  laiige  blne-hella  taoM, 
Where  the  diJdea  are  roae-aoentod, 
And  the  rose  herself  has  got 
Perfhme  which  on  earth  is  not ; 
Where  the  nightingale  doth  sing 
Not  a  senseless,  tranced  thing. 
But  divine,  melodious  truth — 
Philosophic  numbers  smooth — 
Tales  and  golden  histories 
Of  heaven  and  its  mysteries. 

Thus  ye  live  on  high,  and  then 
On  the  earth  ye  live  again ; 
And  tlie  souls  ye  left  behind  you 
Teach  us  here  the  way  to  find  yoo. 
Where  your  other  souls  are  joyinj', 
Never  slumbered,  never  cloying. 
Here  your  earth-born  souls  still  sp« 
To  mortals,  of  their  little  week ; 
Of  their  sorrows  and  delights; 
Of  their  passions  and  tlieir  spites ; 
Of  their  glory  and  their  shame ; 
What  doth  strengthen  and  what  m 
Thus  ye  teach  us,  every  day, 
Wis<lom,  though  fled  far  away. 

Bards  of  passion  and  of  mirth. 
Ye  have  left  your  souls  on  earth  I 
Ye  have  souls  in  heaven  too, 
Double-lived  in  re^ons  new  I 

Jobs  Si 


A    POET'S   THOUGHT. 


THE  MINSTREL. 


SONNET. 


oice,  vfhat  barp,  are  those  we  hear 

the  gate  in  cbomsl 
— the  lay  delights  our  ear; 
ave  it  sang  before  us !  " 
the  kiiij[:  the  stripling  tiieii — 
eturns;  his  ni:ister  cries — 

in  tlje  hi>arj  iiiiiiatrel  I " 

inces  mine !    Tlail,  noble  knights! 

,  enchanting  damral 

Tj  heaven !     What  blimlirg  lights ! 

tongne  mnj  tell  their  nametit 

ight  hall,  amid  this  blaze, 

te,  mine  ojmI     Ye  may  not  gaie 

I  Btupendoas  glories!" 

esinger  closed  his  ejes; 

ck  bis  mighty  Ijre: 

it«i>us  boHuins  heaved  with  sighs, 

irriorsfdton  tire; 

enra|itiiri-'d  by  tlie  strain, 

eil  that  a  golden  chain 

n  the  bard  in  guerdon. 

Beserre  thy  chain,  tby  gold, 
te  brave  kniglits  nliuse  glances, 
iliing  tlirough  the  battle  bold, 
Liver  sbarpeat  lances  I 
on  thy  treasurer  there — 
n  burden  let  him  bear 
her  glittering  burdens. 

.  in  tbo  grecn\vood  Imsh 
■elew  wild-bird  carols — 

that  from  the  full  heart  gash 
Ives  are  gold  and  laurelsl 
;  I  ask,  then  tbns  I  ask — 
right  cnp  of  irine,  in  llask 

ing  gold,  be  brought  me ! " 

t  down ;  he  qooffs  it  ail — 
Irnnibt  of  richest  flavor) 
p  liivineiy  happy  hall 
that  is  scarce  a  favorl 
shall  bless  ye,  think  on  me ; 
k  your  God  as  I  thank  ye 
I  delicioiu  wtne-cnp ! " 
■An  WMtauto  vox  Qonn  (Gcrau). 


Who  beit  can  paint  th'  euamelted  rube  ot 
spring, 
With  flow'reta  and  fair  blossoms  well  be- 
dight; 
Who  best  can  her  melodious  accents  sing, 
With  which  she  greets  the  soft  return  ot 
light; 
Who  best  can  bid  the  quaking  tempest  rage, 
And  make  th'  imperial  arch  of  heav'o  to 

Breed  warfare  with  tlie  winds,  and  finely 
wage 
Great  strife  with  Neptune  on  his  rocky 
throne — 
Or  lose  us  in  those  sad  and  mournful  days 
With  which  polo  uutumn  crowns  the  misty 
year. 
Shall  bear  the  priie,  aud  in  his  true  essays 

A  poet  in  our  awful  eyes  appear; 
For  whom  let  wine  bis  mortal  woes  beguile, 
Gold,  prwse,  and   woman's   lliricc-endearinj: 

LoiD  Tnmf:v. 


A  POET'S  TIIOUGIIT. 

Tbll  me,  what  is  s  poet's  thonght? 

Is  it  on  the  sadden  born  t 
Is  it  from  the  starlight  caught! 
Is  it  by  the  tei]i[iest  taught? 

Or  by  whispering  morn  ? 

Was  it  cradled  iu  the  brain  i 

Chained  awhile,  or  nursed  in  ni^tl 
Was  it  wrought  with  toil  and  point 
Did  it  bloom  and  fudo  again, 

Ere  it  burst  to  light! 

No  more  c|uestio]i  of  its  birth : 

Rather  love  its  better  part  I 

'T  is  a  thing  of  sky  and  earth. 

Gathering  all  its  golden  worth 

From  the  poel.'  s  \i6k\.. 


(K>b 


POEMS    OF    SENTIMENT    AND    REFLECTION. 


RESOLUTION  AND  INDEPENDENCE. 

I. 

There  was  a  roaring  in  the  wind  all  night — 

The  rain  came  heavily  and  fell  in  floods ; 

But  now  the  sun  is  rising  calm  and  bright — 

The  birds  are  singing  in  the  distant  woods ; 

Over  his  own  sweet  voice  the  stock-dove 
broods; 

The  jaj  makes  answer  as  the  magpie  chat- 
ters; 

And  all  the  air  is  filled  with  pleasant  noise  of 
waters. 

n. 

All  things  that  love  the  snn  are  ont  of  doors ; 
The  sky  rejoices  in  the  morning's  birth ; 
The  grass  is  bright  with  rain-drops ;  on  the 

moors 
The  hare  is  running  races  in  her  mirth ; 
And  with  her  feet  she  from  the  plashy  earth 
Raises  a  mbt  that,  glittering  in  the  stin, 
Runs  with  her  all  the  way,  wherever  she 

doth  run. 

m. 

I  was  a  traveller  then  upon  the  moor ; 
I  saw  the  hare  that  raced  about  with  joy ; 
I  heard  the  woods  and  distant  waters  roar — 
Or  heard  them  not,  as  happy  as  a  boy. 
The  pleasant  season  did  my  heart  employ ; 
My  old  remembrances  went  from  me  wholly — 
And  all  the  ways  of  men,  so  vain  and  melan- 
choly. 

rv. 

but,   as    it  sometimes  chanceth,  from    tlie 

might 
Of  joy  in  minds  that  can  no  further  go, 
As  high  as  we  have  mounted  in  delight 
In  our  dejection  do  we  sink  as  low — 
To  me  that  morning  did  it  happen  so ; 
And  fears  and  fancies  thick  upon  me  came — 
Dim  sadness,  and  blind  thoughts,  I  knew  not, 
nor  could  name. 

V. 

I  Heard  the  skylark  warbling  in  the  sky ; 
And  T  bethought  me  of  the  playfxxWiai^i 


Even  such  a  happy  child  of  earth  am 
Even  as  these  blissful  creatures  do  I  i 
Far  from  the  world  I  walk,  and  from 
But  there  may  come  another  day  to  i 
Solitude,  pain  of  heart,  distress,  and 


My  whole   life  I  have   lived    in 

thought, 
As  if  life's  business  were  a  summer  i 
As  if  all  needfiQ  things  would  come  i 
To  genial  faith,  still  rich  in  genial  gc 
But  how  can  he  expect  that  others  8 
Build  for  him,  sow  for  him,  and  at  1 
Love  him,  who  for  himself  will  take 
at  all? 

Tn. 

I  thought  of  Ohatterton,  the  marvel] 

The  sleepless  soul  that  perished  in  hi 

Of  him  who  walked  in  glory  and  in 

Following  his  plough,  along  the  i 

side. 
By  our  own  spirits  we  are  deified ; 

We  poets  in  our  youth  begin  in  gladi 

But  thereof  come  in  the  end  desp 

and  madness. 

vm. 

Now,  whether  it  were  by  peculiar  gi 
A  leading  from  above,  a  something  q 
Yet  it  befell  that,  in  this  lonely  place 
When  I  with  these  untoward  thon^ 

striven, 
Beside  a  pool  bare  to  the  eye  of  heai 
I  saw  a  man  before  me  unawares — 
The  oldest  man  he  seemed  that  ev 

gray  hairs. 

IX. 

As  a  huge  stone  is  sometimes  seen  to 
Couched  on  the  bald  top  of  an  eminc 
Wonder  to  all  who  do  tlie  same  espy 
By  what  means  it  could  hither  coi 

whence ; 
So  that  it  seems  a  thing  endued  with 
Like  a  sea-beast  crawled  forth,  thai  oi 
Of  rock  or  sand  reposeth,  there  to 
\  %^l— 


itESOLUTlON    AND     IN'DEFENDESCE. 


X. 
«emed  this  man,  not  all  alive  nor  dead, 

1  asleep,  in  his  ertrcuic  old  age. 
dj  wua  bent  tlonble,  feet  and  head 
g  together  in  life'«  pilgrimage, 
wine  dire  coi^striunt  of  pain,  or  rage 
kness,  felt  bj  him  ill  times  long  past, 
e  tlion  human  weight  vpoo  his  frame 
had  oast. 


If  he  propped,  limbs,  iMdj,  and  pale  face, 
i  long  gray  staff  of  shaven  wood ; 
:ill,  as  1  drew  nenr  with  gentle  pace, 
the  mai^in  of  that  moorish  flood 
■less  as  a  clond  the  old  man  stood, 
lenreth  not  the  lend  wiuds  when  they 
call, 
ioT«th  all  together,  if  it  move  at  all. 


gtb,  himself  nnsettling,  ho  the  pond 
1  with  his  staff,  and  fixedly  did  look 
that  mnddy  water,  which  he  conned 
h«  bod  been  reading  in  a  book. 
ow  a  stranger's  privilege  1  took; 
Irawing  to  his  side,  to  him  did  say 
morning  gives  us  promise  of  a  gloriou 


tie  answer  did  the  old  man  make, 
nrteoDS  speech  which  forth  he  slowly 
drew; 

lim  with  fiinher  words  I  thos  beapake; 
it  occupation  do  yon  tliere  pursue  t 
s  a  lonesome  place  for  one  like  yon." 
B  replied,  a  flash  of  mild  surprise 
1  from  the  sable  orbs  of  his  yet  vivid 


ords  came  feebly,  from  a  feeble  chest; 
■ck  in  solemn  order  followed  each, 
something  of  a  lofty  utterance  drcit,- 
e  wmd  and  measured  [ihrosc,  above  the 

liaary  men,  a  stately  speech, 
M  gnn  liven  do  in  Scotland  nse^ 
iow  men,  who  give  to  God  and  man 
their  dnea. 


told  that  to  these  waters  be  had  come 
To  gather  leeches,  being  old  and  poor — 
Employment  hazardous  and  wearlsoroet 
And  he  bad  many  hardships  to  endure; 
From  pond  to  pond  be  roamed,  from  moor 

Housing,  with  God's  good  help,  by  choice  or 

chance ; 
And  in  this  way  he  gained  an  honest  maint^ 


Tlio  old  man  still  stood  talking  by  niy  side; 
Bat  now  his  voice  to  me  was  like  a  stream 
Scorce  heard,  nor  word  from  word  could  I 

And  the  whole  body  of  the  man  did  seem 
Like  one  whom  I  hod  met  with  in  a  dream — 
Or  like  a  man  from  some  far  region  sent 
To  give  mo  haman  strength  by  aptadmonish- 


My  former  thoughts  returned:  the  fear  that 

kills. 
And  hope  tlmt  is  unwilling  to  lie  fed; 
Cold,  pain,  and  labor,  and  all  fleshly  ills ; 
And  mighty  poets  in  their  misery  dead. 
—  Perpleied,  end  lonpng  to  be  comforted, 
My  question  engcrty  did  I  renew — 
"  How  is  it  that  you  live,  and  what  is  it  yon 

dot" 

JVtll. 

He  with  a  smile  did  then  his  words  repeat ; 
And   said  that,   gathering   leeches,  far   and 

wide 
lla  travelled,  stirring  thus  about  his  feet 
The  waters  of  the  pools  where  they  abide. 
"  Once  I  conld  meet  with  tbem  on  every  side, 
Rut  they  have  dwindled  long  by  slow  decay ; 
Yet  still  I  persevere,  and  find  them  wiiere  I 


While  be  n 

The  old  ms 


I  talking  thas,  the  hinely  place, 
's  shape  and  K[ieech — (dl  t.T<:ra,\:A!iA 


In  roy  mind's  ej«l  aeewwA  V>  wo Voa'vwft 
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POEMS    OF    SENTIMENT    AND    REFLECTION. 


A.bont  the  wearv  inoors  continuallv, 
Wandering  about  alone  and  silently. 
While  I  these  thoughts  within  myself  pursued, 
[le,  having  made  a  pause,  the  same  disccurse 
renewed. 

XX. 

And  soon  with  this  he  other  matter  blend- 
ed— 
Cheerfully  uttered,  with  demeanor  kind, 
But  stately  in  the  main;  and  when  he  ended 
I  could  have  laughed  myself  to  scorn,  to  find 
In  that  decrepit  man  so  firm  a  mind. 
'  Grod,"  said  I,  "  be  my  help  and  stay  secure ; 
1 11  think  of  the  leech-gatherer  on  the  lonely 


moor : 


» '* 


W1LUI.M    WOKDSWOSTH. 


AN  EXnORTATION". 

Chamelkoxs  feed  on  light  and  air — 

Poets'  food  is  love  and  fame ; 
If  in  this  wide  world  of  care 

Poets  could  but  find  the  same 
With  as  little  toil  as  they, 

"Would  they  ever  change  their  hue 

As  the  light  chameleons  do, 
Suiting  it  to  every  ray 
Twentv  times  a-dav  ? 

Poets  are  on  *Jns  cold  earth 

As  chameleons  might  be, 
Hidden  from  their  early  birth 

In  a  cave  beneath  the  sea : 
Where  light  is,  chameleons  change — 

Where  love  is  not,  poets  do. 

Fame  is  love  disguised;  if  few 
Find  either,  never  think  it  strange 
That  poets  range. 

Yet  dare  not  stain  with  wealth  or  power 

A  poet's  free  and  heavenly  mind ; 
If  bright  chameleons  should  devour 

Any  food  but  beams  and  wind, 
They  would  grow  as  earthly  soon 

As  their  brother  liziirds  are : 

Children  of  a  sunnier  star, 
Spirits  from  beyond  the  moon. 
Oh,  refuse  the  boon  1 


ODE  ON  A  GRECIAN  URN 

Thou  still  nnraviBhed  bride  of  qoietnc 
Thou  foster-ohild  of  silence  and  don 
Sylvan  historian,  who  canst  thus  ezpr 
A  flowery  tale   more  sweetly  th 
rhyme  I 
What  leaf-fringed  legend  haunts  ab( 
shape 
Of  deities  or  mortals,  or  of  both. 

In  Tempe  or  the  dales  of  Aroady 

What  men  or  gods  are  these  f  whi 

ens  loath  ? 

What  mad  pursuit?  What  struggle  to 

What  pipes  and  timbrels?     Wb 

ecstasy? 

Heard  melodies  are  sweet,  but  those 
Are  sweeter ;  therefore,  ye  soft  pi[ 
on — 
Not  to  the  sensual  ear,  but,  more  end 
Pipe  to  the  spirit  ditties  of  no  tone 
Fair  youth  beneath  the  trees,  thou  a 
leave 
Thy  song,  nor  ever  can  those  trees  1 
Bold  lover,  never,  never,  canst  tl 
Though  winning  near  the  goal ;  yet 
grieve — 
She  cannot  fade,  though  thou  1 
thy  bliss ; 
For  ever  wilt  thou  love,  and  she  b< 

Ah,  happy,  happy  boughs !  that  cann 
Your  leaves  nor  ever  bid  the  spring 
And  happy  melodist,,  unwe^ried^ 

For  ever  piping  songs  for  ever  new 

More  happy  love !  more  happy,  happ 

For  ever  warm  and  still  to  be  enjo; 

For  ever  panting  and  for  ever  yc 

All  breathing  human  passion  far  abo^ 

That  leaves  a  heart  high  sorrow 

cloyed, 

A   burning   forehead   and  a  | 

tongue. 

Who  are  these  coming  to  the  sacrifice 
To  what  green  altar,  O  mysterious 

Lead^st  thou  that  heifer  lowing  at  th< 
And  all  her  silken  flanks  with  i 


L'ALLEURO. 


i  town  by  river  or  sea  ahore, 
Qlun>built  with  imaceful  citadel, 
ptied  of  ite  folk,  this  pioua  raornt 
'  town,  tbj  streets  for  evemiore 
!nt  be ;  anti  not  a  eool,  to  tell 
thoa  art  desolate,  can  e'er  return. 

tape  I  Fair  attitude  I  with  bredo 

ble  men  and  maideos  overwrought, 

•t  branches  and  the  trodden  weed  I 

'nt   form  I    dost  tease  us    out  of 

bought, 

■«mity.    Oold  pastoral ! 

Id  age  shall  this  geoeration  waste, 

shalt  remain,  in  midst  of  other  woe 

ira,  a  friend  to  man,  to  whom  thon 

s  truth,  tmlh  beanty,"— that  is  all 
uow  on  earth,  and  all  je  need  to 


VSS  TO  ATTAIN  HAPPY  LIFE. 

L,  the  tilings  tliat  do  attain 
lappy  life  be  these,  I  find — 
lies  left,  not  got  with  pmn ; 
ruitful  ground,  the  quiet  mind, 

lal  friend ;  no  grudge,  no  strife ; 
large  of  rate,  nor  governance ; 
t  disease,  the  healthful  lifu; 
lonwhold  of  runtiniiaiice ; 

an  diet,  no  delicate  fare ; 
wiifdom  joined  with  simpleness; 
ht  discharged  of  all  care, 
'e  wine  the  wit  may  not  oppress; 

hfbl  wife,  without  Oebale; 
sleeps  as  may  beguile  the  niglit ; 
te'l  with  thine  own  estate, 
ish  fur  death,  ne  fear  his  might. 

LOID    SUUKT. 


L'ALLEGRO. 

netJOK,  loathed  Melancholy, 
Of    Cerberus    and    blackest    midnighl 

Id  Stygian  cave  forlorn, 

llongst  horrid  shapes,  and  shrieks,  and 
sights  nnhrily, 
Find  ont  some  uncouth  cell. 

Where   brooding    darkness   spreads   hk 
jealons  wings. 
And  the  night-raven  sings ; 

There,  under    ebon  shades,  and   low- 
browed rocks. 
As  ragged  as  thy  locks. 

In  dark  Cimmerian  desert  ever  dwelL 
But  come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free. 
In  heav'n  y-c!eped  Euphroayne, 
And,  by  men,  heart-easing  Mirth! 
Whom  lovely  Tenus,at  a  birth 
With  two  sister  graces  mow, 
To  ivy-crovrned  Bacchus  bore; 
Or  whether  (as  some  sages  sing) 
The  frolic  wind  that  breathes  the  spring, 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playing — 
Aa  he  met  her  once  a-Maying — 
There,  on  beds  of  violets  blue 
And  fresh-blown  roses  washed  in  dew. 
Filled  her  wilh  thee,  a  daughter  fair, 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  debonair. 

Ilasto  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thce 
Jcst,  and  youthful  Jollity — 
Quips  and  cranks  and  wanton  wiles, 
Nods  and  becks  and  wreathed  smiles. 
Such  as  hang  on  Ilcbc's  check. 
And  love  to  live  in  dimple  sluek— 
Sport,  that  wrinkled  care  Jeride^ 
And  laughter  holding  both  his  siiiee. 
Come  1  and  trip  it,  as  you  go. 
On  the  liglit  fantastic  toe; 
And  in  tliy  right  hand  lead  with  thee 
Tlio  mountain  nymph,  sweot   liberty ; 
And  if  I  give  thee  honor  due, 
Mirth,  admit  inc  of  thy  crew. 
To  live  with  her,  and  live  with  thee. 
In  nnreproved  pleasures  free — 
To  hear  Hie  UtV  \)eft\n  \\\*  Sv^V 
And  singing  Blftrt\ft  \.\ieL  4^  ai^^- 
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From  his  watch-towV  in  the  skies, 
Till  the  dappled  dawn  doth  rise ; 
Then  to  come,  in  spite  of  sorrow, 
And  at  my  window  bid  good  morrow, 
Through  the  sweet-brier,  or  the  vine, 
Or  the  twisted  eglantine; 
While  the  cock  with  lively  din 
Scatters  the  rear  of  darkness  thin, 
And  to  the  stack,  or  the  barn  door. 
Stoutly  struts  his  dames  before ; 
Oft  listening  h6w  the  hounds  and  horn 
Cheerly  rouse  the  slumbering  morn, 
From  the  side  of  some  hoar  hill 
Through  the  high  wood  echoing  shrill ; 
Sometime  walking,  not  unseen, 
By  hedge-row  elms,  on  hillocks  green, 
Right  against  the  eastern  gate, 
Where  the  great  sun  begins  his  state, 
Robed  in  flames,  and  amber  light, 
The  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  dight ; 
While  tlie  ploughman  near  at  hand 
Whistles  o'er  the  furrowed  land. 
And  the  milkmaid  singeth  blithe. 
And  the  mower  whets  his  scythe. 
And  every  shepherd  tells  his  tale 
Under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale. 


Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  pleas- 
ures, 
Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures 
Rii5;set  lawns,  and  fallows  gray. 
Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray — 
Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast 
The  laboriiij:  clouds  do  often  rest — 
^feadows  trim  with  daisies  pied, 
Shallow  brooks,  and  rivers  wide. 
Towers  and  battlements  it  sees 
Hosomed  high  in  tufted  trees. 
Where  perhaps  some  beauty  lies. 
The  cynosure  of  neigboring  eyes. 
Hard  by,  a  cottage  chimney  smokes 
From  betwixt  two  aged  oaks, 
Wliero  Corv<lon  and  Thvrsis  met. 
Are  at  tlieir  savorv  dinner  set 
Of  ber]>s,  and  other  eountrv  messes. 
Which  the  neat-handed  Phillis  dresses; 
And  then  in  haste  her  bower  she  leaves, 
With  Tliestvlis  to  bind  the  sheaves ; 
Ofj  if  tlie  earlier  sea}H>n  lead, 
To  the  fanne<l  haycock  In  the  meaSL. 


\ 


Sometimes  with  secnre  delight 
The  nplaod  hamlets  will  invite^ 
When  the  merry  bells  riog  round, 
And  the  jocond  rebecks  soaid 
To  many  a  youth,  and  many  a  tcMii 
Dancing  in  the  chequered  shade ; 
And  young  and  old  come  forth  to  p 
On  a  sunshine  holiday, 
Till  the  live-long  daylight  fiiil , 
Then  to  the  spicy  nut-brown  ale 
With  stories  told  of  many  a  feat: 
How  fairy  ^Cab  the  junkets  eat — 
She  was  pinched  and  pulled,  she  » 
And  he  by  friar^s  lantern  led ; 
Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  swe 
To  earn  his  cream-bowl  duly  set. 
When  in  one  night,  ere  glimpse  of 
Ilis  shadowy  flail  hath  threshed  th 
That  ten  day-laborers  could  not  ei 
Then  lies  him  down  the  lubber  ^ 
And  stretched  out  all  the  chimney*^ 
Basks  at  the  Are  his  hairy  strengtl 
And,  crop-full,  out  of  doors  he  flio 
Ere  the  first  cock  his  matin  rings. 
Thus  done  the  tales,  to  bed  they  cz 
By  whispering  winds  soon  lulled  ta 

Towered  cities  please  us  then. 
And  the  busy  hum  of  men. 
Where  throngs  of  knights  and  ban 
In  weeds  of  i)eace  high  triumphs  h 
With  store  of  ladies,  whose  bright 
Rain  influence,  and  judge  the  prize 
Of  wit  or  arms,  while  both  conteni 
To  win  her  grace  whom  all  comme 
There  let  Hymen  oft  appear 
In  saffron  robe,  with  taper  clear, 
And  ]>omp  and  feast  and  revelry. 
With  mask,  and  antique  pageantry- 
Such  sights  as  youthftd  poets  drean 
On  summer  eves  by  haunted  strean 
Then  to  the  well-trod  stage  anon, 
If  Jonson's  learned  sock  be  on. 
Or  sweetest  Shakspeare,  fancy's  cl 
Warble  his  native  wood-notes  wild 

And  ever,  against  eating  cares, 
Lap  me  in  soft  Lydian  airs, 
Married  to  immortal  rerse, 
%^'c^!k.  «A  ^^  \&ft^>LYBk.^  vsq\  maf  piero 
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IL    PENSEROSO. 


m: 


Ta  notes  with  many  a  winding  bout 
Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out^ 
With  wanton  heed  and  gidd/  cunning 
The  melting  voice  through  mazes  running, 
Untwisting  all  the  chains  that  tie 
The  hidden  soul  of  harmony — 
That  Orpheus'  self  may  heave  his  head 
From  golden  slumber  on  a  bed 
Of  heaped  Elysian  flowers,  and  hear 
Such  strains  as  would  have  won  the  oar 
Of  Pinto,  to  have  quite  set  free 
His  half  regfuned  Eurydice. 

These  delights  if  thou  canst  give, 
lOrth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live. 


IL  PENSEROSO. 

Hkxce,  vain  deluding  joys, 

The  brood  of  folly  without  father  bred ! 
How  little  you  bestead, 

Or  fill  the  fixed  mind  with  all  your  toys! 
Dwell  in  some  idle  brain, 

And  fancies  fond  with  gaudy  shapes  pos- 
sess, 
As  thick  and  numberless 

As  the  gay  motes  that  people  the  sun- 
beams— 
Or  likest  hovering  dreams. 

The  fickle  pensioners  of  Morpheus'  train. 
But  hail,  thou  goddess,  sage  and  holy ! 
Etai,  divinest  Melancholy ! 
Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bright 
To  hit  the  sense  of  human  sight, 
And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view 
O'erlai^with  black,  staid  wisdom's  hue- 
Black,  but  such  as  in  esteem 
Prince  Memnon^s  sister  might  beseem. 
Or  that  starred  Ethiop  queen  that  strove 
To  set  her  beauty's  praise  above 
The  sea-nymphs,  and  their  powers  ofifended. 
Yet  thou  art  higher  far  descended ; 
Thee  bright-haired  Vesta,  long  of  yore, 
To  solitary  Saturn  bore — 
His  daughter  she  (in  Saturn's  reign 
Such  mixture  was  not  hold  a  stain). 
Oft  in  glimmering  bowers  and  glades 
He  met  her,  and  in  secret  shades 
Of  woody  Ida's  inmost  grove, 
WhjQe  yet  there  was  no  fear  of  Jove, 


Come,  pensive  nun,  devout  and  pure, 
Sober,  steadfast,  and  demure, 
All  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain 
Flowing  with  majestic  train. 
And  sable  stole  of  cypress  lawn 
Over  thy  decent  shoulders  drawn  I 
Come !  but  keep  thy  wonted  state, 
With  even  step  and  musing  gait, 
And  looks  commercing  with  the  skies, 
Thy  rapt  soul  sitting  in  thine  eyes ; 
There,  held  in  holy  passion  still. 
Forget  thyself  to  marble,  till 
With  a  sad,  leaden,  downward  cast 
Thou  fix  them  on  the  earth  as  fast ; 
And  join  with  thee  calm  peace,  and  quiet- 
Spare  fast,  that  ofb  with  gods  doth  diet, 
And  hears  the  muses  in  a  ring 
Aye  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing ; 
And  add  to  these  retired  leisure, 
That  in  trim  gardens  takes  his  pleasure ; 
But  first,  and  chiefest,  with  thee  bring 
Ilim  that  yon  soars  on  golden  wing. 
Guiding  the  fiery- wheeled  tlimne — 
The  cherub  contemplation ; 
And  the  mute  silence  hist  along, 
'Less  Philomel  will  deign  a  song 
In  her  sweetest,  saddest  plight, 
Smoothing  the  rugged  brow  of  night, 
While  Cynthia  checks  her  dragon  yoke 
Gently  o'er  the  accustomed  oak. 
Sweet  bird,  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  ft  •!• 

Most  musical,  most  melancholy ! 
Thee,  chauntress,  oft  the  woods  among 
I  woo,  to  hear  thy  even-song ; 
And,  missing  thee,  I  walk  unseen 
On  the  dry,  smooth-shaven  green, 
To  behold  the  wandering  moon 
Riding  near  her  highest  noon, 
Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray 
Through  the  heaven's  wide  pathless  way; 
And  oft,  as  if  her  head  she  bowed. 
Stooping  through  a  fleecy  cloud. 
Oft,  on  a  plat  of  rising  ground, 
I  hear  the  far-off  curfew  sound 
Over  some  wide-watered  shore, 
Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar  , 
Or  if  the  air  will  not  permit, 
Some  still  removed  place  will  fit, 
Where  glowing  embers  through  tlie  rtKjwi 
Teach  Wght  lo  coxxwV^tI^W.  ^  ^wsvcw — 
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Far  from  all  resort  of  mirth, 
Save  the  cricket  on  the  hearth, 
Or  the  bellman's  drowsy  charm. 
To  bless  the  doors  from  nightly  harm ; 
Or  let  my  lamp  at  midnight  hour 
Be  seen  in  some  high  lonely  tower, 
Where  I  may  oft  out-watch  the  bear 
With  thrice-great  Hermes,  or  unsphere 
The  spirit  of  Plato,  to  unfold 
What  worlds  or  what  vast  regions  hold 
The  immortal  mind  that  hath  forsook 
Her  mansion  in  this  fleshly  nook ; 
And  of  those  demons  that  are  found 
In  fire,  air,  flood,  or  under  ground, 
Whose  power  hath  a  true  consent 
With  planet  or  with  element. 
Sometime  let  gorgeous  tragedy 
In  sceptred  pall  come  sweeping  by. 
Presenting  Thebes,  or  Pelops'  line, 
Or  the  tale  of  Trov  divine, 

w  7 

Or  what  (though  rare)  of  later  age 
Ennobled  hath  the  buskined  stage. 

But,  oh,  sad  virgin,  that  thy  power 
Might  raise  Musseus  frx>m  his  bower  t 
Or  bid  the  soul  of  Orpheus  sing 
Such  notes  as,  warbled  to  the  string, 
Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek. 
And  made  hell  grant  what  love  did  seek ! 
Or  call  up  him  that  left  half- told 
The  story  of  Cambuscan  bold — 
Of  Camball,  and  of  Algarsife — 
And  who  had  Can  ace  to  wife, 
That  owned  the  virtuous  ring  and  glass — 
And  of  the  wondrous  horse  of  brass. 
On  which  the  Tartar  king  did  ride ! 
And,  if  aught  else  great  bards  beside 
In  sage  and  solemn  tunes  have  sung — 
Of  tourneysand  of  trophies  hung. 
Of  forests,  and  enchantments  drear, 
Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear. 

Tims,    night,    oft  see  me  in  thy  pale 
career. 
Till  civil-suited  morn  appear — 
?sot  tricked  and  flounced,  as  she  was  wont 
With  the  Attic  boy  to  hunt, 
But  kerchiefed  in  a  comely  cloud 
While  rocking  winds  are  piping  loud. 
Or  ushered  with  a  shower  still 
When  the  gust  hath  blown  h\a  fiV\, 


Ending  on  the  mstling  leavee^ 
With  minute  drops  from  oflT  the  eave 
And  when  the  sun  begins  to  fling 
His  flaring  beams,  me,  goddess,  brin^ 
To  arched  walks  of  twilight  groves, 
And  shadows  brown,  that  Sylvan  lev 
Of  pine  or  monum^ital  oak, 
Where  the  rude  axe  with  heaved  stn 
Was  never  heard  the  nymphs  to  dam 
Or  fright  them  from  their  hallowed  1 
There  in  close  covert  by  some  brook. 
Where  no  profaner  eye  may  look. 
Hide  me  from  day's  garish  eye, 
While  the  bee  with  honied  thi^ 
That  at  her  flowery  work  doth  sing, 
And  the  waters  mmmnring 
With  such  consort  as  they  keep, 
Entice  the  dewy-feathered  sleep ; 
And  let  some  strange  mysterious  dre 
Wave  at  his  wings,  iniury  stream 
Of  lively  portraiture  displayed. 
Softly  on  my  eyelids  laid; 
And,  as  I  wake,  sweet  mosic  breathe 
Above,  about,  or  nndemeath. 
Sent  by  some  spirit  to  mortals  goo<l, 
Or  th*  unseen  genius  of  the  wood. 

But  let  my  due  feet  never  fail 
To  walk  the  studious  cloisters  pale. 
And  love  the  high  embowed  roof, 
With  antic  pillars  massy  proo^ 
And  storied  windows,  richly  dight, 
Casting  a  dun  religious  light. 
There  let  the  pealing  organ  blow 
To  the  full-voiced  quire  below. 
In  service  high,  and  anthems  clear. 
As  may  with  sweetness,  through  min 
Dissolve  me  into  ecstasies. 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  mine  eye 

And  may  at  last  my  weary  age 
Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage. 
The  hairy  gown  and  mossy  cell. 
Where  I  may  sit  and  rightly  spell 
Of  every  star  that  heaven  doth  show. 
And  every  herb  that  sips  the  dew, 
Till  old  experience  do  attain 
To  something  like  prophetic  strain. 

These  pleasures,  Melancholy,  give^ 

And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  live. 

Jonrlbs 
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A    CONTENTED    HIND. 


SONG. 

an  the  thoDghts  that  ativor  of  con- 
tent— 
[Diet  miod  U  ricber  than  a  erown ; 
v«  the  nights  in  carelew    slumber 

poor  estate  scorns    fortane's  angry 

frown: 
reet  content,  snch  minda,  such  sleep, 

anch  bliss, 
i  eqjojr,  when  princes  oft  do  miss. 

nely  house  that  harl>nrs  quiet  rest, 
wttage  that  affords  do  pride  or  care, 
an  that  'grees  with  conntry  miiMO  best, 
we«t  consort  uf  mirth  and  music's  fure, 
id  life  sets  down  a  type  of  bliss : 
content  both  crown  and  kingdom  U. 


ou  desire  of  me  to  know 

Jia  wise  man,  1'  11  tell  yon  who : 

whose  rich  and  fertile  mind 

16  cnltore  of  the  arts  refined ; 

u  the  cliaoB  of  disordered  thought 

ison'n    light    to    forni    and    method 

brought ; 

ith  a  clear  and  piercing  sight 

I  through  niceties  as  dark  as  nigh^^ 

r  if  yon  thinb  this  is  he, 

I  seated  on  the  top  of  the  Porphyrian 


it  he  to  whom  kind  heaven 

it  cabala  has  given 

ddle  the  myetcrions  text 

ore,  with  dark  ci)mments  more  pcr- 

pleit — 

leclphcr  her  clean- writ  and  fair, 

wt  coofonnding,  pnuling  character— 

ID  tbrongh  all  her  windings  trace 

ippery  wanderer,  and  unveil  lier  (kce. 


Her  inmost  ueoliauism  view. 
Anatomize  each  part,  and  see  her  throii{^ 
and  through. 


Nor  he  that  does  the  science  know 
Our  only  certainty  below — 
That  can  from  problems  dark  and  nioo 
Dednoe  traths  worthy  of  a  sacrifice. 
Nor  he  that  can  confess  the  stars,  and  sec 
What  'b  writ  in  the  black  leaves  of  destiny — 
That  knows  their  laws,  and  how  the  enn 
His  d^y  and  hia  annual  stage  does  run. 
As  if  he  did  to  them  dispense 
Their  motions  and  their  fete — supreme  intel- 
ligence 1 


Nor  is  it  he  (althuagh  he  boast 

Of  wisdom,  and  seem  wise  to  most,) 

Yet  'tis  not  he  whose  bniiy  pate 

Can  dive  into  the  deep  intrigues  ot  stato— 

That  can  the  great  leviathan  control, 

Manage  and  role  it,  as  if  tie  were  its  mhI; 

The  wisest  king  thus  gifted  was. 

And  yet  did  not  in  these  true  wiHiom  place. 

Who  then  h  by  the  wise  man  meant! 

lie  that  con  wont  all  this,  and  yet  can  he 

JonNoUM. 


A  COSTENTED  MIND. 

I  WEion  not  fortune's  frown  or  smik; 

I  joy  not  much  in  enrtlily  joys ; 
I  seek  nut  state,  I  reck  not  style ; 

I  am  not  fond  of  fancy's  toys : 
I  rest  so  pleased  with  wliat  1  have 
I  wish  no  more,  no  more  I  crave. 

I  qnake  not  at  ihc  thunder's  crack; 

I  tremble  not  at  noise  of  war ; 
I  awound  not  at  tlie  news  of  wrack ; 

I  slirink  not  at  a  bliuin);  star ; 
T  fear  not  loss,  I  hope  not  gain  , 
I  envy  nunc,  I  none  disdain. 

I  see  ambition  never  pleased  ; 

I  see  some  Tantals  starved  in  store 
I  see  gold's  dro^wj  «:\iwtt  ««9«&''^ 

1  MB  even'^iiBa  %'b\i«  V.«  toss**'-. 
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I  neither  waut,  nor  jet  aboand — 
EnoQgh^s  a  feast,  content  is  crowned. 

I  feign  not  friendship  where  I  hate ; 

I  fawn  not  on  the  great  (in  show) ; 
I  prize,  I  prfuse  a  mean  estate — 

Neither  too  lofty  nor  too  low : 
This,  this  is  all  my  choice,  my  oheer — 
A  mind  content,  a  conscience  dear. 

JotmrA  Stltwtbb. 


SONG. 

What  pleasure  have  great  princes, 
More  dainty  to  their  choice 

Than  herdsmen  wild,  who,  careless. 
In  quiet  life  rejoice, 

And  fortune's  fate  not  fearing. 

Sing  sweet  in  summer  morning. 

Their  dealings,  plain  and  rightful, 

Are  void  of  all  deceit ; 
They  never  know  how  spiteful 

It  is  to  feel  and  wait 
On  favorite  presumptuous. 
Whose  pride  is  vain  and  sumptuous. 

All  day  their  flocks  each  tendeth ; 

All  night  they  take  their  rest — 
More  quiet  than  who  sendeth 

His  ship  into  the  east, 
Where  gold  and  pearls  are  plenty. 
But  getting  very  dainty. 

For  lawyers  and  their  pleading. 
They  esteem  it  not  a  straw ; 

They  think  that  honest  meaning 
Is  of  itself  a  law ; 

Where  conscience  judgeth  plainly, 

They  spend  no  money  vainly. 

Oh  happy  who  thus  liveth. 
Not  caring  much  for  gold, 

With  clothing  which  suflSceth 
To  keep  him  from  the  cold ; 

Though  poor  and  plain  his  diet, 

Yet  merry  it  is  and  quiet. 


THE  LYE. 

Grox,  sonle,  the  bodie's  gaest, 
Upon  a  thanklesse  ftrraoi ; 
Feare  not  to  tonohe  the  best — 
The  truth  shall  be  thy  warrant 
Gt)e,  since  I  needs  mnst  dye, 
And  gire  the  world  the  lye. 

Goe  tell  the  court  it  glowes 

And  shines  like  rotten  wood ; 
Goe  tell  the  ohnrch  it  showes 
What 's  good,  and  doth  no  good 
If  church  and  court  reply. 
Then  give  them  both  the  lye. 

Tell  potentates  they  live 

Acting  by  others  actions — 
Not  loved  nnlesse  they  give, 
Not  strong  but  by  their  factions 
If  potentates  reply. 
Give  potentates  the  lye. 

Tell  men  of  high  condition, 
That  rule  affairs  of  state. 
Their  purpose  is  ambition. 
Their  practice  only  hate ; 
And  if  they  once  reply. 
Then  give  them  all  the  lye. 

Tell  them  that  brave  it  most 

They  beg  for  more  by  spendLof^ 
Who  in  their  greatest  cost 
Seek  nothing  but  commending; 
And  if  they  make  reply. 
Spare  not  to  give  the  lye. 

Tell  zeale  it  lacks  devotion ; 

Tell  love  it  is  but  lust; 
Tell  time  it  is  but  motion ; 
Tell  flesh  it  is  but  dust; 
Ajid  wish  them  not  reply. 
For  thou  must  give  the  lye. 

Tell  age  it  daily  wasteth ; 

Tell  honour  how  it  alters ; 
Tell  beauty  how  she  blasteth ; 

T<^\1  ^aiYour  how  she  fiilters: 


TO    THE    LADT    MARGARET. 


And  as  thej  then  reply, 
Give  each  of  them  the  lye. 

Tell  wit  how  moch  it  wrangles 

In  tickle  points  of  niceneaEe ; 

Toll  wiaedome  ehe  entangles 

Herselfe  in  over  wisenesse ; 

And  if  tbej  do  reply, 

Strwgbt  giTe  them  both  the  lye. 

Tell  pbydcke  of  bor  boldnMse; 

Tell  skill  it  is  pret«udon ; 
Tell  charity  of  coldnease; 
Tell  law  it  is  contention ; 
And  as  they  yield  reply, 
So  give  them  still  the  lye. 

Tell  fortnne  of  her  blindnease ; 

Toll  nature  of  decay ; 
Tell  frieodsbip  of  anUndDesae ; 
Tell  jnstioe  of  delay; 
And  if  they  dare  reply. 
Then  give  them  all  the  lye. 

Tell  arta  they  have  no  sonndDosse, 

Bnt  Tary  by  esteeming ; 
Tell  schoolea  they  want  profound n esse, 
And  stand  too  macb  on  seeming ; 
If  arts  and  schoolw  reply. 
Give  arts  and  schoolea  the  lye. 

Tell  bith  it's  fled  the  oitte; 

Tell  how  the  country  erreth ; 

Tell,  manhood  shakes  off  pitic ; 

Tell,  vertae  least  preferreth  ; 

And  If  they  doe  reply, 

Spare  not  to  give  the  tye. 

So,  when  thoa  hast,  as  I 

Commanded  thee,  done  blabbing — 
Although  to  give  the  lye 

DeserreB  no  less  than  stubbing — 
Tet  stab  at  thee  who  will, 
No  stab  the  sonle  can  kill. 


TO  THE  LADY  MABGAKET.  COUNTESS 
OF  CUMBERLAND. 

He  that  of  snob  a  h^ght  batb  built  tus  mind, 
And  reared  the  dwelling  of  bis  thoughts  so 

strong, 
As  neither  fear  nor   hope  can  shake  the 

frame 
Of  his  resolved  powers;  nor  all  the  wind 
Of  vanity  or  malice  pierce  to  wrong 
Eis  settled  peace,  or  to  disturb  the  same ; 
What  a  &ir  seat  hath  he,  &om  whence  he 

may 
The  bonndless  wastes  and  weilds  of  man 

survey t 

And  with  how  free  an  eye  doth  he  look  down 
Upon  these  lower  regions  of  tunnoUt 
Where  all  the  storms  of  passions  munly  beat 
On  flesh  and  blood,  where  honor,  power, 

renown. 
Are  only  gay  afflictions,  golden  toil ; 
Where  greatness  stands  npon  as  feeble  fc«t 
As  frailty  doth ;  and  only  great  doth  seem 
To  little  minds,  who  do  it  so  esteem. 

He  looks  upon  the  mightiest  monarch's  war^ 
But  only  as  on  stately  robberies; 
Wliero  evermore  the  fortune  that  prevails 
Must  be  the  right ;  the  ill-succeeding  Kara 
The  furest  and  the  beet  faced  enterprise. 
Great  pirate  Pompey  lesser  pirates  qoaUs; 
Justice,  he  sees  (as  if  seduced),  still 
Conspires  with  power,  whose  caose  most  not 
beiU. 

He  sees  the  fiice  of  right  to  appear  as  man] 

fold 
As  are  the  passions  of  uncertain  man ; 
Who  puts  it  in  att  colors,  all  attires, 
To  serve  his  ends,  and  make  his  courses  bold. 
He  sees,  that  let  deceit  work  what  it  can. 
Plot  and  contrive  base  wajs  to  high  de^rei ; 
That  the  aU-guidiog  providence  doth  yet 
All  disappoint,  and  mocks  the  smoke  of  wiL 

Nor  is  he  moved  with  all  the  thuoder-oraok; 
Of  tyranti'  threats,  or  with  the  surly  brow 
Of  power,  that  proodly  nts  on  others'  crimes ; 
Charged  with  mot«  cnV&%  Aim  >^wx  'Ocitw&X*. 
checka. 
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The  storn.s  of  sad  confusion,  that  rr»«v  grow 
Up  in  the  present  for  the  coming  titnefii, 
Appall  not  him,  tliat  hat>4  no  side  at  all, 
But  of  himself,  and  knows  the  worst  con  falL 

Although  his  heart  (so  near  allied  to  earth) 
Cannot  hut  pitj  the  perplexed  state 
Of  troublous  and  distressed  mortality, 
That  thus  make  way  unto  the  ugly  birth 
()f  their  own  sorrows,  and  do  still  beget 
Affliction  upon  imbecility ; 
Yet  seeing  thus  the  course  of  things  must  run, 
lie  looks  thereon  not  strange,  but  as  fore- 
done. 

And  whilst  distraught  ambition  compasses 
And  is  encompassed ;  whilst  as  craft  deceives. 
And  is  deceived;  whilst  man  doth  ransack 

man. 
And  builds  on  blood,  and  rises  by  distress, 
And  the  inheritance  of  desolation  leaves 
To  great-expecting  hopes ;  he  looks  thereon, 
As  from  the  shore  of  peace,  with  unwet  eye. 
And  bears  no  venture  in  impiety. 

Thus,  madam,  fores  tliat  man,  that  hath  pre- 
pared 
A  rest  for  his  desires,  and  sees  all  things 
Beneath  him ;  and  hath  learned  this  book  of 

man, 
Full  of  the  notes  of  frailty ;  and  comi)ared 
The  best  of  glory  with  her  sufferings ; 
By  whom,  I  see,  you  labor  all  you  can 
To  plant  your  heart ;  and  set  your  thoughts  as 

near 
His  glorious  mansion  as  your  powers  can 
bear. 

Which,  madam,  are  so  soundly  fashioned 

By  that  clear  judgment  that  hath  carried  you 

Beyond  the  feebler  limits  of  your  kind, 

As  they  can  stand  against  the  strongest  head 

Passion  can  make;  inured  to  any  hue 

The  world  can  cast;   that  cannot  cast  that 

mind 
Out  of  her  form  of  goodness,  that  doth  see 
Both  what  the  best  and  worst  of  earth  can  be. 

Which  m.'ikes  that  whatsoever  here  befalls. 
You  in  the  region  of  yourself  remain. 
Where  no  vain  breath  of  th'  impudent  molests, 
That  hath  secured  within  the  brazen  ^'oiWa 


Cf  a  dear  coDsdenoe,  that  (withont  all  rtain] 

Rises  in  peace,  in  innocency  restci; 

Whilst  all  what  malice  from  without  pr» 

cores, 
Shows  her  own  ugly  heart,  hat  borta  nH 

yours. 

And  whereas  none  r^oioe  more  in  revenge, 
Than  women  used  to  do ;  yet  yon  well  know. 
That  wrong  is  better  checked  by  being  eofr 

temned, 
Than  bemg  pnrsned ;  leaving  to  him  to  avesge 
To  whom  it  appertains.    Wherein  yon  show 
How  worthily  yoor  deamess  hath  oondemoed 
Base  malediction,  living  in  the  dark. 
That  at  the  rays  of  goodness  still  doth  bark. 

Knowing  the  heart  of  man  is  set  to  be 
The  centre  of  this  world,  abont  the  which 
These  revolutions  of  disturbances 
Still  roll ;  where  all  the  aspects  of  nuscry 
Predominate ;  whose  strong  effects  are  such 
As  he  must  bear,  bdng  powerless  to  redren; 
And  that  unless  above  himself  he  can 
Erect  himself  how  poor  a  thing  is  man  I 

And  how  tnrmoiled  they  are  that  levd  lie 
With  earth,  and  cannot  lift  themselves  froio 

thence ; 
lliat  never  are  at  peace  with  their  desires, 
But  work  beyond  their  years ;  and  even  dent 
Dotage  her  rest,  and  hardly  will  dispense 
With  death  :  that  when  ability  expires, 
Desire  lives  still — so  much  delight  they  h^rt 
To  carry  toil  and  travel  to  the  grave. 

Whose  ends  you  see;  and  what  can  be  the 

best 
They  reach  unto,  when  they  have  cast  thf 

siun 
And  reckonings  of  their  glory  ?  A  nd  you  kDOW. 
This  floating  life  hath  but  this  port  of  rest 
A  heart  prepared,  that  fears  no  ill  to  conir; 
And  that  man's  greatness  rests  but  in  H 

show. 
The  best  of  all  whose  days  consumed  are, 
Either  in  war,  or  peace  concd\ing  war. 

This  concord,  madam,  of  a  wdl-tnned  miiM], 
\  "K^lYi  \v««iv  %o  «et  by  that  all-working  hand 
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Of  Leaven,  that  though  the  world  hath  done 

his  worst 
To  pat  it  ont  by  discords  most  unkind. 
Yet  doth  it  still  in  perfect  union  stand 
With  God  and  man ;  nor  ever  will  be  forced 
From  that  most  sweet  accord,  bat  still  agree, 
Equal  in  fortunes  in  equality. 

And  this  note,  madam,  of  your  worthiness 
Remans  recorded  in  so  many  hearts, 
As  time  nor  malice  cannot  wrong  your  right, 
Iq  th'  inheritance  of  fame  you  must  possess : 
Yoa  that  have  built  you  by  your  great  deserts 
(Out  of  small  means)  a  &r  more  exquisite 
And    glorious   dwelling  for  your  honored 

name 
Than  all  the  gold  that  leaden  miuds  can 

firame. 

BAMim.  Danixi.. 


MY  MINDE  TO  ME  A  KINGDOM  IS. 

Ht  minde  to  me  a  kingdom  is ; 

Such  perfect  joy  therein  I  finde 
As  farre  exceeds  all  earthly  blisse 

That  God  or  nature  hath  assignde ; 
Though  much  I  want,  that  most  would  have, 
Yet  still  my  minde  forbids  to  crave. 

Content  I  live ;  this  is  my  stay — 
I  seek  no  more  than  may  suffice. 

I  prease  to  beare  no  haughtie  sway ; 
Look,  what  I  lack  my  mind  supplies. 

Loe,  thus  I  triumph  like  a  king, 

Content  with  that  my  mind  doth  bring. 

I  see  how  plentie  surfets  oft. 
And  hastie  clymbers  soonest  fall ; 

[  see  that  such  as  sit  aloft 
Midiap  doth  threaten  most  of  all. 

These  get  with  toile,  and  keepe  with  feare ; 

8oeh  cares  my  mind  could  never  beare. 

Ko  princely  pompe  nor  welthie  store, 

No  force  to  win  the  victorie, 
N'o  wylie  wit  to  salve  a  sore. 

No  shape  to  winne  a  lover*s  eye — 
Tf)  none  <^  these  I  yedd  as  thrall ; 
For  why,  mj  mind  desphetb  all 


Some  have  too  much,  yet  still  they  crave; 

I  little  have,  yet  seek  no  more. 
They  are  but  poore,  though  much  they  Imv 

And  I  am  rich  with  little  store. 
They  poor,  I  rich ;  they  beg,  I  give ; 
They  lacke,  I  lend ;  they  pine,  I  live. 

I  laugh  not  at  another^s  losse, 
I  grudge  not  at  anothcr^s  gaine ; 

No  worldly  wave  my  mind  can  tosse; 
I  brooke  that  is  another's  bane. 

I  feare  no  foe,  nor  fawne  on  friend ; 

I  lothe  not  life,  nor  dread  mine  end. 

I  joy  not  in  no  earthly  blisse ; 

I  weigh  not  Cresus*  wealth  a  straw ; 
For  care,  I  care  not  what  it  is ; 

I  feare  not  fortune's  fatal  law ; 
My  mind  is  such  as  may  not  move 
For  beautie  bright,  or  force  of  lovew 

I  wish  but  what  I  have  at  will ; 

I  wander  not  to  seeke  for  more ; 
I  like  the  plaine,  I  clime  no  hill ; 

In  greatest  stormcs  I  sitte  on  shore. 
And  laugh  at  them  that  toile  in  vaine 
To  get  what  must  be  lost  againe. 

I  kisse  not  where  I  wish  to  kill ; 

I  feigne  not  love  where  most  I  hate ; 
I  brcake  no  sleepe  to  winne  my  will ; 

I  wayte  not  at  the  mightie's  gate. 
I  scorne  no  poore,  I  feare  no  rich ; 
I  feele  no  want,  nor  have  too  much. 

The  court  ne  cart  I  like  ne  loath — 
Extreames  are  counted  worst  of  all , 

The  golden  meane  betwixt  them  both 
Doth  surest  sit,  and  feares  no  fall ; 

This  is  my  choyco ;  for  why,  I  finde 

No  wealth  is  like  a  quiet  minde. 

My  wealth  is  health  and  perfect  ease ; 

My  conscience  clere  my  chiefe  defence ; 
I  never  seeke  by  bribes  to  please. 

Nor  by  desert  to  give  offence. 
Thus  do  I  live,  thus  will  I  die; 
Would  all  did  so  as  well  «&  1\ 
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THE  WINTER  BEING  OVER. 

The  winter  being  over, 
In  order  comes  the  spring, 
Which  doth  green  herbs  discover, 
And  cause  the  birds  to  sing. 
The  night  also  expired, 
Then  comes  the  morning  bright^ 
Which  is  so  much  desired 
By  all  that  love  the  light. 

This  may  learn 

Them  that  mourn, 
To  put  their  grief  to  flight : 
The  spring  succeedeth  winter, 
And  day  must  follow  night. 

He  therefore  that  sustaineth 
Aflaiction  or  distress 
Which  every  member  paineth, 
And  findeth  no  release — 
Let  such  therefore  despair  not, 
But  on  firm  hope  depend, 
Whose  griefs  immortal  are  not, 
And  therefore  mnst  have  end. 

They  that  feint 

With  complaint 
Therefore  are  to  blame ; 
They  add  to  their  afflictions, 
And  amplify  tlie  same. 

For  if  they  could  with  patience 
AwliUe  possess  the  mind, 
By  inward  consolations 
They  might  refreshing  find, 
To  sweeten  all  their  crosses 
That  little  time  they  'dure; 
So  might  they  gain  by  losses, 
And  sharp  would  sweet  procure. 

But  if  the  mind 

Be  inclined 
To  unquietness, 
That  only  may  bo  called 
The  worst  of  all  distress. 

He  that  is  melancholy, 
Detesting  all  delight. 
His  wits  by  sottish  folly 
Are  rainated  quite. 


Sad  discontent  and  mormim 
To  him  are  incident; 
Were  he  possessed  of  honorBi 
He  could  not  be  content. 

Sparks  of  joy 

Fly  away ; 
Floods  of  care  arise; 
And  all  deHghtfbl  motion 
In  the  conception  dies. 

But  those  that  are  contented 
However  things  do  fall, 
Mnch  angoish  is  prevented, 
And  they  soon  freed  from  alL 
They  finish  all  their  labors 
With  much  felicity; 
Their  joy  in  tronble  savors 
Of  perfect  piety. 

OheerMness 

Doth  express 
A  settled  pious  mind, 
Which  is  not  prone  to  gmdging, 
From  mnrmuring  refined. 

An  Ooi 


SONNETS. 

TRruMPHixo  chariots,  statues,  crowns  o 
Sky-threatening  arches,  the  rewards  of ' 
Books  heavenly-wise  in  sweet    narm 

lays, 
Which  men  divine  unto  the  world  set 
States  which  ambitious  minds,  in  blc 

raise 
From  frozen  Tanais  nnto  sun-bnmt  G« 
Gigantic  frames  held  wonders  rarely  s 
Like  spiders*  webs,  are  made  the  sport  t 
Nothing  is  constant  but  in  constant  ch 
What  *s  done  still  is  undone,  and  when 
Into  some  other  fashion  doth  it  range; 
Thus  goes  the  floating  world   benea 

moon; 
Wherefore,  my  mind,  above  lime,  i 

place. 
Rise  up,  and  steps  unknown  to  nature 


ODE    TO    BEAUTY. 


A  MOD  that  never  BatisSes  the  mincl, 
Abeantj  fading  like  the  April  showers, 
Afweetwitb  flocxlaof  gall  that  rnnB  com- 

ApleasQre  pauing  ere  in  thought  made  onn, 
ilioDor  that  more  fickle  ia  than  wind, 
i.  ^arj  at  opinion's  frown  that  lowers, 
ktKBKiij  which  bankrupt  time  devonrs, 
i.  knowledge  than    grave  ignorance  more 

blind, 
&Tun  delight  our  equola  to  oommand, 
Aitfle  of  greatness  in  effect  a  dream, 
A  iwelling  tboogbt  of  holding  sea  and  land, 
i  Krrile  lot,  decked  with  a  pompons  name : 
Art  the  strtuige  ends  we  toil  for  here  below 
HD  wisest  death  makes  oa  oar  errors  know. 
Wiujui  Dimoioiiii. 


A  BWEET  PASTORAL. 

Goon  mnse,  rock  me  asleep 
With  some  sweet  harmonj  1 
The  wearj  eje  is  not  to  keep 
Thj  waj7  company. 

Sweet  lore,  begone  awhile ! 
Tbon  know'it  mj  heaviness ; 
Beantf  is  bom  but  to  begaile 
llj  heart  of  happiness. 

See  how  mj  little  flock, 

That  loved  to  feed  on  high, 

Do  headlong  tumble  down  the  rock, 

And  in  the  valley  die. 

The  bashes  and  the  trees, 
That  were  so  fresh  and  green, 
Do  all  their  d^tj  color  lease, 
And  not  a  leaf  is  seen. 

Sweet  Philomel,  the  bird 
That  hath  the  heavenly  throat, 
Doth  DOW,  alas  I  not  once  afford 
Beowding  of  a  note. 

The  flowers  have  had  a  froat ; 
Each  herb  hath  lost  her  savor ; 
And  PhilUda,  the  &ir,  bath  ket 
The  oomfort  of  her  favor. 


Now  all  these  carefiil  sights 
So  Idll  me  in  oonoeit, 
That  how  to  hope  npon  delights 
la  but  a  mere  deceit. 

And,  therefore,  my  sweet  mose^ 
Thou  Icnow'st  what  help  is  best; 
Do  now  thy  heavenly  cunning  nse 
'   To  set  my  heart  at  resL 

And  in  a  dream  bewray 
What  fate  shall  be  mj  friend — 
Whether  my  life  shall  still  deoay, 
Or  when  ray  sorrow  end. 


ODE  TO  BEADTY. 

Wno  gave  thee,  O  beanty, 
The  keys  of  thi9  breast, 
Too  credulous  lover 
Of  blest  and  anblest) 
■Say,  when  in  lapsed  ages 
Thee  knew  I  of  old  i 
Or  what  was  the  service 
For  which  I  was  soldt 
When  first  my  eyes  saw  thee 
I  found  me  thy  thrall. 
By  magical  drawings. 
Sweet  tyrant  of  nil ! 
I  drank  at  thy  fountaiii 
False  waters  of  thirst; 
Thou  intimate  stranger, 
Tlion  latest  and  firstl 
Thy  dangerous  glances 
Make  women  of  men; 
KeW'bom,  we  are  melting 
Into  natnre  again. 

Lavish,  laiish  promiser. 
Nigh  persuading  gods  to  err ! 
Guest  of  million  painted  forms, 
Which  in  turn  thy  glory  warms  I 
The  frailest  leaf^  the  mossy  bark, 
The  acorn's  cup,  the  run  drop's  ttrA 
The  swinging  spider's  silver  line, 
The  rttby  of  the  drop  of  wine, 
The  shining  pebble  of  tb«  ^tmi 
Thoa  inaoWKA  w'Ah  t.  \miA. 
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In  thy  momentary  play, 

Would  bankrupt  nature  to  repay. 

Ah,  what  avails  it 

To  hide  or  to  shun 

Wliom  the  Infinite  One 

Hath  granted  His  throne ! 

The  heaven  high  over 

Is  the  deep's  lover ; 

The  sun  and  sea, 

Informed  by  thee, 

Before  me  run, 

And  draw  mo  on, 

Yet  fly  me  still, 

As  fate  refuses 

To  me  the  heart  fate  for  me  chooses. 

Is  it  that  my  opulent  soul 

Was  mingled  from  the  generous  whole ; 

Sea-valleys  and  the  deep  of  skies 

Furnished  several  supplies ; 

And  the  sands  whereof  I  'm  made 

Draw  me  to  them,  self-betrayed  ? 

I  turn  the  proud  portfolios 

Which  hold  the  grand  designs 

Of  Salvator,  of  Guercino, 

And  Piranesi's  lines. 

I  hear  the  lofty  pcBans 

Of  the  masters  of  the  shell. 

Who  heard  the  starry  music 

And  recount  the  numbers  well ; 

Olympian  bards  who  sung 

Divine  ideas  below. 

Which  always  find  ns  young, 

And  always  keep  us  so. 

Oft,  in  streets  or  humblest  places, 

I  detect  fiir- wandered  graces, 

Which,  from  Eden  wide  astray. 

In  lowly  homes  have  lost  their  way. 

Tliee  gliding  tliroiigh  the  sea  of  form, 
Like  the  lightning  through  the  storm, 
Sonaewhat  not  to  be  possessed, 
Somewhat  not  to  bo  caressed. 
No  feet  so  fleet  could  ever  find, 
No  perfect  fonn  could  ever  bind. 
Thou  eternal  fugitive. 
Hovering  over  all  that  live. 
Quick  and  skilful  to  inspire 
Sweet,  extravagant  desire, 
Starry  space  and  lily-bell 
FdliDg  with  thy  roseate  sraeU, 


Wilt  not  give  the  lips  to  taste 
Of  the  nectar  which  thoa  hast 

All  that  *s  good  and  great  with  ti 
Works  in  close  conspiracy ; 
Thou  hast  bribed  the  dark  and  lo 
To  report  thy  features  only. 
And  the  cold  and  purple  morniui 
Itself  with  thoughts  of  thee  adon 
The  leafy  dell,  the  city  mart, 
Equal  trophies  of  thine  art; 
E'en  the  flowing  azure  air 
Thou  hast  touched  for  my  despai] 
And,  if  I  languish  into  dreams, 
Again  I  meet  the  ardent  beams. 
Queen  of  things!  I  dare  not  die 
In  being^s  deeps  past  ear  and  eye 
Lest  there  I  find  the  same  deceivt 
And  be  the  sport  of  fate  forever. 
Dread  power,  but  dear!  if  God  th 
Unmake  me  quite,  or  give  thyself 

Kalph  Waldo  Ek 


SONG. 


Rarely,  rarely  comest  thou, 

Spirit  of  delight  I 
Wherefore  hast  thou  left  me  now 

Many  a  day  and  night  ? 
Many  a  weary  night  and  day 
T  is  since  thou  art  fled  awav. 

How  shall  ever  one  like  me 

Win  thee  back  again  ? 
With  the  joyous  and  the  free 

Thou  wilt  scoff  at  pain. 
Spirit  false !  thou  hast  forgot 
All  but  those  who  heed  thee  not. 

As  a  lizard  with  the  shade 

Of  a  trembling  leaf, 
Thou  with  sorrow  art  dismayed ; 

Even  the  signs  of  grief 
Reproach  thee,  that  thou  art  near, 
And  reproach  thou  wilt  not  hear. 

Let  me  set  my  mournful  ditty 

To  a  merry  measure : 
Thou  wilt  never  come  for  pity 

Thou  wilt  come  for  pleasorsu 


BTH^'    TO    INTELLBOTDAL    BEAUTT. 


II  cut  away 

:l  wings,  and  thon  wilt  staj. 

it  thou  loTSBt, 

Iclight  I 

rth  in  Dew  leaves  drest, 

turry  nigiit ; 

niog,  and  the  morn 

ildcQ  mists  are  bom. 

ant]  all  the  foi-ma 
iiant  frost ; 

I  and  wiods  aad  Btreanis, 
g  almost 

tiire's,  and  may  be 
y  mail's  mbery. 

□il  aolitnde, 

wise,  and  good ; 

Lhce  and  ma 

ince?  bnt  thou  dost  poascss 

[  seek,  not  love  them  less. 

tliongh  lie  has  wingB, 
lit'Iit  can  flee, 
lU  other  thingii, 


a  and  11 


!  ohci 


0  my  heart  tby  home  I 

fmmot  BtMBi  Beilut. 


ISTELLEOTUAL  BEAUTT. 

dow  of  aome  unseen  power 
gfa  unseen,  among  ns — visiting 
world  with  as  inconstant  wing 
inds  that  creep  from  flower  to 


Spirit  of  beauty,  that  doet  conseorate 
Willi  thine  own  baca  all  thou  dost  shine 

Of  human  thougbt  or  form,  where  ait  Uiod 

Why  dost  thoQ  pan  away  and  leave  onr  state. 
His  dim,  vast  vale  of  tears,  vacant  and  deso- 
late! 
Ask  why  tlie  sunlight  not  for  ever 
Weaves  rainbows  o'er   yon   mountain 
river; 
Why  anght  should  fail  and  fade  that  once  is 

Why  fear,  and  dream,  and  death,  and 

birth 
Oast  on  the  dayUght  of  this  earth 
Such  gloom ;  why  man  has  such  a  fcope 
For  love  and  bate,  despondency  and  hope. 

!4o  voice  from  some  sublimer  world  bath  ever 
To  sage  or  poet  these  responses  given; 
Therefore  the  names  of  demon,  gbost,  and 
heaven, 
Rcmiun  the  records  of  their  vain  endeavor — 
Frail  spella,  whose  uttered  charm  might  not 
avail  to  sever 
From  all  wo  liear  and  all  we  see 
Donbt,  chance,  and  mutability. 
Thy  light  alone,  like  mist  o'er  inonntunt 
driven. 
Or  music  by  the  night  wind  sent 
Through  strings  of  some  still  instrument 
Or  moonlight  on  a  midnight  stream. 
Gives  grace  and  truth  to  life's  nnqnict  dream. 

I,  like  clouds  de- 


pmy 


uns,  that   behind 
■tain  shower, 
ith  inconstant  glance 
lan  heart  and  countenance, 
harmonics  of  evening, 
ds  in  starlight  widely  spread, 
lory  of  mnsio  fled, 
it  that  for  its  grace  may  be 
daaror  for  its  tnjeterj. 


Love,  hope,  and  self-ci 
part 
And  come,  for  some  nnccrtain  moinente 

lent 
Man  were  immortal  and  omnipotent 
Didst  thou,  unknown  and  awful  as  thon  art. 
Keep  with  thy  glorious  train  firm  state  with- 
in his  heart 
Thou  messenger  of  sympalbies 
Thot  wax  and  wane  in  lover's  eyes  1 
Thou  that  to  hnman  thoaght  art  nourishmenlv 
IJko  darkness  to  a  dying  flame ! 
Depart  not  as  thy  shadow  camel 
Depart  not,  \eA  tib«  ^;tB,N«  Awrfi^*, 
like  life  and  fur,  &  ^i^  tb^VX.^  . 
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While  yet  a  boy  I  sought  for  ^hosta,  and  sped 
Through  many  a  listening  chamber,  cave 

and  ruin, 
And  starlight  wood,  with  fearfid  steps  par- 
suing 
Elopes  of  high  talk  with  the  departed  dead. 
I  called  on  poisonous  names  with  which  our 
youth  is  fed ; 
I  was  not  heard ;  I  saw  them  not. 
When  musing  deeply  on  the  lot 
Of  life,  at  that  sweet  time  when  winds  are 
wooing 
All  vital  things  that  wake  to  bring 
News  of  birds  and  blossoming, 
Sudden  thy  shadow  fell  on  me — 
1  shrieked,  and  clasped  my  hands  in  ecstasy  I 

[  vowed  that  I  would  dedicate  my  powers 
To  thee  and  thine;  have  I  not  kept  the 

vow  ? 
With  beating  heart  and  streaming  eyes, 
even  now 
[  call  the  phantoms  of  a  thou.sand  hours 
Each  from  his  voiceless  grave.    They  have  in 
visioned  bowers 
Of  studious  zeal  or  love's  delight 
Outwatched  with  me  the  envious  night; 
They  know  that  never  joy  illumed  my  brow 
Unlinked  wtth  hope  that  thou  wouldst 

free 
This  world  from  its  dark  slavery — 
That  thou,  O  awful  loveliness, 
Wouldst  give  whatever  these  words  cannot 
express. 

The  day  becomes  more  solemn  and  serene 
When  noon  is  past ;  there  is  a  harmony 
In  autumn,  and  a  lustre  in  its  sky. 
Which  through  the  summer  is  not  heard  nor 

seen, 
As  if  it  could  not  be,  as  if  it  had  not  been  I 
Thus  let  thy  power,  which  like  the  truth 
Of  nature  on  my  passive  yonth 
Descended,  to  my  onward  life  supply 
Its  calm — to  one  who  worships  thee. 
And  every  form  containmg  thee — 
Whom,  spirit  fair,  thy  spells  did  bind 
To  fear  himself,  and  love  all  human  kind. 


SWEET  IS  THE  PLEASURE 

SwxET  is  the  pleasure 
Itself  cannot  i^il  I 

Is  not  tme  leisore 
One  with  true  toil  f 

Thou  that  wouldst  taste  it 
Still  do  thy  best ; 

Use  it,  not  waste  it — 
Else  *tis  no  rest 

Wouldst  behold  beanty 
Near  thee?  all  round! 

Only  hath  duty 
Such  a  sight  found. 

Rest  is  not  quitting 
The  busy  career ; 

Rest  is  the  fitting 
Of  self  to  its  sphere. 

Tis  the  brook^s  motioa, 
Clear  without  strife, 

Fleeing  to  ocean 
After  its  life. 

Deeper  devotion 
Nowhere  hath  knelt ; 

Fuller  emotion 
Heart  never  felt 

'Tis  loving  and  serving 
The  highest  and  best; 

T  is  onwards  I  unswerving 
And  that  is  true  rest 

Jonx  ScxuTAjr  I) 
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STANZAS. 

Thought  is  deeper  than  all  speec 
Feeling  deeper  than  all  thought ; 
Souls  to  souls  can  never  teach 
What  unto  themselves  was  taugh; 

We  are  spirits  dad  in  veils ; 
Man  by  man  was  never  seen; 
All  our  deep  communing  fidls 
Tq  t^xsiq»^^\^<^  vhsdowy  screttL 


THB    FOUNTAIN 


;  to  heart  was  oever  known ; 
with  mind  did  never  meet ; 
ro  columns  left  alone 
temple  once  complete. 

the  stars  that  gem  the  sky, 
ipart  though  seeming  near, 
IT  light  we  scattered  lie ; 
)  ttiua  bnt  Etarligbt  here. 

;  is  social  corapan; 

>  babbling  aninmer  stream  ? 

I  oar  wise  pbilusop])}' 

,be  glancing  of  a  dream] 

when  the  san  of  love 
)  the  Bcattvred  etan  of  tliought, 

wben  we  live  above 
t  the  dim-efcd  world  bath  taught, 

when  our  souls  are  fed 
be  fount  which  gave  tbera  birtb, 

bj  inspiration  led 
;h  tbey  never  drew  from  eortb, 

like  parted  drops  of  nun, 
.ling  till  thej  meet  and  run, 
I  be  all  abeorbc-d  again, 
iog,  flowing  into  one. 


THE  TABLES  TURNED. 

>,  my  friend  1  and  quit  yoor  booka, 
urely  yon  '11  grow  double ; 
3,  mj  friend!  and  clear  yow  looks; 
r  all  this  toil  and  trouble? 


.0,  above  the  mountain's  head, 
eshcning  lustre  mellow 
;h  all  the  long  green  fields  has  spread, 
first  sweet  evening  yellow, 

I  'tis  a  dull  and  endle^  strife; 
le,  hear  the  woodland  linnet — 
weet  bis  mnric  1  on  ray  life, 
re 's  more  of  wisdom  in  itl 

oikl  how  blithe  the  throstle  ^ngst 
too,  U  no  mean  preacher; 
fordi  into  the  light  of  things — 
natnra  b«  yonr  teneber. 


She  boa  a  world  otnnAj  wealth. 
Our  minds  and  hearts' to  bli^ — 

Spontaneous  wisdom  breathed  by  health, 
Troth  breathed  by  cheerfnlnf-ss. 

One  impulse  from  a  vernal  wood 

May  teach  you  more  of  man, 
Of  moral  evil  and  of  good, 

Than  all  the  sages  can. 

Sweet  is  the  lore  which  nature  brings ; 

Our  meddling  intellect 
Misshapes  the  beant«oas  forms  of  thiugB— 

We  mnnler  to  dissect 

Euongh  of  science  and  or  art ; 

Close  up  those  barren  leaves; 
Come  forth,  and  bring  with  you  a  heart 

That  watches  end  receives. 


THE  FOUNTMS. 

A  CO.WSBSATIOS. 

Wb  talked  with  open  heart,  and  tongae 

Affectionate  and  trno — 
A  pair  of  friends,  though  I  was  young 

And  Matthew  seventy-two. 

We  lay  beneath  a  spreading  oak, 

Beside  a  mossy  scat; 
And  from  the  turf  a  fountain  broke, 

And  gurgled  ot  our  feet. 

"  Now,  Matthew  I  "  said  I,  "  let  as  matoh 

This  water's  pleasant  tune 
With  some  old  border-song  or  cateh. 
That  suits  a  summer's  noon ; 

"Or  of  the  church  clock  and  the  chimes 
Sing  here,  beneath  the  shade. 

That  half-mad  thing  of  witty  rbymea 
Which  you  last  April  made  ! " 

lu  silence  Matthew  lay,  and  eyed 
The  spring  beneatb  tlie  trcu; 

And  thus  the  dear  old  man  replied, 
The  gray-lmired  muu  of  glee : 

"  No  check,  no  slay,  this  iiircamlet  feara, 

How  merrily  it  goes  1 
T  will  murmoT  on  &  iAioobkiv^  ^«»»s 

And  flow  u  now  U  fiov&. 
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"  And  here,  on  this  delightftil  day 

I  cannot  choose  hut  think 
How  oft,  a  vigorous  man,  I  lay 

Beside  this  fountmn^s  brink. 

'*  My  eyes  are  dim  with  childish  tears, 

My  heart  is  idly  stirred ; 
For  the  same  sound  is  in  ray  ears 

Which  in  those  days  I  heard. 

'*  Thus  fares  it  still  in  our  decay ; 

And  yet  the  wiser  mind 
Mourns  less  for  what  age  takes  away 

Than  what  it  leaves  behind. 

"  The  blackbird  amid  leafy  trees, 

The  lark  above  the  hill, 
Ijet  loose  their  carols  when  they  please, 

Are  quiet  when  they  will. 

"  With  nature  never  do  they  wage 

A  foolish  strife ;  they  see 
A  happy  youth,  and  their  old  age 

Is  beautiful  and  free. 

"  But  we  are  prest  by  heavy  laws ; 

And  often,  glad  no  more, 
We  wefir  a  face  of  joy,  because 

We  have  been  glad  of  yore. 

**  If  there  be  one  who  need  bemoan 

His  kindred  laid  in  earth, 
The  household  hearts  that  were  his  own, 

It  is  the  man  of  mirth. 

"  My  days,  my  friend,  are  almost  gene ; 

My  life  has  been  approved. 
And  many  love  me ;  but  by  none 

Am  I  enough  beloved !  " 

"Now  both  himself  and  me  he  wrongs. 

The  man  who  thus  complains ! 
I  live  and  sing  my  idle  songs 

Upon  these  happy  plains ; 

"  And,  Matthew,  for  thy  children  dead, 

I  '11  be  a  son  to  thee  I  " 
At  this  he  grasped  my  hand,  and  said 

"Aias  I  that  cannot  be." 


We  rose  up  from  the  fonntaiii  nde; 

And  down  the  smooth  descent 
Of  the  green  sheep-track  did  we  ^ 

And  through  the  wood  we  went 

And,  ere  we  came  to  Leonardos  roc 
He  sang  those  witty  rhymes 

About  the  crazy  old  church  dock. 
And  the  bewildered  chimes. 

WxuiAM  Wo: 
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rilE  CROWDED  STREET. 

Let  me  move  slowly  through  the  stre 
Filled  with  an  ever-shifting  train. 

Amid  the  sound  of  steps  that  beat 
The  murmuring  walks  like  aatnmn  i 

How  fast  the  flitting  figures  come ! 

The  mild,  the  fierce,  the  stony  face- 
Some  bright  with  thoughtless  smiles,  an 

Where  secret  tears  have  left  their  ti 

They  pass  to  toil,  to  strife,  to  rest — 
To  halls  in  which  the  feaet  is  spresc 

To  chambers  where  the  frmeral  guest 
In  silence  sits  beside  the  dead. 

And  some  to  happy  homes  repair, 
Where  children  pressing  cheek  to  cl 

With  mute  caresses  shall  declare 
The  tenderness  they  cannot  speaL 

• 

And  some,  who  walk  in  calmness  her< 
Shall  shudder  as  they  reach  the  doc 

Where  one  who  made  their  dwelling 
Its  flower,  its  light,  is  seen  no  more. 

Youth,  with  pale  cheek  and  slender  fi 
And  dreams  of  greatness  in  thine  ^ 

Go^st  thou  to  build  an  early  name. 
Or  early  in  the  task  to  ^e  ? 

Keen  son  of  trade,  with  eager  brow  I 
Who  is  now  fluttering  in  thy  snare  I 

Thy  golden  fortunes,  tower  they  now, 
Or  melt  the  glittering  q>ire8  in  air! 
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this  croird  to-ntght  shall  trefld 
lance  till  daylight  gleam  agsin ) 
rrow  o'er  the  nntimelj  dead  1 

writhe  in  throes  of  mortal  pain  f 

'ainiiie-atni(±,  Bhall  think  how  long 
:oid,  dark  honra,  how  slow  the  light; 
ne,  who  flaunt  amid  the  throng, 
hide  in  dens  of  ebame  to-night. 

here  hia  tasks  or  plensnrea  call, 
pass,  and  heed  each  other  not. 
)  who  heeds,  who  holds  them  all 
a  Urge  love  and  boondless  thooght. 

tmggling  tides  of  life,  thnt  seem 
ijnard,  aimless  coarse  to  tend, 
lies  of  the  mighty  stream  ' 
rolls  to  its  appointed  end. 

VdjjiiI    CCLLIK  BkTUIT. 


GOOD-BYE, 

IX,  proud  world  I  I  'm  going  home ; 
t  not  my  fKcnd,  and  I  'm  not  thine. 
iroogh  thy  weary  crowds  I  roam ; 
-ark  on  the  ocean  brine, 
've  been  tossed  like  the  driven  foam ; 
r,  prond  world  I  I  'm  going  borne. 

re  to  flattery's  fawning  face ; 
denr  with  his  wise  grimace ; 
pit  wealth's  averted  eye ; 
>le  office,  low  and  high  ; 
rded  halU,  to  court  and  street; 
an  hearts  and  hasting  feet ; 
e  who  go  and  those  who  come — 
ye,  prond  woridi  I  'm  going  borne. 

ling  to  my  own  hearth-stone, 
A  in  yon  green  hilts  olonc — 
t  nook  in  a  pleasant  land, 
groves  the  frolic  fuiries  [ilanned ; 
arches  green,  the  livelong  day; 
le  blaokbird's  roondotay, 
Iger  feet  h»re  nerer  trod— 
that  is  wared  to  tbooght  and  God. 


Oh,  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sylvan  home, 
I  tread  on  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome; 
And  when  I  am  stretched  beneath  the  pines, 
Where  the  evening  star  so  holy  shines, 
I  lough  at  Uie  lore  and  pride  of  man. 
At  the  sophist  schools,  and  the  learned  clan; 
For  what  are  they  all,  in  their  high  conceit. 
When  man  in  the  bnsh  with  God  may  meetl 

BUJ-B  WlLDO  ElinWK. 


THE  SUNKEN  CITT. 

Habk  !  the  faint  bells  of  the  sanken  city 
Feal  once    more    thdr  wonted   evening 
chime  1 

From  the  deep  abysses  floats  a  ditty, 
Wild  and  wondrous,  of  the  olden  time. 

Temples,  towers,  and  domee  of  many  stories 
There  lie  bnried  in  an  ocean  grave — 

Undescried,  save  when  their  golden  glories 
Gleam,  at  snnset,  through  the  lighted  wav& 

And  the  mariner  who  had  seen  them  glisten. 

In  whose  cars  those  magic  bells  do  «uiind, 

Night  by  night  bides  there  to  wateh  nnd  li»- 

Though  death  Inrks  behind  each  dark  rook 


So  the  bells  of  memory's  wonder-city 
Peal  for  me  their  old  melodious  chime ; 

So  my  heart  jiours  forth  a  changeful  ditty, 
Sad  and  pleasant,  &om  the  bygone  time. 

Domes,  and  towers,  and  cattlcA,  foncy-builded, 
There  lie  lost  to  daylight's  garish  beams— 

There  lie  hidden,  till  unveiled  and  gilded, 
Glory-gilded,  by  my  nightly  dreams ! 

And  then  hear  I  music  sweet  upknelling 
From  many  a  well-known  plianiom  band, 

And,  through  tears,  can  see  my  uatnral  dwell- 
ing 
Far  off  in  the  spirit's  laminous.lnnd ! 

Ttmnditlon  at  JuoB  CLUXxm  ILksvi:*. 
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GUY. 


TEMPERANCE,  OR  THE  CHEAP 

8ICIAN. 


Mortal  mixed  of  middle  clay, 
Attempered  to  the  nigbt  and  day, 
Interchangeable  with  things, 
Needs  no  amulets  or  rings. 
Gny  possessed  the  talisman 
That  all  things  from  him  began  ; 
And  as,  of  old,  Polycrates 
Chained  the  sunshine  and  the  breeze, 
So  did  Guy  betimes  discover 
Fortune  was  his  guard  and  lover — 
In  strange  junctures  felt,  with  awe. 
His  own  symmetry  with  law ; 
So  that  no  mixture  could  withstand 
The  virtue  of  his  lucky  hand. 
He  gold  or  jewel  could  not  lose. 
Nor  not  receive  his  ample  dues. 
In  the  street,  if  he  turned  round, 
His  eye  the  eye  't  was  seeking  found. 
It  seemed  his  genius  discreet 
Worked  on  the  maker's  own  receipt. 
And  made  each  tide  and  element 
Stewards  of  stipend  and  of  rent ; 
So  tliat  the  common  waters  fell 
As  costly  wine  into  his  well. 

lie  had  so  sped  his  w^ise  affairs 
That  he  caught  nature  in  his  snares; 
Early  or  late,  the  falhng  rain 
Arrived  in  time  to  swell  liis  grain ; 
Stream  could  not  so  perversely  wind 
But  corn  of  Guy's  was  there  to  grind ; 
The  siroc  found  it  on  its  way 
To  speed  liis  sails,  to  dry  his  hay ; 
And  the  world's  suu  seemed  to  ris'^ 
To  drudge  all  day  for  Guy  the  wise, 
in  his  rich  nurseries  timely  skill 
Strong  crab  with  nobler  blood  did  fill ; 
The  zephyr  in  his  garden  rolled 
From  plum  trees  vegetable  gold ; 
And  all  the  hours  of  the  vear 
With  tlioir  own  harvests  honored  were. 
There  was  no  frost  but  welcome  came, 
Xor  freshet,  nor  midsummer  flame. 
Belonged  to  wind  and  world  the  toil 
^Vnd  Venture,  and  to  Guy  the  oil. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emsuov. 


Go  now  I  and  with  some  daring  drug 
Bait  thy  disease ;  and,  whilst  they  tu^ 
Thou,  to  maintain  their  precious  strife 
Spend  the  dear  treasures  of  thy  life. 
Go !  take  i>hysio— dote  npon 
Some  big-named  composition, 
The  oraculous  doctor's  mystic  bills — 
Certain  hard  words  made  into  pills; 
And  what  at  last  shalt  gain  by  these  ? 
Only  a  costlier  disease. 
That  which  makes  us  have  no  need 
Of  physic,  that 's  physic  indeed. 
Hark,  hither,  reader!  wUt  thoa  Me 
Nature  her  old  physician  be  ? 
Wilt  see  a  man  all  his  own  wealth, 
His  own  music,  his  own  health — 
A  man  whose  sober  sonl  can  tell 
How  to  wear  her  garments  well — 
Her  garments  that  npon  her  git 
As  garments  should  do,  close  and  fit — 
A  well-clothed  soul  that 's  not  oppress 
Nor  choked  with  what  she  should  be  dit 
A  soul  sheathed  in  a  crystal  shrine, 
Through  which  all  her  bright  features 
As  when  a  piece  of  wanton  lawn, 
A  thin  aerial  veil  is  drawn 
O'er  beauty's  face,  seeming  to  hide, 
More  sweetly  shows  the  blushing  bride 
A  soul  whose  intellectual  beams 
No  mists  do  mask,  no  lazy  streams — 
A  happy  soul,  that  all  the  way 
To  heaven  hath  a  summer's  day? 
Wouldst  see  a  man  whose  well- wanned 
Bathes  him  in  a  genuine  flood  ? — 
A  man  w  hose  tuned  humors  be 
A  seat  of  rarest  harmony  ? 
Wouldst  see  blithe  looks,  fresh  cheel 

guile 
Age  ?    Wouldst  see  December's  smile? 
W^oiddst  see  nests  of  new  roses  grow 
In  a  bed  of  reverend  snow  ? 
Warm  thoughts,  free  spirits  flatterinir 
Winter's  self  into  a  spring? — 
In  sum,  wouldst  see  a  man  that  can 
Live  to  be  old,  and  still  a  man  ? 
Whose  latest  and  most  leaden  hours 
^  Y«i\  v^'ith  «oft  win^  stuck  with  soft  fio 


SMOKING    SFIBITUALIZED. 


'ben  life's  sweet  fable  ends, 
ad  bodj  port  Uke  frieDds— 
arrela,  monnura,  no  delnj — 
,  a  agh,  and  so  awaj  I 
are  one,  reader,  wonldst  tboa  s> 
bitherl  and  thyself  bo  he. 


BACCHUS. 

me  wine,  but  wtae  which  never  grew 
I  belly  of  the  grape, 
ew  on  vines  whose  tap-roots,  reaching 

through  I 

■  the  Andes  to  the  Oape, 
ed  no  savor  of  the  earth  to  'scape. 

I  gr^ws  the  mom  salnte 
a  noctnmal  root, 
1  feels  the  acrid  juice 
n  and  Erebns; 
iims  the  woe  of  night, 
>  own  craft,  to  a  more  riob  delight 

d;  ashes  for  bread, 

.1/  dilateil  wiae; 

me  ufthetrne,— 

e  ample  leaves  and  tendrils  onrled 

ig  the  silver  hills  of  heaven, 

everlasting  dew ; 

of  wine, 
I  of  the  world, 

of  forms  and  monld  of  slatarcs, 
I  intoxicated, 

bj  the  dranght  assirailated, 
loat  at  pleoanre  throogh  all  natnres; 
>ird-1angnage  rightly  opell, 
that  which  roses  say  ao  well. 

that  is  shed 
the  torrents  of  the  sun 
le  horizon  walls, 

ke  the  Atlantic  streams,  which  nm 
1  the  BoQth  Sea  calls. 

ir  and  bread, 

which  needs  no  transmuting, 
bow'flowering,  wisdom-froitlng 
I  wbiah  If  already  man, 

wliloh  toftoh  and  reason  can. 


Wine  which  mndc  is,— 

Music  and  wine  are  one, — 

That  I,  drinking  this. 

Shall  hear  far  chaos  talk  with  ms ; 

Kings  nnbom  shall  walk  with  me; 

And  the  poor  gross  shall  plot  and  plan 

What  it  will  do  when  it  b  man. 

Qaiokened  eo,  will  I  unlock 

Every  crypt  of  every  rook. 

I  thank  the  joyful  jnice 
For  all  I  know  r — 
Winds  of  remembering 
Of  the  ancient  being  blow, 
And  seeming-solid  walls  of  use 
Open  and  flow. 

Poor,  Baocbnst  the  remembering  wine ; — 

Retrieve  the  loss  of  me  and  mine  I 

Vine  for  the  vine  be  antidote, 

And  the  grapes  requite  the  lote  1 

Haste  to  core  the  old  despair, — 

Reason  in  nature's  totns  drenched, 

The  memory  of  ogee  qncQched, 

Give  them  ag^u  to  shine ; 

Let  wine  rcpur  what  this  undid ; 

And  where  the  infection  slid, 

A  dazzling  memory  revive ; 

Refresh  the  faded  tints, 

Recut  the  aged  prints. 

And  write  my  cjd  adventures  with  the  pen 

Which  on  the  first  day  drew. 

Upon  the  tablets  bine, 

The  dancing  Pleiads  and  eternal  men. 

lUira  Vuoa  Emmra. 


SMOKING  SPmrrCALIZED. 


This  Indian  weed,  now  withered  quite, 
Though  green  at  noon,  cnt  dovrn  at  niiihtt 

Shows  thy  decay — 

All  flesh  is  hay : 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  tobacco. 

The  pipe,  so  lily-llkc  and  weak, 
Does  thus  thy  mortal  state  bespeak; 

Thon  art  e'en  such — 

Gone  with  a  touch  -. 
Thus  tbink,  ani  «TO<&fe  \*fcM«»  - 
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And  when  the  smoke  ascends  on  high, 
Then  thou  behold'st  the  vanity 
Of  worldly  stuff- 
Gone  with  a  puff: 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  tobacco. 

And  when  the  pipe  grows  foul  within, 
Think  on  thy  soul  defiled  with  sin ; 

For  then  the  fire 

It  does  require : 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  tobacco. 

And  secst  the  ashes  cast  away, 
Then  to  thyself  thou  may  est  say 

That  to  the  dust 

Ret  urn  thou  must : 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  tobacco. 


PART  IL 

Was  this  small  plant  for  thee  cut  down  ? 
So  was  the  plant  of  great  renown, 

Which  mercy  sends 

For  nobler  ends : 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  tobacco. 

Doth  juice  medicinal  proceed 
From  such  a  naughty  foreign  weed  ? 

Tlien  what's  the  power 

Of  Jesse's  flower  ? 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  tobacco. 

Tlie  promise,  like  the  pipe,  inlays. 
And  by  the  mouth  of  faith  conveys 

Wliat  virtue  flows 

From  Sharon's  rose : 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  tobacco. 

In  vain  the  unlightcd  pipe  you  blow— 
Your  pains  in  outward  metms  are  so, 

'Till  heavenly  fire 

Your  heart  inspire : 
Thus  think,  and  smoke  to])acco. 

The  smoke  like  burning  incense  towers ; 
So  should  a  praymg  heart  of  yours 

With  ardent  cries 

Surmount  the  skies: 
Thus  tliink,  and  smoke  tobacco. 


THE  VANITY  OF  HUMAN  WISHESi 

IN  IMITATION  OF  THE  TENTH  BATTSB  Off 
JUVENAL. 

Let  observatioi^  with  extensive  inew, 
Survey  mankind  firom  Ohina  to  Peru ; 
Remark  each  anxious  toO,  each  eager  «tril^ 
And  watch  the  busy  scenes  of  crowded  lift: 
Then  say  how  hope  and  fear,  desire  and  hii^ 
Overspread  with  snares  the  clouded  maseef 

fate, 
Where  wavering  man,  betrayed  by  ventonMi 

pride 
To  chase  the  dreary  paths  without  a  guide, 
As  treacherous  phantoms  in  the  mist  delude 
Shuns  fancied  ills,  or  chases  airy  good; 
How  rarely  reason  guides  the  stubborn  choM^ 
Rules  the  bold  hand,  or  prompts  the  soppGiBt 

voice; 
How  nations  sink,  by  darling  schemes  op- 


When« vengeance  listens  to  the  fooPs  requcfl 
Fate  wings  with  every  wish  the  afflictive  dart; 
Each  fxUft  of  nature  and  each  grace  of  art; 
With  fatal  heat  impetuous  courage  glows^ 
With  fatal  sweetness  elocution  flows, 
Impeachment  stops  the  spcaker^s  poweriU 

breath. 
And  resdess  fire  precipitates  on  death. 

But,  scarce  observed,  tlio  knowing  and  the 

bold 
Fall  in  the  general  massacre  of  gold ; 
Wide  wasting  pest  I  tliat  rages  unconfined 
And  crowds  with  crimes  the  records  of  mta- 

kind; 
For  gold  his  sword  the  hireling  ruffian  draw^ 
For  gold  the  hireling  judge  distorts  the  Uwi; 
Wealth  heaped  on  wealth,  nor  truth  mt 

safety  buys, 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  rise. 

Let  history  tell  where  rival  kings  commind, 
And  dubious  title  shakes  the  madded  land, 
When  statutes  glean  the  refuse  of  the  sword, 
How  much  more  safe  the  vassal  than  the  kxd. 
Low  skulks  the  hind  below  the  rage  of  power 
,  ^d  Ifi&vea  the  wealthy  traitor  in  the  Tower 
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oaohad  hia    cottage,  and    tuB  Blombera 

ngb  coofisoation's  Toltnroa  hover  round. 

he  Deed;  trafeHer,  serene  and  gay, 

lb  the  wild  heath,  and  ^ngs  his  toil  awaj. 

m  envy  seize  tbee }  orush  the  npbruding 

joyi 

reue  his  riches,  and  his  peace  destroy : 
r  fears  in  dire  vicissitude  invade, 
rustling  brake  alarms,  and  qnlTering 

'  light  nor  darkness  brings  bis  pain  reliei; 
I  shows  the  plonder  and  one  hides  the 
thief: 

'et  atiU  one  general  cry  the  skies  assails, 

Igain  and  grandeur  load  the  tainted  gales; 

r  know  tlie  toiling  statesman's  fear  or 
care, 

buidious  rival  and  the  gaping  heir. 

tica  more,  Dcmocritna,  arise  on  earth, 

h  cheerful  wisdom  and  instructiTe  mirth ; 

motley  life  in  nio<1eru  trappings  dressed, 

[feed  wttb  varied  fools  the  eternal  jest; 

a  who  couldst  bugh,  where  wont  en- 
chained caprioe, 

crushed  conceit,  and  man  was  of  a  piece ; 

ire  wealth  unloved  without  a  mourner 
died, 

I  scaroe  a  sycophant  was  fed  by  pride; 

>re  ne'er  was  known  the  form  of  mock 
debate, 

leea  a  new-made  oiayor's  unwieldy  state ; 

are  change  of  favorites  made  no  change 

I  senates  beard   before  tbey  Judged  a 

cause; 
r  wooldst  thon  shako  at  Britain's  modish 

I  the  quick  taunt  and  edge  the  piercing 

gibe? 
antive  truth  and  nature  to  descry, 
1  pierce  each  scenewith  philosophic  eye, 
thee  were  solemn  toys,  or  empty  show, 
robes  of  pleasure,  and  tlio  veils  of  woe : 
aid  the  foroe,  and  all  tby  mirth  main- 

os«  Jojs  are  oanselcM,  or  whose  grieb  are 


Such  was  the  scorn  that  HUcd  the  tuige'i 

Renewed  at  every  glance  on  human  kind; 
How  Just  that  scorn  ere  yet  thy  voice  declare 
Search  every  state,  and  canvass  every  prayer. 

nonumbered  suppliants  crowd  preferment's 
gate, 
Athiret  for  wealth,  and  boniing  to  be  great ; 
Delusive  fortune  bears  the  iueessant  call, 
Tbey  mount,  they  shine,  evaporate  and  fall. 
On  every  stage  the  foes  of  peace  attend. 
Hate  dogs  their  flight,  and  iosnlt  mocks  theii 

Love  ends  with  hope,  the  nnking  statesman^ 

Pours  in  the  mourning  worshipper  no  more; 
For  growing  names  the  weekly  scribbler  Hes, 
To  growing  wealth  the  dedicator  flies; 
From  every  room  descends  the  punted  face 
That  hung  the  bright  palladiam  of  the  place, 
And,  smoked  in  kitchens,  or  iu  auctions  sold, 
To  better  features  yields  the  frame  of  gold ; 
For  now  no  more  wa  trace  in  every  line 
Heroic  worth,  benevolence  divine ; 
The  form  distorted  J nstlfiea  the  full. 
And  detestation  rids  the  indignant  wall. 

But  will  not  Britain  hear  tbo  last  appeal. 
Sign  her  foes'  doom,  or  guard  the  favorite's 

zeal} 
Throagh  freedom's   sons  no   more  remoD- 

stranco  rings. 
Degrading. nobles  and  controlling  kings; 
Our  snpple  tribes  repress  their  patriut  tlirouts, 
And  ask  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes ; 
With  weekly  libels  and  septeuoiol  ale, 
Their  wish  is  full  to  riot  and  to  rail. 


In  fdl!-flowD  dignity  see  Wolscy  stand. 
Law  in  his  voice,  nud  foKone  in  bis  hand; 
To  him  the  church,  tlic  realm,  their  powera 

consign. 
Through  liim  the  rays  of  r^a!  bounty  shine, 
Turned  by  bis  nod  the  streaiu  of  honor  flows, 
His  smile  alone  sccarlty  bestows; 
Still  to  now  heights  bis  restless  wishes  tower. 
Claim  leads  to  cltuni,  «&&  '^'wi  «&siai<»» 
power ; 
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Till  conqaost  unresisted  ceased  to  please, 
And  rights  sabmitted  left  him  none  to  seize; 
At  length  his  sovereign  f/owns — ^the  train  of 

state 
Mark  the  keen  glance,  and  watch  the  sign  to 

hate ; 
Where'er  he  turns,  he  meets  a  stranger's  eye, 
His  sappliants  scorn  him.  and  his  followers 

fly; 
N'ow  drops  at  once  the  pnde  of  awful  state. 
The  golden  canopy,  the  glittering  plate. 
The  regal  palace,  the  luxurious  board, 
The  liveried  army,  and  the  menial  lord ; 
With  age,  with  cares,  with  maladies  oppressed, 
He  seeks  the  refuge  of  monastic  rest ; 
Grief  aids  disease,  remembered  folly  stings. 
And  his  lost  sighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Speak,  thou  whoso  thoughts  at  humble 

peace  repine. 
Shall  Wolsey's  wealth  with  Wolsey's  end  be 

thine  ? 
Or  liv'st  thou  now,  with  safer  pride  content. 
The  wisest  justice  on  the  banks  of  Trent? 
For  why  did  Wolsey,  near  the  steeps  of  fate, 
On  weak  foundations    nuse  the  enormous 

weight  ? 
Why  but  to  sink  beneath  misfortune's  blow,  ^ 
With  louder  ruin  to  the  gulfs  below  ? 

What  ;rave  great  Villiers  to  the  assassin's 

knife, 
And  fixed  disease  on  TIarlev's  closiuir  life  ? 
What  murilered  Wentwortli,  and  what  exile<l 

Hyde, 
By  kings  protected,  and  to  kinjrs  allied  ? 
What  but  their  wi^h  indulged  in  courts  to 

sliine, 
And  power  too  great  to  keep  or  to  resign  ? 

When  first  the  college  rolls  receive  his 

name, 
The  youu;z  enthusiast  quits  his  ease  for  fame; 
Resistless  burns  the  fever  of  renown, 
Caught   from   the   strong  contagion  of  the 

L'own ; 
O'er  B«Hlk'y\s  dome  his  future  labors  spread, 
And  r>aeoirs  mansion  trembles  o'er  his  head. 
Are  those  thy  views!    Proceed,  illustrious 

youth. 
And  virtue  guard  thee  to  the  tbronQ  of  Itvitkl 


Yet  should  thy  soul  indulge  the  generous  h 
HU  captive  science  yields  her  hut  retreat : 
Should  reason  guide  thee  with  her  bright 

ray, 
And  pour  on  misty  doubt  resistless  day ; 
Should  no  false  kindness  lore  to  loose  delii 
Nor  praise  relax,  nor  difficulty  fright ; 
Shoidd  tempting  novelty  thy  cell  refrain. 
And  sloth  e£fuse  her  opiate  fumes  in  vain; 
Should  beauty  blunt  on  foi»s  her  fatal  dart 
Nor  dum  the  triumph  of  a  lettered  heart 
Shonld  no  disease  the  torpid  veins  invade, 
Nor  melancholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  shft 
Yet  hope  not  life  from  grief  or  danger  fm 
Nor  think  the  doom  of  man  reversed  for  thi 
Deign  on  the  passing  world  to  turn  th 

eyes, 
And  pause  awhile  from  letters  to  be  wise; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar's  life  an 
Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jaiL 
See  nations,  slowly  wise  and  meanly  just, 
To  buried  merit  raise  the  tardy  bust. 
If  dreams  yet  flatter,  yet  again  attend. 
Hear  Lydiat's  life,  and  Galileo's  end. 

Nor  deem,  when  learning  her  last  pr 

bestows, 
The  glittering  eminence  exempt  from  foes 
See,  when  the  vulgar  'scapes,  despised 

awed, 
Rebellion's  vengeful  talons  seize  on  Land. 
From  meaner  minds  though  smaller  ft 

content. 
The  plundered  palace  or  sequestered  rent, 
Marked  out  by  dangerous  parts,  he  meets  i 

shock. 
And  fatal  learning  leads  him  to  the  blocli:: 
Around  his  tomb  let  art  and  genius  weep. 
But  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads,  hear  i 

sleep. 

Tlie  festal  blazes,  the  triumphant  show. 

The  ravished  standard,  and  the  captive  foj 

The  senate's  thanks,  the  gazette's  pomiw 

tale. 
With  force  resistless  o'er  the  brave  prevai 

Such  bribes  the  rapid  Greek  o'er  Asia  whirl 

For  such  the  steady  Roman  shook  the  wod 

For  such  in  distant  lands  the  Britons  shin 

And  stain  with  blood  the  Danube  ar  i 

Khhie; 
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Tbia  power  has  pruw,  that  rirtoe  sourco  can 

warm 
mi  fame  sappliea  the  imiTersal  cliorm. 
Tct  reason  frowns  on  wor'a  nuequal  game, 
Wbore  wasted  nations  r^se  a  sini^le  name ; 
And  mortgaged  states  their  graodsi  ro's  wreaths 

KgKt, 

From  age  to  age  Id  everlastiDg  debt ; 
Wreaths  whiob  at  last  the  dear-bonght  right 

convey 
To  nut  on  medala,  or  on  stones  decaj. 

On  what  foondation  stands  the  won 
■pride, 
How  JD*t  his  hopas  let  Swedish  Charles 

decide;  . 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  son!  of  fire, 
ITo  dangers  fright  hhn,  and  do  labors  tire; 
O'er  love,  o'er  fear,  extends  his  wide  domain, 
UnooQqaered  lord  of  ))]easare  and  of  pun ; 
Soioya  to  him  pacific  sccptn^  yield. 
War  sounds  tlie  tmmp,  he  msLes  to  the  field ; 
Behold  snrroandiog  kings  their  powers  oom- 

And  one  cnpitnlate,  and  one  resign; 

Peaoe  conrts  his  hand,  bat -ipreadj  her  charms 

"Think  nothingguned,'' be  cries,  "tillnaoght 

On  Mosoow's  walls  till  Gothic  stnndardd  fly, 
And  all  be  mine  beneath  the  polar  sky  !" 
The  march  begins  in  military  state, 
And  nations  on  his  eye  sw^nded  wait; 
Bt«m  famine  gnards  the  solitary  coast, 
And  winter  barrioades  the  realms  of  frost; 
He  eomea,  nor  want  nor  cold  hia  connw  do- 

lay;- 
Sde,  blushing  glory,  hide  Pultowa's  day : 
The  Tanqnished  hero  leaves  his  broken  bunds, 
And  shows  his  miseries  in  distant  lands ; 
Oondetniwl  a  needy  suppliant  to  wait, 
While  ladies  intcr])oao,  and  slaves  debate. 
Bat  did  not  cbance  at  length  ber  error  inendf 
Did  no  sabverted  empire  mark  his  end? 
Did  riTal  monarchii  give  the  fatal  wound} 
Or  hostile  millions  prcs^  hitn  to  the  ground? 
IDs  fall  was  destined  to  a  barren  strand, 
A  petty  fortreab,  and  a  dnblous  hand ; 
He  left  the  name,  at  which  the  world  grew 

pale, 
To  point  n  vooral,  or  adorn  s  tafe. 


All  times  their  scenes  of  pompons  wo 

afford. 
From  Persia's  tyrant  to  Bavaria's  lurd. 
In  gay  hostility  and  barbarous  priiie. 
With  half  mankind  embattled  at  his  side, 
Great  Xerxes   coined  to  seize    the  oerta 

prey, 
And  starves  exbaosted  repons  in  his  way ; 
Attendant  fiattery  counts  his  myriads  o'er, 
Till  coonted  myriads  soothe  his  pride  i 

Fresh  praise  is  trie<l  till  madness  fires  I 

mind, 
The   waves   he    laahea,  and    enchains  tl 

New  powers  he  claims,  new  powers  are  at 

bestowed. 
Till  rode  resistance  lops  the  spreading  god. 
The  daring  Greeks  deride  the  martial  show 
And  heap  their  valleys  with  the  gaudy  foe 
The  insulted  sea  with  bnmbler  thought  1 

gains, 
A  wngleskiffto  speed  his  flight  remains; 
Tlie  encumbered  oar  scarce  leaves  the  dreadi 

Tbrouph  imrpio  billows  and  n  floating  host 

The  bold  Bavarian,  in  a  luckless  boor, 
Tries  the  druad  suininib  of  Ciomirean  powe 
With  nneipected  legions  bursts  away. 
And  sees  durencclcs!)  realms  receive  his  swa] 
Short  swayl  fair  Austria  i<preads  ber  moon 

fnl  charms. 
The  queen,  tbe  beauty,  sets  the  world  in  arm! 
From  bill  to  hill  the  beacon's  rousing  blaze 
Spreads  wide  the  hope  of  plunder  and  r 

The  fierce  Croatian  and  the  wild  Iluiisar, 

With  all  the  sons  of  rovopo  crowd  the  war; 
The  baffled  prince,  in  honor's  flattering  blooi 
Of  hoaty  greatnoa.'i,  finds  the  fatal  doom, 
His  foes'  derision,  and  bis  subjects'  btamo, 
And  steals  to  death  from  anguish  and  froi 
riliame. 

"Enlai^e  my  life  with  multitudo  of  days! 
In  health,  in  sickness,   thus  the  luppliai 

prays; 
nidcs  from  himself  its  state,  and  ahnns  t 

That  life  pT<AraAc4  »  ^nAx»rt«& "««». 
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Time  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  destroy, 
And  shuts  up  all  the  passages  of  joy. 
In  vain  their  gifts  the  bounteous  seasons  pour, 
The  fruit  autumnal  and  the  vernal  flower; 
With  listless  eyes  the  dotard  views  the  store, 
He  views,  and  wonders   that  tlicy  please 

no  more ; 
Now  pall  the  tasteless  meats,  and  joyless 

wines, 
And  luxury  with  sighs  her  slave  resigns. 
Approach,  ye  minstrels,  try  the    soothing 

strain. 
Diffuse  the  tuneful  lenitives  of  pain : 
No  sounds,  alas  I  would  touch  the  impervious 

ear. 
Though  dancing  mountains  witnessed  Orpheus 

near; 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feebler  powers  attend. 
Nor  sweeter  music  of  a  virtuous  friend ; 
But  everlasting  dictates  crowd  his  tongue. 
Perversely  grave,  or  positively  wrong. 
The  still  returning  tale,  and  lingering  jest 
Perplex  the  fawning  niece  and  pampered 

guest, 
^Vhile  growing  hopes  scarce  awe  tho  gather- 
ing sneer. 
And  scarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear ; 
The  watchful  guests  still  hint  the  last  otfence ; 
The  daughter's  petulance,  the  son'i  expense ; 
Improve  his  heady  rage  with  treacherous  skill, 
And  mould  his  passions  till  *J»'*y  make  his 

will. 

Unnumbered  maladies  his  joints  invade, 
I^y  siege  to  life,  and  press  ihe  dire  blockade; 
But  uuextinjjruished  avarino  still  remains, 
And  dreaded  losses  aggravate  his  pains ; 
fie  tunis,  with  auxioua  heart  and  crippled 

hands. 
Ills  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands ; 
Or  views  his  cotPtrs  with  snsj)icious  eyes, 
Tnlocks  his  p6\t\,  and  counts  it  till  he  dies. 

But  grant,  the  virtues  of  a  temperate  prime 
Bless   with  an  age  exempt  from  scorn  or 

crime ; 
\n  age  that  melts  with  unperoeived  decay, 
And  glides  in  modest  innocence  away ; 
Whose  peaceful  day  benevolence  endears. 
Whose     night     congratulating     conscience 
cheers ; 


The  general  fiivoritc  as  the  general  fHend; 
Sach  age  there  is,  and  who  shaD  wish  its  end 

Yet  even  on  this  her  load  misfortane  ilinje 
To  press  the  weary  minutes*  flagging  wiPf/ 
New  sorrow  rises  as  the  day  retarDS, 
A  aster  sickens,  or  a  daughter  mounu: 
Now  kindred  merit  fills  the  sable  bier, 
Now  lacerated  friendship  claims  a  tear; 
Tear  chases  year,  decay  pnrsnes  decay, 
Still  drops  some    joy  from  withering  fil 

away; 
New  forms  arise,  and  different  views  ei 

gage, 
Superfluous  lags  the  veteran  on  the  stage, 
Till  pitying  nature  signs  the  last  release, 
And  bids  afflicted  worth  retire  to  peace. 

But  few  there  are  whom  hours  like  tlw 

await, 
Who  set  unclouded  in  the  giil&  of  late. 
From  Lydia's  monarch  should  the  search  h 

aoend, 
By  Solon  cautioned  to  regard  his  end, 
In  1ife*s  last  scene  what  prodigies  surpriHs, 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  tlie  wi«e: 
From  Marlborough's  eyes  the  streams  of  dou^ 

flow. 
And  Swift  expires  a  driveler  and  a  show ! 

The  teeming  mother,  anxions  for  her  nc 
Begs  for  each  birth  the  fortune  of  a  face; 
Yet  Vane  could  tell  what  ills  from  beani 

spring; 
And  Sedley  cursed  the  form  that  pleased 

king. 
Ye  nymphs  of  rosy  lips  and  radiant  eyes, 
Whom  pleasure  keeps  too  busy  to  be  wise; 
Wliom  joys  with  soft  varieties  invite, 
By  day  the  frolic,  and  the  dance  by  night; 
Who  frown  with  vanity,    who    smile  iril 

art. 
And  ask  the  latest  fashion  of  the  heart; 
What  care,  what  rules,  your  heedless  chin 

shall  save, 
Each  nymph  your  rival,  and  eodi  youth  701 

slave? 
Against  your  fsjne  with  fondness  bate  00 

bines, 
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(fith  distant  voice  neglected  virtue  calls, 

Lees  heard  and  less,  the  faint  remonstrance 
falls; 

rired  with  contempt,  she  qnits  the  slippery 
reign, 

And  pride  and  pmdenoe  take  her  seat  in 
▼aia. 

Ln  crowd  at  once,  where  none  the  pass  de- 
fend, 

Ihe  harmless  freedom,  and  the  private  friend ; 

The  guardians  yield,  by  force  superior  plied : 

To  interest,  prudence ;  and  to  flattery,  pride. 

Here  beauty  falls  betrayed^  despised,  dis- 
tressed. 

And  hissing  infkmy  proclaims  the  rest 

Where  then  shall  hope  and  fear  their  objects 

find! 
Must   doll  suspense  corrupt   the   stagnant 

mind! 
Must  helpless  man,  in  ignorance  sedate, 
Boll  darkling  down  the  torrent  of  his  fate  ? 
Must  no  dislike  alarm,  no  wishes  rise. 
No  ones  invoke  the  mercies  of  the  skies? 
Inquirer,  cease ;  petitions  yet  remain 
Which  heayen  may  hear,  nor  deem  religion 

Tain. 
Still  raise  for  good  the  supplicating  voice, 
But  leave  to  heaven  the  measure  and  the 

choice. 
Safe  in  IDs  power  whose  eyes  discern  afar 
The  secret  ambush  of  a  specious  prayer, 
Implore  His  aid,  in  His  deciaons  rest, 
Secure,  whatever  He  gives.  He  gives  the  best 
Yet,  when  the  sense  of  secret  presence  fires, 
And  strong  devotion  to  the  skies  aspires, 
Pour  forth  thy  fervors  for  a  healthful  mind. 
Obedient  passions,  and  a  will  resigned ; 
For  love,  which  scarce  collective  man  can 

fill; 
For  patience,  sovereign  o'er  transmuted  ill ; 
For  fkith,  that,  panting  for  a  happier  seat, 
Oonnts  death  kind  nature's  signal  of  recreat. 
Tboee  goods  for  man  the  laws  of  heaven  or- 
dain; 
These  goods  he  grants,  who  grants  the  power 

to  gain; 
With  these  celestial  wisdom  calms  the  mind, 
AjmI  maKen  the  nappmess  sue  does  not  find. 

BiMtna,  rfunRttOv. 


HENOE  ALL  YOU  VAIN  DEUGHTS. 

Henoe  all  you  vain  delights, 
As  short  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  spend  your  folly  I 
There's  naught  in  this  life  sweet, 
If  paan  were  wise  to  see  't, 

But  only  melancholy ; 

Oh  sweetest  melancholy  I 
Welcome  folded  arms  and  fixed  eyee, 
A  sigh  that,  piercing,  mortifies, 
A  look  that 's  fastened  to  the  ground, 
A  tongue  chained  up  without  a  sound  I 
Fountain  heads  and  pathless  groves ; 
Places  which  pale  passion  loves ; 
Moonlight  walks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  warmly  housed,  save  bats  and  owls; 

A  midnight  bell,  a  parting  groan — 

These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon ; 
Then  stretch  our  bones  in  a  still  gloomy 

valley. 
Nothing 's  so  dainty  sweet  as  lovely  md 
ancholy. 

BiAXTMOirr  akd  FLsromH. 


SONG. 


Down  lay  in  a  nook  my  lady's  brach 
And  said,  my  feet  are  soro ; 
I  cannot  follow  with  the  pack 
A-hunting  of  the  boar. 


And  though  the  horn  sounds  never  so  dear 
With  the  hounds  in  loud  uproar, 
Yet  I  must  stop  and  lie  down  here, 
Because  my  feet  are  sore. 


The  huntsman,  when  he  heard  the  same. 
What  answer  did  he  give  ? 
The  dog  that 's  lame  is  much  to  blame. 
He  is  not  fit  to  live. 
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DEJECTION:   AN  ODE, 

Late,  late  jcstreen  I  saw  the  new  moon. 
With  the  old  moon  In  her  arm ; 
And  I  fear,  I  fear,  my  master  dear ! 
Wt  shall  have  a  deadlj  storm. 

Ballad  op  Sib  Patbick  SrsHOi. 


I. 

Well  !   if  the  bard  was  weather-wise,  who 
made 
The  prandold  ballad  of  Sir  Patrick  Spence, 
Tins  night,  so  tranquil  now,  will  not  go 
henoo 
Unroiised  by  winds  that  ply  a  busier  trade 
Than  those  which  mould  yon  cloud  in  lazy 

flakes, 
Or  the  dull  sobbing  draft  that  moans   and 
rakes 
Upon  the  striugs  of  the  Eolian  lute, 
Wliich  better  far  were  mute. 
For  lo  I  the  new-moon,  winter-bright, 
And  overspread  with  phantom  light —    ' 
With  swimming  phantom  light  overspread, 
But  rimmed  and  circled  by  a  silver  thread  I 
I  see  the  old  moon  in  her  lap,  foretelling 

The  coming  on  of  rain  and  squally  blast. 
And  oh  I  that  even  now  the  gust  were  swell- 
in?, 
And  the  slant  night-shower  drinng  loud 

and  fast ! 
Those  sounds,  which  oft  have  raised  me  whilst 

they  awed, 
And  sent  niv  soul  abroad, 
Might  now   perliaps  their  wonted   impulse 

give— 
Miglit  startle  this  dull  pain,  and  make  it  move 

and  live. 

n. 

A  grief  without  a  pang,  void,  dark,  and  drear — 
A  stifled,  drowsy,  unimpassioned  grief, 
Wliich  finds  no  natural  outlet^  no  relief. 
In  word,  or  sigh,  or  tear — 

0  lady !  in  this  wan  and  heartless  mood. 

To  other  thoughts  by  yonder  throstle  wooed. 
All  this  long  eve,  so  balmy  and  serene, 

Have  I  been  gazing  on  the  western  sky. 
And  its  peculiar  tint  ui  yellow  green ; 

A  lid  Btill  I  gaze — and  with  bow  \Aaxik  an  «y ft\ 


And  those  thin  clouds  abore,  in  flakes  m4 

bars, 
That  give  away  their  motion  to  the  8tar»— 
Thoso  stars,  that  glide  behind  them  or  bt- 

tween, 
Now  q>arkling,  now  bedimmed,  but  alw^i 

seen — 
Ton  crescent  moon,  as  fixed  as  if  it  grew 
In  its  own  cloudless,  starless  lake  of  Une: 
I  see  them  all  so  excellent]  j  fair — 
I  see,  not  feel,  how  beantiAil  they  arel 

m. 

My  genial  spirits  fail ; 

And  what  can  these  avail 
To  lift  the  smothering  weight  from  off  119 
breast f 

It  were  a  vain  endeavor, 

Though  I  should  gaze  forever 
On  that  green  light  that  lingers  in  the  west; 
I  may  not  hope  from  outward  forms  to  win 
The  passion  and  the  life  whose  fbontains  m 
within. 

IV. 

0  lady  I  we  receive  bat  what  we  gn% 
And  in  our  life  alone  does  nature  live; 
Ours    is    her  wedding-garment,     onra  bci 
shroud ! 
And  would  wo  aught  behold  of  higbci 
worth 
Than  that  inanimate  cold  world  allowed 
To  the  poor,  loveless,  ever-anxions  crowd— 
Ah  I  from  the  soul  itself  must  issue  forth 
A  light,  a  glory,  a  fair  luminous  cloud 

Enveloping  the  earth ; 
And  from  the  soul  itself  must  there  be  eent 
A  sweet  and  potent  voice  of  its  own  birth 
Of  all  sweet  sounds  the  life  and  element ! 

V. 

0  pure  of  heart !  thou  need'st  not  ask  of  dm 
What  this  strong  music  in  the  soul  may  be- 
What,  and  wherein  it  doth  exist — 
This  light,  this  glory,  tliis  fair  luminous  mift 
This  beautiful  and  beauty-making  power. 
Joy,  virtuous  lady  I    Joy  that  ne*er  wa* 
given 
Save  to  the  pure,  and  in  their  purest  hom^ 
Life,  and  lifers  efllnenoe.  dond  at  once  td 
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'jf,  ladj.  Is  tbe  q)irit  and  the  power 
riiich,  wedding  nature  to  ns,  gives  in  dower 
A  Dew  earth  uid  new  heaven, 
ndreamt  of  bv  the  Bensoal  and  the  prond — 
Dj  la  the  sweet  voice,  J07  tbe  lominona 

We  in  oorselTes  r^oice  1 
tsd  thenoe  flows  all  that  cbomis  our  ear  or 

All  melodies  the  echoes  of  that  voioe, 
lH  ootoTB  s  snfiUaion  from  that  light 


here  was  a  time  when,  though  mypath  was 

This  J07  within  me  dallied  with  distrcaa ; 
lOiI  all  miifortnnoa  were  but  as  the  stuff 
Whence  fancj  made  me  dreams  of  bsppi- 

br  b<^  grew  round  me  like  the  twining 

ind  ftnita  and  foliage,  not  mj  own,  seemed 

lot  now  affllotiona  bow  me  down  to  earth, 
lor  oare  I  that  thej  rob  me  of  mj  mirtli ; 

But  oh  I  each  visitation 
kiq>ends  wliat  nature  gave  me  at  m;  birth. 

Iff  shaping  spirit  of  ima^nation. 
hr  not  to  think  of  what  I  needs  mnst  feel, 

Bnt  to  be  still  and  patient,  all  I  can ; 
bid  haply  bj  abstruse  research  to  steol 

From  mj  own  nature  all  the  natural  man — 

This  was  mj  sole  resource,  my  only  plan  ; 
nil  that  which  suits  a  part  infects  the  whole, 
&nd  now  is  almost  grown  the  habit  of  my 


Qenoc,  viper  thooghta,  that  coil  around  my 

ReaLty's  dark  dream ! 
\  tmn  from  yon,  and  listen  to  the  wind, 
Wbioh  long  has  raved  unnoticed.    What  a 

}f  agony,  by  torture  lengthened  ont, 

Hat  late  sent  forth  1  Thou  wind,  that  rnvest 

without  I 
Bare  orag,  or  monntdn-taim,  or  blasted 

tree, 
^pine-grove  wblther  woodman  Dever  olorob, 
h-Iooely  hoa*p,  Ion;  hdd  tht  irit<ih(ta*  home^ 


Methinke  were  fitter  instraments  for  thee, 
Mad  lutanist  1  who,  in  this  month  of  showens 
Of  dork  brown  gardens,  and  of  peeping 

Uowcra, 
Mak'st  devils'  yule,  with  worse  than  wintry 

song. 
The  blossoms,  buds,  and    timorous  leaves 
among! 
Thou  actor,  perfect  in  all  tragic  sonndsl 
Thou  mighty  poet,  e'en  to  fronzy  bold  I 
What  loU'stthon  now  abont? 
'T  is  of  the  mahiog  of  a  host  in  rout. 
With  groans  of  trampled  men,  with  smart- 
ing wounds — 
At  once  they  groan  with  pain,  and  shudder 

with  the  cold. 
But  hark  I  there  ia  a  panse  01  deepest  silence  I 
And  all  that  noise,  as  of  a  nisbing  crowd. 
With  groans,  andtremolona  sbudileringB— oil 
is  over — ' 
It  tolls  another  tale,  with  sounds  less  deep 
and  loud ; 
A  tale  of  leas  afiHght, 
And  tempered  with  delight. 
At)  Otway's  self   had    framed    the  t«nder 

'T  is  of  a  little  cbUd 
Upon  a  lonesome  wild— 
Xot  far  from  home,  bnt  she  hath  lost  her 

way; 
And  now  moans  loiv  in  bitter  grief  and 

fear — 
And  now  screams  loud,  and  hopes  to  make 
her  mother  hear. 


'Tis  midnight,  bnt  small  thoughts  have  I  of 

Full    seldom    may    my    friend    such  vigilf 

Visit  her,  gentle  sleep,  with  wings  of  heal- 
ing! 
And  may  this  atorm  be  but  a  moonti^D- 
birth ; 
Kay  all  the  stars  hang  bright  above  her 
dwelling. 
Silent  as  thimgb  they  watched  the  sleeping 
earth! 
With  light  heart  m&^  i9k\«  fu^., 
Gaj  fancy,  <Jhe«rtti  wjw — 
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Joy  lift  her  spirit,  joy  attune  her  voice  I 
To  her  may  all  things  live,  from  pole  to  pole — 
Their  life  the  eddying  of  her  living  sonl  I 

O  simple  spirit,  guided  from  ahove! 
Dear  lady !  friend  devoutest  of  my  choice  I 
Thus  may  est  thou  ever,  evermore  rejoice. 

Saxusl  Tatlok  Coxjdidgb. 


SIR  MARMADUKE. 

Sib  Mabmadukb  was  a  hearty  knight — 

Good  man  I  old  man ! 
He's  painted  standing  bolt  upright, 

With  his  hose  rolled  over  his  knee ; 
His  periwig 's  as  white  as  chalk, 
And  on  his  fist  he  holds  a  hawk; 

And  he  looks  like  the  head 
Of  an  ancient  family. 

His  dining-room  was  long  and  wide^ 

Good  man !  old  man  I 
His  spaniels  lay  by  the  fireside ; 

And  in  other  parts,  d'  ye  see, 
Cros2»-bows,  tobacco  pipes,  old  hats, 
A  saddle,  his  wife,  and  a  litter  of  cats ; 

And  he  looked  like  the  head 
Of  an  ancient  family. 

He  never  turned  the  poor  from  the  gate — 

Good  man !  old  man  I 
But  was  always  ready  to  break  the  pate 

Of  his  country's  enemy. 
What  knight  could  do  a  better  thing 
Than  serve  the  poor,  aud  fight  for  his  king? 

And  so  may  every  head 
Of  an  ancient  familv. 

Okokoe  Colmjlk,  "  the  younger." 


I  AM  A  FRLVR  OF  ORDERS  GRAY. 

I  AM  a  friar  of  orders  gray, 
And  down  in  the  valleys  I  take  my  way ; 
I  pull  not  blackberry,  haw,  or  hip- 
Good  store  of  veni?on  fills  my  scrip ; 
My  long  bead-roll  I  merrily  chant ; 
Wliere'er  I  walk  no  money  I  want. 


And  why  Vm  so  plmnp  the  reason  1 1 
Who  leads  a  good  life  is  sore  to  live  i 
What  baron  or  squire, 
Or  knight  of  the  shire, 
Lives  half  so  well  as  a  holy 

After  supper  of  heaven  I  dream, 
But  that  is  a  pullet  and  clouted  creai 
Myself  by  denial,  I  mortify — 
With  a  dainty  bit  of  a  warden  pie ; 
I  'm  clothed  in  sackcloth  for  my  sin- 
With  old  sack  wine  I  'm  lined  within 
A  chirping  cup  is  my  matin  song, 
And  the  vesper's  bell  is  my  bowl,  ding 
What  baron  or  squire. 
Or  knight  of  the  shire, 
Lives  half  so  well  as  a  holy 

JonrCrE 


THE  AGE  OF  WISDOM. 

Ho  I  pretty  page,  with  the  dimpled  chii 
That  never  has  known  the  barber's  A 

All  your  wish  is  woman  to  win ; 

This  is  the  way  that  boys  begin — 
Wait  till  you  come  to  forty  year. 

Curly  gold  locks  cover  foolish  brains; 

Billing  and  cooing  is  all  your  cheer — 
Sighing,  and  singing  of  midnight  strains 
Under  Bonnybell's  window  panes — 

Wait  till  you  come  to  forty  year. 

Forty  times  over  let  Michaelmas  pass ; 

Grizzling  hair  the  brain  doth  clear ; 
Then  you  know  a  boy  is  an  ass, 
Then  you  know  the  worth  of  a  lass- 

Once  you  have  come  to  forty  year. 

Pledge  me  round ;  I  bid  ye  declare, 

All  good  fellows  whose  beards  are  gr 
Did  not  the  fairest  of  the  fair 
Common  grow  and  wearisome  ere 
Ever  a  month  was  past  away  ? 

The  reddest  lips  that  ever  have  kissed, 
The  brightest  eyes  that  ever  have  she 

May  pray  and  whisper  and  we  not  list. 

Or  look  away  and  never  be  miasod  > 
£ie  yet  ever  a  monlh  is  gono. 
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'8  dead!  God  rest  her  bier — 
'  I  loved  her  twenty  years  syne  I 
's  married ;  bat  I  sit  here, 
and  merry  at  forty  year, 
)ing  my  nose  in  the  Gascon  wine. 

William  Maxxpxaob  Tkaokoat. 


TO  PERILLA. 

y  PeriUal  dost  thon  grieve  to  see 
.y  by  day,  to  steal  away  from  thee? 
ills  me  hence,  and  my  gray  hairs  bid 
come, 

aste  away  to  mine  eternal  home ; 
not  be  long,  Perillo,  after  this 
must  give  thee  the  snpremest  kiss. 
;vhen  I  am,  first  cast  in  salt,  and  bring 
f  the  cream  from  that  religious  spring, 
irhich,  Ferilla,  wash  my  hands  and  feet ; 
lone,  then  wind  me  in  that  very  sheet 
^vrapped  thy  smooth  limbs  when  thon 
didst  implore 

ids'  protection,  but  the  night  before ; 
'  me  weeping  to  my  turf,  and  there 
1  a  primrose,  and  with  it  a  tear, 
astly,  let  some  weekly  strewings  be 
id  to  the  memory  of  me ; 
(hall  my  ghost  not  walk  about,  but 
keep 
the  cool  and  silent  shades  of  sleep. 

BOBSBT  HismioK. 


THE  ONE  GRAY  HAIR. 

Thb  wisest  of  the  wise 

listen  to  pretty  lies. 
And  love  to  hear  them  told ; 

Doubt  not  that  Solomon 

Listened  to  many  a  one — 
in  his  youth,  and  more  when  he  grew 
old. 

1  never  sat  among 

The  choir  of  wisdom^s  song. 

But  pretty  lies  loved  I 
As  much  as  any  king — 
"When  youth  was  on  the  wing, 
mut  it  then  be  told?)  when  youth  had 
quite  gone  by. 
9J 


Alas  I  and  I  have  not 
The  pleasant  hour  forgot, 

When  one  pert  lady  said — 
"  0,  Landor  I  I  am  quite 
Bewildered  with  affright ; 
I  see  (sit  quiet  now !)  a  white  hair  on  youi 
head  I " 

Another,  more  benign. 
Drew  out  that  hair  of  mine, 
And  in  her  own  dark  hair 
Pretended  she  had  found 
That  one,  and  twirled  it  round. 
Fair  as  she  was,  she  never  was  so  fair. 

Waltbi  Bataqi  Lamdoil 


THE  LAST  LEAF. 

I  SAW  him  once  before, 
As  he  passed  by  the  door; 

And  again 
The  pavement-stones  resound 
As  he  totters  o'er  the  ground 

With  his  cane. 

They  say  that  in  his  prime, 
Ere  the  pruning-knife  of  time 

Cut  him  down. 
Not  a  better  man  was  found 
By  the  crier  on  his  round 

Through  the  town. 

But  now  he  walks  the  streetS) 
And  he  looks  at  all  he  meets 

So  forlorn; 
And  ho  shaken  his  feeble  head. 
That  it  seems  as  if  he  said, 

"  They  ore  gone." 

The  mossy  marbles  rest 

On  the  lips  that  he  has  pressed 

In  their  bloom; 
And  the  names  he  loved  to  hear 
Have  been  carved  for  many  a  yeai 

On  the  tomb. 

My  grandmamma  has  laid — 
Poor  o\d\eA^\  f^^SE^^^aiV 
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Long  ago — 
That  ho  had  a  liomtm  noao, 
And  his  cht-et  was  liie  a  roM 

In  the  Minw. 


Bttn 


And  it  ro^ts  upon  his  chin 

Like  a  stoif ; 
And  a  crook  is  in  his  back. 
And  a  melanobol;  crack 

In  hiB  laugb. 

I  know  it  ia  a  sin 

FortDti  Ui  v'itiuid  ( 
At  hiin  here. 

But  theolil  Chre«-c 

And  the  breeches- 
Are  BO  qnoerl 

And  if  I  should  Un       « 
The  k'it  leaf  upon  th 

lu  iho  Hpring, 
Let  Uicm  smile,  as  I  do  now, 
Ai.  liiu  uld  foraoken  bougb 

Where  I  diog. 

OuTu  Teidiu.  Bouns. 


MEMOKT. 

I'uB  mother  of  the  mnKs,  we  are  taoght, 
li  memof? ;  ebe  has  kit  me ;  they  remaio, 
And  shake  m;  shoulder,  urging  me  to  sing 
About  the  summer  days,  ray  loves  of  old. 
"Alasl  alasl  "  is  sU  t  can  replj. 
Hemorj  has  left  with  roe  that  name  alone, 
HarmooiouB  name,  which  other  bards  may 

sing. 
But  her  bright  image  in  roj  darkest  hour 
Cornea  back,  in  vain  comes  back,  called  or 

iiQcaUed. 
Forgotten  are  the  nnmes  of  Tlsttors 
Ready  n>  presit  m;  band  bnt  yesterday ; 
Forgotten  aro  the  names  of  earlier  friends 
Whose  genial  converse  and  glad  eoontenance 
Are  freeh  as  ever  to  mine  ear  and  eye ; 
To  these,  when  1  have  wricten,  and  besought 
Remembrance  of  me,  the  word  "Dear"  aione 
Baaga  on  the  upper  *eTge,  ssA  n^la  in  laio. 
A  UeMiDg  wert  thou,  0  o\>Uvto[l, 


If  thy  sLream  carried  onl^r  weed*  w 
But  vomal  and  anlumnal  flowen  al 
It  burriw  doB-n  to  wither  od  the  el 


WAITING  BY  THE  GAIXJ 

BuinB  a  mnssive  gateway  btiilt  op  I 

gone  by, 
HpoQ  whose  top  the  clooda  in  elemiH 

"*■  1 

Fhile  streams  the  evening  ^nsitiiiial 

wood  and  lea,  I 

stand  and  calmly  wMt  till  tlie  Uof 

lie  tree   togia  faintly  rosHe    benea 

brcoKe^a  flight, 
L  soft  and  suothing  sonnd,  yet  il  wtuiq 
the  night; 
hear  the  wuodlhra$h  [nping  one  ) 
descant  more, 
And  Sfi'ut  Uio  Uowcrs  tli.it  blow  vf 
heat  of  day  is  o'er. 

Behold  the  portals  open,  and  o'er  the 

old,  DOW, 
There  steps  a  weary  one  with  a  pale  ■ 

rowed  brow ; 
His  connt  of  years  is  full,  bis  allotted 

wrought; 
He  passes  to  his  rest  from  a  place  thsi 


In  eodnees  then  I  ponder  how  qnidJ 

the  honr 
Of  hnmao  strength  and  action,  man's  c 

and  his  power. 
I  muse. while  still  the  woodthmsh  sng 

the  golden  day. 
And  as  I  look  down  and  listen  thei 

wears  away. 

Again  the  binges  tnm,  and  a  youUi, 

ing,  throws 
A  look  of  longing  backward,  and  S(V) 

ly  goes; 
A  blooming  maid,  unbinding  tb«  iw 

Uovea  monniftilly   awsy  from    vad 


THE    END    OF    THE    PLAY. 


««1 


1  glory  of  oar  race  that  so  suddenly  decays  I 
1  crimson  flash  of  morning  that  darkens  as 

we  gaze  I 
1  hreath  of  summer  hlossoms  that  on  the 

restless  air 
atters  a  moment^s  sweetness  and  flies,  we 

know  not  where  I 

[rieve  for  life's  hright  promise,  just  shown 
and  then  withdrawn ; 

it  still  the  sun  shines  round  me;  the  even- 
ing hird  sings  on, 

id  I  again  am  soothed,  and,  heside  the  an- 
cient gate, 

this  soft  evening  sunlight,  I  calmly  stand 
and  wait. 

oe  more  the  gates  are  opened ;  an  infant 
group  go  out, 

i  sweet  smile  quenched  forever,  and  stilled 
the  sprightly  shout. 

frail,  frail  tree  of  life,  that  upon  the  green- 
sward strows 
fair  young  huds  unopened,  with  every 
wind  that  hlows  I 

oome  from  every  region,  so  enter,  side  by 

side, 
» strong  and  faint  of  spirit,  the  meek  and 

men  of  pride, 
[>8  of  earth's  great  and  mighty,  between 

those  pillars  gray, 
1  prints  of  little  feet,  mark  the  dust  along 

the  way. 

I  some  approach  the  threshold  whose  looks 

are  blank  with  fear, 
{  some  whose  temples  brighten  with  joy 

in  drawing  near, 
if  they  saw  dear  faces,  and  caught  the 

gracious  eye 
lim,  tlie  sinless  teacher,  who  came  for  us 

to  die. 

irk  the  joy,  the  terror ;  yet  these,  within 

my  heart, 
neither  wake  the  dread  nor  the  longing 

to  depart; 
,  in  the  sunshine  streaming  on  quiet 

wood  and  lea, 
ind  a&d  oifanlj  wait  till  the  hinges  turn 

WitUAM  CULLMK  BmYAMT. 


THE  END  OF  THE  PLAY. 

The  play  is  done — the  curtain  drops. 

Slow  falling  to  the  prompter's  bell ; 
A  moment  yet  the  actor  stops, 

And  looks  around,  to  say  farewell. 
It  is  an  irksome  word  and  task ; 

And,  when  he 's  laughed  and  said  his  say, 
He  shows,  as  he  removes  the  mask, 

A  face  that 's  any  thing  but  gay. 

One  word,  ere  yet  the  evening  ends- 
Let  's  close  it  with  a  parting  rhyme ; 

And  pledge  a  hand  to  all  young  fncnd;^ 
As  fits  the  merry  Christmas  time ; 

On  life's  wide  scene  you,  too,  have  pnrtfl. 
That  fate  ere  long  shall  bid  you  play ; 

Good-night  I — with  honest  gentle  hearts 
A  kindly  greeting  go  alway ! 

Good-night! — ^I'd  say  the  griefs,  the  jo}*!!, 

Just  hinted  in  this  mimic  page. 
The  triumphs  and  defeats  of  boys, 

Are  but  repeated  in  our  age ; 
I  'd  say  your  woes  were  not  less  keen, 

Your  hopes  more  vain,  than  those  of  men  • 
Your  pangs  or  pleasures  of  fifteen 

At  forty-five  playe<l  o'er  again. 

I  'd  say  we  suffer  and  we  strive 

Not  less  nor  more  as  men  than  boys — 
With  grizzled  beards  at  forty-five, 

As  erst  at  twelve  in  corduroys ; 
And  if,  in  time  of  sacred  youth, 

We  learned  at  home  to  love  and  pray. 
Pray  heaven  that  early  love  and  truth 

May  never  wholly  pass  away. 

And  in  the  world,  as  in  the  school, 

I  'd  say  how  fate  may  change  and  shift— 
The  prize  be  sometimes  with  the  fool, 

The  race  not  always  to  the  swift ; 
Tlie  strong  may  yield,  the  good  may  fall. 

The  great  man  be  a  vulgar  clown. 
The  knave  be  lifted  over  all, 

The  kind"  cast  pitilessly  down. 

Who  knows  the  inscrutable  design  f 
Blessed  be  He  who  took  and  gave ! 

Why  should  your  raothw^  CVv«LT\<»^'w^xK^vK^ 
Be  weeping  fX  Yiw  dafto^^  ^gtK^^X 
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We  bow  to  heaven  that  willed  it  so, 
That  darklj  rnles  the  fate  of  all, 

That  sends  the  respite  or  the  blow, 
That 's  free  to  give  or  to  recall. 

This  crowns  his  feast  with  wine  and  wit — 

Who  bronght  him  to  that  mirth  and  state  ? 
His  betters,  see,  below  him  sit, 

Or  hunger  hopeless  at  the  gate. 
Who  bade  the  mnd  from  Dives'  wheel 

To  spnrn  the  rags  of  Lazams? 
CJorae,  brother,  in  that  dust  we  '11  kneel, 

Confessing  heaven  that  ruled  it  thus. 

So  each  shall  mourn,  in  life's  advance. 

Dear  hopes,  dear  friends,  untimely  killed — 
Shall  grieve  for  many  a  forfeit  chance, 

And  longing  passion  unfrdfilled. 
Amen  I — whatever  fate  be  sent. 

Pray  God  the  heart  may  kindly  glow, 
Although  the  head  with  cares  be  bent, 

And  whitened  with  the  winter  snow. 

Come  wealth  or  want,  come  good  or  ill. 
Let  young  and  old  accept  their  part, 

And  bow  before  the  awful  will, 
And  bear  it  with  an  honest  heail. 

Who  misses,  or  who  wins  the  prize- 
Go,  lose  or  conquer  as  you  can ; 

But  if  you  fail,  or  if  you  rise, 
Be  each,  pray  God,  a  gentleman. 

A  gentleman,  or  old  or  young ! 

(Bear  kindly  with  my  humble  lays ;) 
The  sacred  chorus  first  was  sung 

Upon  the  first  of  Christmas  days ; 
The  shepherds  heard  it  overhead — 

The  joyful  angels  raised  it  then : 
Glory  to  heaven  on  high,  it  Siiid, 

And  peace  on  earth  to  gentle  men  I 

My  song,  save  this,  is  little  worth  ; 

I  lay  the  weary  pen  aside, 
And  wish  you  health,  and  love,  and  mirth. 

As  fits  the  solemn  Christmas-tide. 
As  fits  the  holy  Christmas  birth, 

Be  this,  good  friends,  our  carol  still — 
Be  peace  on  earth,  be  peace  on  earth, 

To  men  of  gentle  will. 

William  MAEKPXAcm  TskOKKKA.T. 


TIME'S  CURE. 

MouBN,  0  rejoicing  heart! 

The  hours  are  flying; 
Each  one  some  treasure  takes, 
Each  one  some  blossom  breabs 

And  leaves  it  dying; 
The  chin,  dark  night  draws  nes 
The  sun  will  soon  depart, 

And  leave  thee  sighing, 
Then  mourn,  rejoicing  heart! 

The  hour  s  are  flying ! 


Rejoice,  0  grieving  heart! 

The  hours  fly  finst — 
With  each  some  sorrow  dieSi 
With  each  some  shadow  flies; 

Until  at  last 
The  red  dawn  in  Ihe  east 
Bids  weary  night  depart. 

And  pain  is  past ; 
Rejoice  then  grieving  heart! 

The  hours  fly  fast! 

Avon 


A  PETmON  TO  TIME. 

Touch  us  gently,  time  I 

Let  us  glide  adown  thy  stream 
Gently — as  we  sometimes  glide 

Through  a  quiet  dream. 
Humble  voyagers  are  we. 
Husband,  wife,  and  children  three 
(One  is  lost — an  angel,  fled 
To  the  azure  overhead !) 


Touch  us  gently,  time  1 

We've  not  proud  nor  soaring  wi 
Our  ambition,  our  content. 

Lies  in  simple  things. 
Humble  voyagers  are  we, 
O'er  life's  dim,  onsonnded  sea. 
Seeking  only  some  calm  clime ; — 
Touch  us  gently,  gentle  time ! 

Bakxt  Oobv 


I 
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SONG. 

Tims  is  a  feathered  thing, 

And  whilst  I  praise 

The  sparklings  of  thy  looks,  and  call  them 

rays, 
Takes  wing — 

Leading  behind  him,  as  he  flies, 
An  nnperceived  dimness  in  thine  eyes. 

ffis  minutes,  whilst  they  are  told, 
Do  make  os  old; 
And  every  sand  of  his  fleet  glass. 
Increasing  age  as  it  doth  pass. 
Insensibly  sows  wrinkles  here. 
Where  flowers  and  roses  did  appear. 

Whilst  we  do  speak,  our  fire 
Doth  into  ice  expire ; 
flames  torn  to  frost ; 
And  ere  we  can 

Know  how  onr  crow  tnms  swan, 
Or  how  a  sUver  snow 
Springs  there  where  jet  did  grow, 
Oar  fading  spring  is  in  doll  winter  lost. 

AjroNTMoua. 


THERE  ARE  GAINS  FOR  ALL  OUR 

LOSSES. 

Thers  are  gains  for  all  onr  losses — 
There  are  balms  for  all  onr  pain ; 
Bat  when  youth,  the  dream,  departs, 
It  takes  something  from  onr  hearts, 
And  it  never  comes  agun. 

We  are  stronger  and  are  better. 

Under  manhood's  sterner  reign  ; 
Still  we  feel  that  something  sweet 
Followed  youth,  with  flying  feet. 
And  will  never  come  again. 

Something  beaotifal  has  vanished. 
And  we  sigh  for  it  in  vain ; 

We  behold  it  everywhere, 

On  the  earth,  and  in  the  air, 
But  it  never  comes  again. 

RlOBABD  HSMST  BtOVDAJUik 


SONNET. 

Sad  is  our  youth,  for  it  is  ever  going, 
Crumbling  away  beneath  our  very  feet; 
Sad  is  our  life,  for  onward  it  is  flowing 
In  current  nnperceived,  because  so  fleet ; 
Sad  are  our  hopes,  for  they  were  sweet  in 

sowing — 
But  tares,  self-sown,  have  overtopped  the 

wheat ; 
Sad  are  our  Joys,  for  they  were  sweet  in 

blowing — 
And  still,  oh  still,  their  dying  breath  is  sweet ; 
And  sweet  is  youth,  although  it  hath  bereft 

us 
Of  that  which  made  our  childhood  sweeter 

still; 
And  sweet  is  middle  life,  for  it  hath  left  us 
A  nearer  good  to  cure  an  older  ill ; 
And  sweet  are  all  things,  when  we  learn  to 

prize  them 
Not  for  their  sake,  but  His  who  grants  them 

or  denies  them  I 

AUBBXT  DM  VbIC 


THE  SOUL'S  DEFIANCE. 

I  SAID  to  sorrow's  awAil  storm. 

That  beat  against  my  breast, 
Rage  on  I — ^thou  may'st  destroy  this  form, 

And  lay  it  low  at  rest ; 
But  still  the  spirit  that  now  brooks 

Thy  tempe.<t,  raging  high, 
Undaunted  on  its  fury  looks, 

With  steadfast  eye. 

I  said  to  penury's  meagre  train, 

Come  on  I  your  threats  I  brave ; 
My  last  poor  life-drop  you  may  drain, 

And  crush  me  to  the  grave ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  that  endures 

Shall  mock  your  force  the  while, 
And  meet  each  cold,  cold  grasp  of  youre 

Witli  bitter  smile. 

I  said  to  cold  neglect  and  scorn, 

Pass  on !  I  heed  you  not ; 
Ye  may  pursue  me  till  my  form 

And  bem^  c^tq  toT\||(A.\ 
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Yet  still  the  spirit  which  rou  see 

Undaunted  by  your  wiles. 
Draws  from  its  own  nobility 

Its  high-bom  smiles. 

I  said  to  friendship's  menaced  blow, 

Strike  deep !  my  heart  shall  bear ; 
Thou  canst  but  add  one  bitter  woe 

To  those  already  there ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  that  sustains 

This  last  severe  distress, 
Shall  smile  upon  its  keenest  pains, 

An  J  scorn  redress. 

I  said  to  death^s  uplifted  dart, 

Aim  sure  I  oh,  why  delay? 
Thou  wilt  not  find  a  fearful  heart — 

A  weak,  reluctant  prey ; 
For  still  the  spirit,  firm  and  free, 

Unruffled  by  this  last  dismay. 

Wrapt  in  its  own  eternity. 

Shall  pass  away. 

Latihia  Stoddabd. 


MUTABILITY. 

The  flower  that  smiles  to-day 

To-morrow  dies ; 
All  that  we  wish  to  stay 

Tempts,  and  then  flies ; 
What  is  this  world's  delight? 
Lightning  tliat  mocks  the  night. 
Brief  even  as  bright. 

Virtue,  how  frail  it  is  I 

Friendship  too  rare  I 
Love,  how  it  sells  poor  bliss 

For  proud  despair  I 
But  we,  though  soon  they  fall, 
Survive  their  joy,  and  all 
Which  ours  we  call. 

Whilst  skies  are  blue  and  bright, 
Whilst  flowers  are  gay, 

Whilst  eyes  that  change  ere  night 
Make  glad  the  day, 

WhDst  yet  the  calm  hours  creep. 

Dream  thou  I  and  from  thy  sleep 

Then  \iake  to  weep. 

Pbbot  Btbshs  Sbsllbt. 


STA^"ZAS. 

Mt  life  is  like  the  sunmier  rose 

That  opens  to  the  morning  sky, 
But,  ere  the  shades  of  evening  dot 
Is  scattered  on  the  ground — to  ( 
Yet  on  the  rose^s  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  sbi 
As  if  she  wept  the  waste  to  see- 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me 

My  life  is  like  the  autumn  leaf 

That  trembles  in  the  moon's  pal 
Its  hold  is  frail — its  date  is  brief^ 
Restless — and  soon  to  pass  awi 
Yet,  ere  that  leaf  shall  faU  and  f» 
The  parent  tree  will  mourn  its  sh 
The  winds  bewail  the  leafless  tre< 
But  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  for 

My  life  is  like  the  prints  which  ft 
Have  left  on  Tampa's  desert  sti 
Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shall  beat, 
All  trace  will  vanish  from  the : 
Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 
All  vestige  of  the  human  race, 
On  that  lone  shore'  loud  moans  th 
But  none,  alas  I  shall  mourn  for  i 

RiCHAKD   HmT 


NO  MORE. 

Mt  wind  has  turned  to  bitter  nort 

That  was  so  soft  a  south  before ; 
My  sky,  that  shone  so  sunny  brigh 

With  foggy  gloom  is  clouded  o'e 
My  gay  green  leaves  are  yellow-bl 

Upon  the  dank  autumnal  floor; 
For  love,  departed  once,  comes  ba< 

No  more  agdn,  no  more. 

A  roofless  ruin  lies  my  home, 
For  winds  to  blow  and  rains  to 

One  frosty  night  befell — and  lo  I 
I  find  my  summer  days  are  o'er. 

Tlie  heart  bereaved,  of  why  and  h 
Unknowing,  knows  that  yet  bei 

It  had  what  e'en  to  memory  now 

Returns  no  more,  no  more. 

AxTHum  HirsB 
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SONG. 

Oh  Bay  not  that  my  heart  is  cold 

To  anght  that  once  could  warm  it — 
That  nature's  form,  so  dear  of  old, 

No  more  has  power  to  charm  it ; 
Or  that  the  ungenerous  world  can*  chill 

One  glow  of  fond  emotion 
For  those  who  made  it  dearer  still, 

And  shared  my  wild  devotion. 

Still  oft  those  solemn  sceues  I  yiew 

In  rapt  and  dreamy  sadness — 
Oft  look  on  those  who  loved  them  too, 

With  fjEuicy's  idle  gladness ; 
Again  I  longed  to  view  the  light 

In  nature's  features  glowing, 
Again  to  tread  the  mountain's  height, 

And  taste  the  soul's  o'erflowiog. 

Stem  duty  rose,  and,  frowning,  flung 

His  leaden  chdn  around  me ; 
With  iron  look  and  sullen  tongue 

He  muttered  as  he  hound  me : 
'*The    mountfdn    hreeze,    the   houndless 
heaven, 

Unfit  for  toil  the  creatnre ; 
These  for  the  free  alone  are  given — 

But  what  have  slaves  with  nature  ? " 

Chaelss  Wolts. 


ODE  TO  DUTY. 

Brbn  daughter  of  the  voice  of  God  t 
O  duty !  if  that  name  thou  love 
Who  art  a  light  to  guide,  a  rod 
To  check  the  erring,  and  reprove — 
Thou,  who  art  victory  and  law 
When  empty  terrors  overawe ; 
From  vain  temptations  dost  set  fVee, 
And  calmest  the  weary  strife  of  frail  hu- 
manity I 

There  tfe  who  ask  not  if  thine  eye 
Re  on  them ;  who,  in  love  and  truth, 
Where  no  misgiving  is,  rely 
Upon  the  genial  sense  of  youth : 
Glad  hearts  I  without  reproach  or  hlot, 
Who  do  thy  work,  and  know  it  not ; 


Long  may  the  kindly  impulse  last  I 
But  thou,  if  they  should  totter,  teach  them 
to  standfast! 

Serene  will  he  our  days  and  bright^ 
And  happy  will  our  nature  be. 
When  love  is  an  unerriog  light. 
And  joy  its  own  security. 
And  they  a  blissful  course  may  hold 
Even  now,  who,  not  unwisely  bold. 
Live  in  the  spirit  of  this  creed ; 
Yet  fiud  that  other  strength,  according  U\ 
their  need. 

I,  loving  freedom,  and  untried. 
No  sport  of  every  random  gust, 
Yet  being  to  myself  a  guide, 
Too  blindly  have  reposed  my  trust ; 
And  oft,  when  in  my  heart  was  heard 
Thy  timely  mandate,  I  deferred 
The  task,  in  smoother  walks  to  stray ; 
But  thee  I  now  would  serve  more  strictly, 
if  I  may. 

Through  no  disturbance  of  my  soul, 
Or  strong  compunction  in  me  wrought, 
I  supplicate  for  thy  control. 
But  in  the  quietness  of  thought; 
Me  this  unchartered  freedom  tires ; 
I  feel  the  weight  of  chance  desires, 
My  hopes  no  more  must  change  their  name, 
I  long  for  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  same. 

Stern  lawgiver  I  yet  thou  dost  wear 
The  Godhead^s  most  benignant  grace ; 
Nor  know  we  any  thing  so  fair 
As  is  the  smile  upon  thy  face ; 
Flowers  laugh  before  thee  on  their  beds, 
And  fragrance  in  thy  footing  treads ; 
Thou  dost  preserve  the  stars  from  wrong ; 
And  the  most  ancient  heavens,  through 
thee,  are  fVcsh  and  strongs 

To  humbler  functions,  awful  power  1 
I  call  thee :  I  myself  commend 
Unto  thy  guidance  from  this  hour; 
Oh,  let  my  weakness  have  an  end ! 
Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise. 
The  spirit  of  self-sacrifice ; 
The  confidence  of  reason  give ; 
And  in  the  light  of  truth  tliy  bondman  lof 
me  live  I 

'79  VUJLKA '^  ^'1SIB«< 
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^HY  THUS  LONGING. 

Why  thus  longiDg,  thus  for  ever  sighing, 
For  the  far-off,  nnattained  and  dim, 

While  the  heaatifol,  all  round  thee  lying, 
Offers  up  its  low,  perpetual  hymn  ? 

Wouldst  thou  listen  to  its  gentle  teaching. 
All  thy  restless  yearnings  it  would  still ; 

Leaf  and  fiowcr  and  laden  hee  are  preaching 
Thine  own  sphere,  though  humhle,  first  to 
fill. 

Poor  indeed  thou  must  he,  if  around  thee 
Thou  no  ray  of  light  and  joy  canst  throw — 

[f  no  silken  cord  of  love  hath  hound  thee 
To  some  little  world  through  weal  and  woe; 

If  no  dear  eyes  thy  fond  love  can  hrighten — 
No  fond  voices  answer  to  thine  own ; 

If  no  brother's  sorrow  thou  canst  lighten. 
By  daily  sympathy  and  gentle  tone. 

Not  by  deeds  that  win  the  crowd's  applauses, 
Not  by  works  that  give  thee  world-renown, 

Not  by  martyrdom  or  vaunted  crosses, 
Canst  thou  win  and  wear  the  immortal 
crown. 

Daily  struggling,  though  unloved  and  lonely, 
Every  day  a  rich  reward  will  give ; 

ThOu  wilt  find,  by  hearty  striving  only. 
And  truly  loving,  thou  canst  truly  live. 

Dost  thou  revel  in  the  rosy  morning, 
When  all  nature  hails  the  lord  of  light, 

And  his  smile,  the  mountain-tops  adorning, 
Robes    yon    fragrant  fields    in    radiance 
bright  ? 

Other  hands  may  grasp  the  field  and  forest. 
Proud  proprietors  in  pomp  may  shine ; 

But  with  fervent  love  if  thou  adorcst. 
Thou  art  wealthier — all  the  world  is  thine. 

Yet  if  through  earth's  wide  domains  thou 
revest. 

Sighing  that  they  art  not  thine  alone, 
Not  those  fair  fields,  but  thyself  thou  lovest, 

And  their  beauty,  and  thy  wealth  are  gone. 


Nature  wears  the  oolor  of  the  spirit; 

Sweetly  to  her  worshipper  Aie  sings; 

All  the  glow,  the  grace  she  duth  inherit, 

Bound  her  trusting  child  she  fondly  fli 

Habbtw  Wmu 


LOSSES. 


Upon  the  white  sea-sand 
There  sat  a  pilgrim  band, 

TeUing  the  losses  that  their  lives  had  kno 
While  evening  waned  away 
From  breezy  diff  and  bay. 

And  the  strong  tides  went  out  with  w< 
moan. 

One  spake,  with  quivering  lip, 
Of  a  fiair  freighted  ship. 

With  all  his  household  to  the  deep  gone  do 
But  one  had  wilder  woe — 
For  a  fair  face,  long  ago 

Lost  in  the  darker  depths  of  a  great  tow 

There  were  who  mourned  their  y 
With  a  most  loving  ruth. 

For  its  brave  hopes  and  memories  ever  gi 
And  one  upon  the  west 
Turned  an  eye  that  would  not  ra 

For  far-off  hills  whereon  its  joy  had  be( 

Some  talked  of  vanished  gold. 

Some  of  proud  honorstold, 
Some  spake  of  friends  that  were  their 
no  more ; 

And  one  of  a  green  grave 

Beside  a  foreign  wave, 
That  made  him  sit  so  lonely  on  the  shoi 

But  when  their  tales  were  done, 
There  spake  among  them  one, 

A  stranger,  seeming  from  all  sorrow  fr€ 
'^  Sad  losses  have  ye  met, 
But  mine  is  heavier  yet ; 

For  a  beheving  heart  hath  gone  from  m 

"  Alas !  "  these  pilgrims  said, 

"  For  the  living  and  the  dead — 

For  fortune's  cruelty,  for  love's  sure  crc 

For  the  wrecks  of  land  and  sea  I 

But,  however  it  came  to  thee. 

Thine,  stranger,  is  life's  last  and  heaviest ! 

FsAsoa  Bn 
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HUMAN  FRAILTY. 

and  irresolate  is  man ; 

purpose  of  to-day, 
1  with  pains  into  his  plan, 
morrow  rends  awaj. 

ow  well  bent,  and  smart  the  spring, 
e  seems  already  slain; 
assion  radely  snaps  the  string, 
1  it  revives  again. 

foe  to  his  upright  intent 
is  out  his  weaker  part; 
3  engages  his  assent, 
pleasare  wins  his  heart 

ere  the  folly  of  the  wise 
ongh  all  his  art  we  view ; 
v^hile  his  tongne  the  charge  denies, 
conscience  owns  it  tme. 

I  on  a  voyage  of  awful  length 
i  dangers  little  known, 
mger  to  superior  strength, 
i  vainly  trusts  his  own. 

irs  alone  can  ne^er  prevail 

reach  the  distant  coast ; 

reatb  of  heaven  must  swell  the  sail, 

all  the  toil  is  lost. 

WtLUAX  OOWPXB. 


rHE  GOOD  GREAT  MAN. 

dom,  Mend,  a  good  great  man  in- 
erits 

'  and  wealth,  with  all  his  worth  and 
ainsi 

a  story  from  the  world  of  spirits 
my   man   obtains   that   which   he 
lerita, 
Y  merits  that  which  he  obtains. 

me,  mj  friend  I   renounce  this  idle 

Mn! 

ooldst  thou  have  a  good  great  man 

btainf 


Wealth,  title,  dignity,  a  golden  chain. 
Or  heap  of  corses  which  his  sword  hath  sluin  f 
Goodness  and  greatness  are  not  means,  but 
ends. 

Hath  he  not  always  treasures,  always  friends, 
The  great  good  man  ?    Three  treasures — ^love, 
and  light. 
And  calm  thoughts,  equable  as  infantas 
breath; 
And  three  fast  friends,  more  sure  than  day  oi 
night — 
Himself,  his  maker,  and  the  angel  death. 

Samitu.  Tatlob  Goubioob. 


SONNETS. 

ON  HIS  BSUrO  ABBIVBD  TO  TZIX  AOB  OP 
TWUSm-TTOMM. 

How  soon  hath  time,  the  subtle  thief  of 

youth, 
Stolen  on  his  wing  my  three-and-twentieth 

year! 
My  hasting  days  fly  on  with  full  career. 
But  my  late  spring  no  bud  or  blossom 

showeth. 
Perhaps  my  semblance  might  deceive  the 

truth. 
That  I  to  manhood  am  arrived  so  near ; 
And  inward  ripeness  doth  much  less  appear 
That  some  more  timely-happy  spirits  in- 

du'th. 
Yet  be  it  less  or  more,  or  soon  or  slow. 
It  shall  be  still  in  strictest  measure  even 
To  that  same  lot,  however  mean  or  high. 
Toward  which  time  leads  me,  and  the  will 

of  heaven : 
All  is,  if  I  have  grace  to  use  it  so. 
As  ever  in  my  great  task-master's  eye. 


ON  THE  LATB  MAS8A0BB  IX   PIEDMONT. 

Avenge,  0  Lord,  thy  slaughtered   saints, 

whose  bones 
Lie  scattered  on   the  Alpine  mountains 

cold! 
Even  them  who  kept  thy  truth  ao  ^at^  o^ 

old, 
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When  all  onr  fathers  worshipped  stookB 

and  stones, 
Forget  not!  in  thy  book  record  their  groans 
Who  were  thy  sheep,  and  in  their  anient 

fold 
Slain   hj   the    bloody    Piemontese,  that 

rolled 
Mother  with  infant  down  the  rocks.    Their 

moans 
The  vales  redoubled  to  the  hills,  and  they 
To  heaven.     Their  martyred  blood  and 

ashes  sow 
O'er  all  th'  Italian  fields,  where  still  doth 

sway 
The  triple  tyrant;    that   from  these  may 

grow 
A  hnndred  fold,  who,  having  learned  thy 

way. 
Early  may  fly  the  Babylonian  woe. 


ON  HIS  BLINDNESS. 

When  I  consider  how  my  light  is  spent 
Ere  half  my  days,  in  this  dark  world  and 

wide, 
And  that  one  talent  which  is  death  to 

hide 
Lodged  with  me  useless,  though  my  soul 

more  bent 
"Co  serve  therewith  my  maker,  and  present 
My  true  account,  lest  he  returning  chide^ 
"Doth  God    exact    day -labor,  light   de- 
nied ? " 
I  fondly  ask ;  but  patience,  to  prevent 
fluit  murmur,  soon  replies  :  "  God  doth  not 

need 
Either  man's  work,  or  his  own  gifts ;  who 

best 
Bear  his  mild  yoke,  they  serve  him  best ; 

his  state 
Is  kingly ;  thousands  at  his  bidding  speed, 
And  post   o'er  land  and  ocean  without 

rest; 

They    also    serve  who    only    stand    and 

wait." 

John  Milton. 


ROBIN  HdOD. 

No !  those  days  are  gone  away, 
And  their  hoars  are  old  and  graj, 
And  their  minutes  buried  all 
Under  the  down-trodden  pall 
Of  the  leaves  of  many  years ; 
Many  times  have  winter's  shears, 
Frozen  north,  and  ohUling  east 
Sounded  tempests  to  the  feast 
Of  the  forest's  whispering  fleeo«> 
Since  men  knew  nor  rent  nor  leas 

No !  the  bugle  sounds  no  more^ 
And  the  twanging  bow  no  more; 
Silent  is  the  ivory  shrill, 
Past  the  heath  and  up  the  hill ; 
There  is  no  mid-forest  laugh, 
Where  lone  Echo  gives  the  half 
To  some  wight  amazed  to  hear, 
Jesting,  deep  in  forest  drear. 

On  the  fairest  time  of  June 
You  may  go,  with  sun  or  mooo, 
Or  the  seven  stars,  to  light  you, 
Or  the  polar  ray  to  right  you; 
But  you  never  may  behold 
Little  John,  or  Robin  bold — 
Never  one,  of  all  the  elan, 
Thrumming  on  an  empty  can 
Some  old  hunting  ditty,  while 
He  doth  his  green  way  beguile 
To  fair  hostess  merriment, 
Down  beside  the  pasture  Trent ; 
For  he  left  the  merry  tale. 
Messenger  for  spicy  ale. 

Gone  the  merry  morris  din ; 
Gone  the  song  of  Gamelyn ; 
Gone  the  tough-belted  outlaw. 
Idling  in  the  *green6  shawe^^ 
All  are  gone  away  and  past  I 
And  if  Robin  should  be  cast 
Sudden  from  his  tufted  grave. 
And  if  Marian  should  have 
Once  again  her  forest  days, 
She  would  weep,  and  he  would  c 
He  would  swear — for  all  his  oaki 
Fallen  beneath  the  dock-yard  str 
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Have  rotted  on  the  briny  sens ; 
She  would  weep  that  her  wild  bees 
Sang  not  to  her — strange  I  that  honey 
Can't  be  got  without  hard  money! 

So  it  is  I  yet  let  us  sing 
Honor  to  the  old  bow-string  I 
Honor  to  the  bngle  horn  I 
Honor  to  the  woods  onshom ! 
Honor  to  the  Lincoln  green  I 
HonOT  to  the  archer  keen  I 
Honor  to  tight  little  John, 
And  the  horse  he  rode  apon ! 
Honor  to  bold  Robin  Hood, 
Sleeping  in  the  underwood  I 
Honor  to  maid  Marian, 
And  to  all  the  Sherwood  clan  I 
Though  their  days  have  harried  by, 
Let  us  two  a  harden  try. 

John  EsAUb 


H I  THE  PLEASANT  DAYS  OF  OLD  I 

B !  the  pleasant  days  of  old,  which  so  often 

people  praise ! 
roe,  they  wanted  all  the  laxaries  that  grace 

onr  modem  days : 
are  floors  were  strewed  with  rashes — the 

walls  let  in  the  cold ; 
h  I  how  they  mast  have  shiyered  in  those 

pleasant  days  of  old  I 

h  I  those  ancient  lords  of  old,  how  magnifi- 
cent they  were ! 

hey  threw  down  and  imprisoned  kings — ^to 
thwart  them  who  might  dare? 

hey  raled  their  serfs  right  sternly;  they 
took  from  Jews  their  gold — 

ibove  both  law  and  equity  were  those  great 
lords  of  old  I 

Ih!  the  gallant  knights  of  old,  for  their 

▼alor  so  renowned  I 
^ith  sword  and  lance,  and  armor  strong, 

they  scoured  the  country  round ; 
Jid  whenever  aught  to  tempt  them  they 

met  by  wood  or  wold, 
\j  ri|^  of  sword  they  seized  the  prize — 

those  gallant  knights  of  old  I 


Oh  I  the  gentle  dames  of  old  I  who,  quite 

free  from  fear  or  pain, 
Could  gaze  on  Joust  and  tournament,  and  see 

their  champions  slain ; 
They  lived  on  good  beefsteaks  and  ale,  which 

made  them  strong  and  bold — 
Oh  I  more  like  men  than  women  were  those 

gentle  dames  of  old  I 

Oh  I  those  mighty  towers  of  old  I  with  their 
turrets,  moat  and  keep, 

Their  battlements  and  bastions,  their  dun- 
geons dark  and  deep. 

Full  many  a  baron  held  his  court  within  the 
castle  hold ; 

And  many  a  captive  languished  there,  in 
those  strong  towers  of  old. 

Oh  I  the  troubadours  of  old !  with  their  gen- 
tle minstrelsie 

Of  hope  and  Joy,  or  deep  despair,  whichever 
their  lot  might  be— 

For  years  they  served  thoir  ladye-love  ere 
they  their  passions  told— 

Oh !  wondrous  patience  most  have  had  those 
troubadours  of  old ! 

Oh  I  those  blebsed  times  of  old  \  with  their 

chivahy  and  state ; 
I  love  to  read  their  chronicles,  which  such 

brave  deeds  relate ; 
I  love  to  sing  their  ancient  rhymes,  to  hear 

their  legends  told — 

But,  heaven  be  thanked  I  I  live  not  in  those 

blessed  times  of  old ! 

Fbahom  Bbowx. 


THE  WHITE  ISLAND ; 

OB,      PLAOB      OF     THE     BLB8T. 

In  this  world,  the  islo  of  dreams, 
WMle  we  sit  by  sorrow's  streams, 
Tears  and  terrors  are  our  themes, 

Reciting', 
But  when  once  from  hence  we  flie, 
More  and  more  approaching  nigh 
Unto  young  etemitie, 


700 


POEMS    OF    SENTIMENT    AND    REFLECTIOA. 


In  tbat  whiter  island,  where 
Things  are  evermortj  sincere— 
Oandor  here  and  lostre  there 

Delighting. 
There  no  monstrous  fancies  shall 
Out  of  hell  an  horror  call, 
To  create,  or  cause  at  all, 

Affrighting ; 
There  in  calm  and  cooling  sleep 
We  our  eyes  shall  never  steep, 
But  eternal  watch  shall  keep, 

Attending 

Pleasures,  such  as  shall  pursue 

Me  immortalized,  and  you — 

And  fresh  joys,  as  never  to 

Have  ending. 

BoBiBT  HmiMnir, 


THE  HAPPY  VALLEY. 

I. 

[t  was  a  valley  filled  with  sweetest  sounds ; 

A  languid  music  haunted  everywhere — 
Like  that  with  which  a  summer  eve  ahounds, 
From  rustling  com,  and  song-hirds  calling 
clear 
Down  sloping  uplands,  which  some  wood  sur- 
rounds. 
With  tinkling  rills  just  heard,  but  not  too 
near; 
And  low  of  cattle  on  the  distant  plain. 
And  peal  of  far-off  bells — ^now  caught,  then 
lost  agftin. 


it  seemed  like  Eden's  angol-peopled  vale. 
So  bright  the  sky,  so  soft  the  streams  did 
flow; 
Such  tones  came  riding  on  the  musk-winged 
gale 
The  very  air  seemed  sleepily  to  blow ; 
And  choicest  flowers  enamelled  every  dale, 
Flushed  with  the  richest  sunlight's  rosy 
glow : 
It  was  a  valley  drowsy  with  delight — 
Such  fragrance  floated  round,  such  beauty 
dimmed  the  sight 


m. 

The  gdden-helted  bees  hummed  ii  the 
The  tall   silk  grasses   bent  and 
along; 
The  trees  slept  in  the  steeping  son 
glare; 
The  dreamy  river  chimed  its  nnders 
And  took  its  own  free  oonrse  witt 
care; 
Amid  the  boughs  did  lute-tonged 
sters  throng, 
And  the  green  valley  throbbed  beneatl 

lays, 
Which  echo  echo  chased  through  n 
leafy  maze. 


And  shapes  were  there,  like  ^lirits  ( 

flowers, 
Sent  down  to  see  the  summer  be 

dress, 
And  feed  their  fragrant  mouths  with 

showers ; 
Their  eyes  peeped  out  from  many  a 

recess. 
And  their  fair  forms  made  light  the  thi 

bowers; 
The  very  flowers  seemed  eager  to  ca 
Such  living  sisters;  and  the  boughs, 

leaved, 
Clustered  to  catch  the  sighs  their  pearl-f 

bosoms  heaved. 


V. 

One  through  her  long  loose  hair  was 

ward  peeping. 
Or  throwing,  with  ndsed  arm,  the 

aside; 
Another  high  a  pile  of  flowers  was  her 
Or  looking  love-askance,  and,  wh 

scried, 
Her  coy  glance  on  the  bedded  greer 

keeping ; 
She  pulled  the  flowers  t6  pieces, 

sighed — 
Then  blushed,  hke  timid  daybreak,  wh 

dawn 
Looks  crimson  on  the  night,  and  then  a 

withdrawn. 


{ 
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VI. 

One,  with  her  warm  and  milk*white  arms 

oatspread, 
On  tip-toe  tripped  along  a  snn-lit  glade — 
Valf  tamed  the  matchless  sculpture  of  her 

head, 
And  half  shook  down  her  silken  drcliug 

braid. 
She  seemed  to  float  on  air,  so  light  she  sped ; 
,  Her  hack-blown  scarf  an  arched  rainbow 

made; 
Bbe  skimmed  the  wavy  flowers,  as  she  passed 

by, 

^fith  fidr  and  printless  feet,  like  clouds  along 
the  sky. 

VIL 

One  sat  alone  within  a  shady  nook, 
With  wild-wood  songs  the  lazy  hours  be- 
guiling; 
Or  looking  at  her  shadow  in  the  brook, 
Trying  to  frown — ^then  at  the  effort  smil- 
ing; 

\'  Her  langMng  eyes  mocked   every  serious 
look; 
T  was  as  if  Love  stood  at  himself  reviling, 
tt«  threw  in  flowers,  and  watched  them 

float  away ; 
Theo  at  her  beauty  looked,  then  sang  a 
sweeter  lay. 

vm. 

Otfaen  on  beds  of  roses  lay  reclined, 
The  regal  flowers  athwart  their  full  lips 
thrown. 
And  in  one  fragrance  both  their  sweets  com- 
bined. 
As  if   they  on  the  self-same  stem  had 

grown — 
Bo  oloee  were  rose  and  lip  together  twined, 
A  double  flower  that  from  one  bud  had 

blown; 
Tin  none  could  tell,  so  sweetly  were  they 

blended. 
Where  swelled  the  curving  lip,  or  where  the 

rose-bloom  ended. 


One^  half  asleep,  crushing  the  twined  flowers, 
Upon  a  velvet  slope  like  Dian  lay — 

t^dn  aa  a  lark  that  'mid  the  daises  cowers; 
Har  ]ooped*iip  tunic,  tossed  in  disarray, 


Showed  rounded  limbs  too  fair  for  earthly 

bowers ; 
They  looked  like  roses  on  a  cloudy  day. 
The  warm  white  dulled  amid   the  coldei 

green — 
The  flowers  too  rough  a  couch  that  lovelj 

shape  to  screen. 


Some  lay  like  Thetis'  nymphs   along    th< 
shore, 
With   ocean-pearl  combing  their  goldei 
locks. 
And  singing  to  the  waves  for  evermore- 
Sinking,  like  flowers  at  eve,  bedde  th< 
rocks, 
If  but  a  sound  above  the  muffled  roar 
Of  the  low  waves  was  heard.    In  littli 
flocks 
Others  went  trooping  through  the  woodei 

alleys, 
Their  kirtlcs  glancing  white,  like  streams  ii 
sunny  valleys. 

XI. 

They  were  such  forms  as,  imaged  in  thi 
night, 
Soil  in  our  dreams  across  the  heaven' 
steep  blue. 
When  the  closed  lid  sees  visions  streamini 
bright, 
Too  beautiful  to  meet  the  naked  view — 
Like  faces  formed  in  clouds  of  silver  light. 
Women  they  were  I  such  as  the  angel 
knew — 
Such  as  the  mammoth  looked  on  ere  he  fled^ 
Scared  by  the  lovers'  wings  that  streamed  ii 
sunset  red. 

TDOXAt  Hi 


ARRANMORE. 

O  Arrakmoee,  loved  Arranmore, 

How  ofl  I  dream  of  thee  I 
And  of  those  days  when  by  ttiy  shore 

I  wandered  young  and  free. 
Full  many  a  patli  I  've  tried  since  then, 

Through  pleasure's  flowery  maze, 
But  ne'er  could  find  the  h\\»  t\s^^ 

I  felt  \xi  t^oae  vwec^  ^^v 


POElilS    OF    SENTIHENT    AND    ttEFLECTION. 


How  blithe  upon  Uie  breeay  cllfffl 

At  eannj  mora  IVe  stood, 
■Willi  lieart  as  boimding  as  the  sliiffs 

That  danoed  along  the  fiood  I 
Or  whoD  the  weeteru  woTe  grow  liright 

With  dnjligLt'B  parting  wing, 
nave  soQght  that  Eden  io  its  light 

Which  droflmlng  poeta  sing — 

1'liRt  Eden  where  th'  immortal  brave 

Dwell  in  a  laud  serene — 
Whose  bowers  beyond 

At  simset,  oft  arc  ee. 
Ah  dreain,  too  fiiU  of  i 


Are  like  the  hopes  I  b 
As  Bunuj  and  as  rai 


HONEST  PC 

Is  there  for  honest  po 

Wba  haul's  !iU  heau,  aim 
Tlie  coward-oMve,  wo  posa  nim  uj; 
We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  thaL 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Our  toils  obscure,  and  a'  that ; 

The  rank  is  bat  the  guinea's  stamp — 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

What  tho'  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 
Wear  hodden  grey,  and  a'  that; 
Gic  fools  tJieirulks,  and  knaves  their  wine — 
A  man's  a  man  fur  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Their  tJnSel  show,  and  a'  that; 
The  honest  man,  though  o'er  sae  poor. 
Is  king  0*  men  for  a'  ttjat 

YcM  see  yon  birkie  ca'd  a  lord, 

Wha  strata,  and  stares,  and  a'  tliat — 
Tho'  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 
He  's  bat  a  ooof  for  a'  that ; 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

His  riband,  star,  and  a'  that; 
The  man  of  independent  mind, 
ne  looks  and  laughs  at  a'  that 

A  prinrn  can  mak  a  belted  knight, 
A  marquis,  dnRe,  and  a'  that ; 

Rnt  an  honest  man's  aboon  hts  might — 
OnJd  Jolth,  he  nunn&fa'  thaU 


For  n'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  digoittea,  and  a'  that; 
The  pith  o'  sense,  and  pride  if  i 

Are  higher  rocka  than  n'  tU 

Then  let  m  pray  that  come  it  may, 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that,  i 

Tliat  sense  and  worlli,  n'er  n'  the  4 

May  bear  the  gree,  aud  »'  that   ^ 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that,  4 

It's  coming  jet,  fora'that-- 

When  man  to  man,  the  waiU^ 

1         Shall  brothera  be  for  ft'  thali{ 

CONTEMPLATE  ALL  THIS  HI 

iNTKsinjirs  oil  this  work  of  tiro^ 
The  giant  laboring  tn  his  youth; 
Nor  dream  of  human  love  and  In 

I  dying  nature's  earth  and  lime : 

It  tm»t  that  those  ne  call  the  dead 
Are  breathers  of  an  ampler  day 
For  ever  nobler  ends.    They  a^ 
The  solid  earth  whereon  we  tread 

In  tracts  of  flnent  heat  began, 

And  grew  to  seeming  random  for 
The  seeming  prey  of  cyclic  Btomu 

Till  at  the  last  arose  the  man— 

Who  throve  and  branched  from  clime  t< 
The  herald  of  a  higher  race. 
And  of  himself  in  higher  place. 

If  so  he  types  this  work  of  time 

Within  himself  fh>m  more  to  more ; 
And  crowned  with  attribntes  of  i 
Like  glories,  move  his  course,  ant 

That  hfe  is  not  an  idle  ore, 

But  iron  dng  from  central  gloom, 

And  heated  hot  with  bunung  fyt. 

And  dipped  in  baths  of  hisring  tc 

And  battered  with  the  shocks  of  dooD 

To  shape  and  use.    Arise  and  fly 
The  reeling  fann,  tlie  eenanal  feai 
Move  upward,  worUng  out  the  b 

And  let  the  ape  and  tiger  die  I 
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IS  IT  COME  ? 

ae  f  tbej  said,  on  the  banks  of  the 

lie, 

ycked^  for  the  world's  long-promised 

bat  the  strife  of  Egypt's  toil, 
be  desert's  sand  and  the  granite  gray, 
e  pyramid,  temple,  and  treasared 
)ad, 
inly  ask  for  her  wisdom's  plan ; 

ns  of  the  tyrant's  dread — 
ere  was  hope  when  that  day  began. 

!dee  came,  with  his  starry  lore, 
11  lit  np  Babylon's  crown  and  creed ; 
ks  were  stamped  on  the  Tigris  shore 
igns  which  oar  sages  scarce  can  read, 
aas'  temple,  and  Nimrod's  tower, 
le  of  the  old  east's  empire  spread 
ling  faith  and  nnqaestioned  power — 
U,  Is  it  come  ?  the  watcher  said. 

.  of  the  Persian's  worshipped  flame, 

cient  bondage  its  splendor  threw  ; 

ij  on  the  west  a  snnrise  came, 

Greece  to  her  freedom's  trust  was 

le; 

ams  to  the  utmost  ages  dear, 

luman  gods,  and  with  god-like  men, 

i\  the  far-off  day  seemed  near, 

t  that  looked  through  her  laurels  then. 

ans  conquered,  and  revelled  too, 
lor,  and  faith,  and  power,  were  gone ; 
>er  old  Europe's  darkness  grew, 
ve  after  wave,  the  Goth  came  on. 
1  was  learning,  the  sword  was  law ; 
ople  served  in  the  oxen's  stead ; 
some  gleam  the  watcher  saw, 
crmore.  Is  it  come  ?  they  said. 

seer  that  question  caught, 
the  din  of  life's  fears  and  frets ; 
d  with  letters,  it  toile<l  with  thought, 
h  schools   and   creeds  which   the 
rth  forgets. 

•smen  trifle,  and  priests  deceive, 
aderE  barter  our  world  away — 
•  to  that  golden  promise  cleave, 
11,  9t  times,  Is  it  come  ?  they  say. 


The  days  of  the  nations  bear  no  trace 

Of  all  the  sunshine  so  far  foretold ; 
The  cannon  speaks  in  the  teacher's  place— 

The  age  is  weary  with  work  and  gold ; 
And  high  hopes  wither,  and  memories  wane, 

On  hearths  and  altars  the  fires  are  dead ; 
But  that  brave  faith  hath  not  lived  in  vain~ 

And  this  is  all  that  our  watcher  said. 

FB4KCB8  BbOWV. 


IF  THAT  WERE  TRUE ! 

'T  IS  long  ago, — we  have  toiled  and  traded, 
Have  lost  and  fretted,  have  gained  and  grieve<l, 
Since  last  the  light  of  that  fond  faith  faded ; 
But,  friends — ^in  its  day — what  we  believed  I 
The  poets'  dreams  and  the  peasants'  stories^ 
Oh,  never  will  time  that  trust  renew  I 
Tet  they  were  old  on  the  earth  before  us, 
And  lovely  tales, — had  they  been  true  I 

Some  spake  of  homes  in  the  greenwood  hid 

den. 
Where  age  was  fearless  and  youth  was  free- 
Where  none  at  life's  board  seemed  guestf 

unbidden. 
But  men  had  years  like  the  forest  tree : 
Goodly  and  fair  and  full  of  summer. 
As  lives  went  by  when  the  world  was  new, 
Ere  ever  the  angel  steps  passed  from  her, — 
Oh,  dreamers  and  bards,  if  tliat  were  true  I 

Some  told  us  of  a  stainless  standard — 
Of  hearts  that  only  in  death  grew  cold. 
Whose  march  was  ever  in  freedom's  van 

guard. 
And  not  to  be  stayed  by  steel  or  gold. 
The  world  to  their  very  graves  was  debtor— 
The  tears  of  her  love  fell  there  like  dew ; 
But  there  had  been  neither  slave  nor  fetter 
This  day  in  her  realms,  had  that  l>ecn  true  I 

Our  hope  grew  strong  as  the  giant-slayer. 
They  told  that  life  was  an  honest  game. 
Where  fortune  favored  the  fiiircst  player. 
And  only  the  false  found  loss  and  blame — 
That  men  were  honored  for  gifts  and  graces 
And  not  for  the  prizes  folly  drew ; 
But  there  would  be  many  a  chan^  of  ^Uc^^. 
In  liovek  and  YiS^  Vt  iO^bX  ^«t^  Vx\i^\ 
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Some  said  to  our  silent  souls,  What  fear  je  t 
And  talked  of  a  love  not  based  on  day — 
Of  faith  tliat  wonld  neither  wane  nor  weary, 
With  all  the  dnst  of  the  pilgrim^s  day; 
They  said  that  fortune  and  time  were  changers, 
But  not  by  their  tides  snch  friendship  grew; 
Oh,  we  had  never  been  trusUess  strangers 
Among  our  people,  if  that  were  true  I 

And  yet  since  the  fmry  time  hath  perished. 

With  all  its  freshness,  from  hills  and  hearts, 

The  last  of  its  love,  so  vainly  cherished. 

Is  not  for  these  days  of  schools  and  marts. 

Up,  up !  for  the  heavens  still  circle  o^er  us ; 

There 's  wealth  to  win  and  there 's  work  to  do. 

There 's  a  sky  above,  and  a  grave  before  us — 

And,  brothers,  beyond  them  all  is  true  I 

FKAHoas  Baowx. 


THE  WORLD. 

T  IB  all  a  great  show, 

The  world  that  we  're  in — 
None  can  tell  when  't  was  finished. 

None  saw  it  begin ; 
Men  wander  and  gaze  through 

Its  courts  and  its  halls. 
Like  children  whose  love  is 

The  picture-hung  walls. 

There  are  flowers  in  the  meadow. 

There  are  clouds  in  the  sky — 
Songs  pour  from  the  woodland. 

The  waters  glide  by; 
Too  many,  too  many 

For  eye  or  for  ear. 
The  sights  that  we  see. 

And  the  sounds  that  we  hear. 

A  weight  as  of  slumber 

Comes  down  on  the  mind ; 
So  swift  is  life's  train 

To  its  objects  we  're  blind; 
I  myself  am  but  one 

In  the  fleet-gliding  show — 
Like  others  I  walk, 

But  know  not  where  I  go. 

One  saint  to  another 
I  heard  say  "  How  long  ? " 

I  listened,  but  naught  more 
I  heard  of  his  song ; 


The  shadows  are  walking 

Through  dty  and  plain- 
How  long  shall  the  night 
And  ita  shadow  remain? 

How  long  ere  shall  shine,. 

In  this  glimmer  of  things, 
The  light  of  which  prophet 

In  prophecy  sings  f 
And  the  gates  of  that  iAtj 

Be  open,  whose  sun 
No  more  to  the  west 

Its  circuit  shall  nm  I 


BE  PATIENT. 

Bb  patient  I  oh,  be  patient  I    Pat  yoi 

against  the  earth ; 
Listen  there  how  noiselessly  the  genn 

seed  has  birth — 
How  noiselessly  and  gently  it  nphea 

little  way. 
Till  it  parts  the  scarcely  broken  gromi 

the  blade  stands  up  in  the  day. 

Be  patient  I  oh,  be  patient!    The  gei 

mighty  thought 
Must  have  their  silent  undergrowtii 

underground  be  wrought ; 
But  as  sure  as  there  's  a  power  that 

the  grass  appear. 
Our  land  shall  be  green  with  liber 

blade-time  shall  be  here. 

Be  patient  1  oh,  be  patient  I — go  and 

the  wheat  ears  grow — 
So  imperceptibly  that  ye  can  mark  nor 

nor  throe — 
Day  after  day,  day  after  day,  till  the 

ftdly  grown. 
And  then  again  day  after  day,  till  the  i 

field  is  brown. 

Be  patient !  oh,  be  patient  I — ^though  ; 

hopes  are  green. 
The  harvest  fields  of  freedom  shall  be 

ed  with  sunny  sheen. 
Be  ripening!  be  ripening!— mature  y 

lent  way. 
Till  the  whole  broad  land  is  tongue 

fire  on  freedom's  harvest  day  1 


EACH   AND    ALL. 
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THERE  BE  THOSE. 

£  be  those  who  sow  beside 
'aters  that  in  silence  glide, 
ng  no  eoho  will  declare  * 
3  footsteps  ever  wandered  there. 

oiseless  footsteps  pass  away, 
tream  flows  on  as  yesterday ; 
an  it  for  a  time  bo  seen 
efactor  there  had  been, 

link  not  that  the  seed  is  dead 
1  in  the  lonely  place  is  spread ; 
<aj  it  lives — ^the  spring  is  nigh, 
oon  its  life  shall  testify. 


lilent  stream,  that  desert  groand, 
3re  nnlovely  shall  be  found ; 
mattered  flowers  of  simplest  grace 
spread  their  beauty  round  the  place. 

oon  or  late  a  time  will  come 
witnesses,  that  now  are  dumb, 
^t«ftd  eloquence  sliall  tell 
whom  the  seed,  there  scattered,  felL 

BlKNABD  BASTOV. 


EACH  AND  AU.. 

.hinks,  in  the  field,  yon  red-cloaked 

lown 

from  the  hill-top  looking  down ; 

er  that  lows  in  the  upland  farm, 

*d,  lows  not  thine  car  to  charm ; 

x>n,  tolling  his  bell  at  noon, 

M>t  that  great  Napoleon 

B  liorse,  and  lists  with  delight, 

his  files  sweep  round   yon  Alpine 

eight; 

•west  thoa  what  argument 

to  thy  neighbor's  creed  has  lent 

leeded  by  each  one — 

is  fair  or  good  alone. 
93 


I  thought  the  sparrow's  not«  from  heaven. 
Singing  at  dawn  on  the  idder  bough ; 
I  brought  him  home,  in  his  nest,  at  even. 
He  sings  the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now ; 
For  I  did  not  bring  home  the  river  and 

sky: 
He  sang  to  my  ear — they  sang  to  my  eye. 

The  delicate  shells  lay  on  the  shore ; 
The  bubbles  of  the  latest  wave 
Fresh  pearls  to  their  enamel  gave, 
And  the  bellowing  of  the  savage  sea 
Greeted  their  safe  escape  to  me. 
I  wiped  away  the  weeds  and  foam — 
I  fetched  my  sea-bom  treasures  home ; 
But  the  poor,  unsightly,  noisome  things 
Had  left  their  beauty  on  the  shore. 
With  the  sun,  and  the  sand,  and  the  wild  up 
roar. 

The  lover  watched  bis  graceful  maid. 

As  'mid  the  virgin  train  she  strayed ; 

Nor  knew  her  beauty's  best  attire 

Was  woven  still  by  the  snow-white  choir. 

At  last  she  came  to  his  hermitage. 

Like  the  bird  from  the  woodlands  to  th« 

cage; 
The  gay  enchantment  was  undone — 
A  gentle  wife,  but  fairy  none. 

Then  I  said,  "I  covet  truth ; 
Beauty  is  unripe  childhood's  cheat — 
I  leave  it  behind  with  the  games  of  youth.** 
As  I  spoke,  beneath  my  foot 
The  ground-pine  curled  its  pretty  wreath, 
Bunning  over  the  club-moss  burrs ; 
I  inhaled  the  violet's  breath ; 
Around  me  stood  the  oaks  and  firs ; 
Pine-cones  and  acorns  lay  on  the  ground - 
Over  me  soared  the  eternal  sky. 
Full  of  light  and  of  deity ; 
Again  I  saw,  again  I  heard. 
The  rolling  river,  the  morning  bird ; 
Beauty  through  my  senses  stole — 
I  yielded  myself  to  tlie  i)erfect  whole. 

Bau«  Waldo 
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THE  LOST  CHURCH. 

[n  yonder  dim  and  pathless  wood 

Strange  sounds  are  heard  at  twilight  hour, 
And  peals  of  solemn  music  swell 

As  from  some  minster's  lofty  tower. 
From  age  to  age  those  sounds  are  heard, 

Borne  on  the  breeze  at  twilight  hour — 
From  age  to  age  no  foot  hath  found 

A  pathway  to  the  minster's  tower  I 

Late,  wandering  in  that  ancient  wood. 

As  onward  through  the  gloom  I  trod, 
From  all  the  woes  and  wrongs  of  earth 

My  soul  ascended  to  its  God. 
When  lo !  in  the  hushed  wilderness 

I  heard,  far  off,  that  solemn  bell : 
Still,  heavenward  as  my  spirit  soared, 

Wilder  and  sweeter  rang  the  knell. 

While  thus  in  holy  musings  wrapt. 

My  mind  from  outward  sense  withdrawn, 
Some  power  had  caught  me  from  the  earth, 

And  far  into  the  heavens  upborne. 
Methonght  a  hundred  years  had  passed 

In  mystic  visions  as  I  lay — 
When  suddenly  the  parting  clouds 

Seemed  opening  wide,  and  far  away. 

No  midday  sun  its  glory  shed, 

The  stars  were  shrouded  from  my  sight ; 
And  lo !  majestic  o'er  my  head, 

A  minster  shone  in  solemn  light. 
High  through  the  lurid  heavens  it  seemed 

Aloft  on  cloudy  wings  to  rise, 
Till  all  its  pointed  turrets  gleamed, 

Far  flaming,  through  the  vaulted  skies ! 

The  bell  with  full  resounding  peal 

Rang  booming  through  the  rocking  tower; 
So  hand  had  stirred  its  iron  tongue. 

Slow  swaying  to  the  storm-wind's  power. 
My  bosom  beating  like  a  bark 

Dashed  by  the  surging  ocean's  foam, 
[  trod  with  faltering,  fearful  joy 

The  mazes  of  the  mighty  dome. 

\  soft  light  through  tlie  oriel  streamed 
Like  summer  moonlight's  golden  gloom, 

Far  through  the  dusky  arches  gleamed, 
And  fiUed  with  glory  all  the  room. 


Pale  sculptures  of  the  sainted  dead 
Seemed  waking  from  their  i^  thnl 

And  many  a  glory-drcled  head 
Smiled  sadly  from  the  storied  waD. 

Low  at  the  altar's  foot  I  knelt. 

Transfixed  with  awe,  and  dumb  with 
For,  blazoned  on  the  vaulted  roof^ 

Were  heaven's  fiercest  glories  spreai 
Yet  when  I  raised  my  eyes  once  more 

The  vaulted  roof  itself  was  gone- 
Wide  open  was  heaven's  lofty  door. 

And  every  cloudy  veil  withdrawn  I 

What  visions  burst  upon  my  soul, 

What  joys  unutterable  there 
In  waves  on  waves  for  ever  roll 

Like  music  through  the  pulseless  li 
These  never  mortal  tongue  may  tell: 

Let  him  who  fain  woxdd  prove  then 
Pause  when  he  hears  that  solemn  kne 

Float  on  the  breeze  at  twilight  hoo] 

LUDWIO  USLAEk(0« 

Ptr^hraae  of  Bakab  Hbuot  Whrmav. 


THE  GARDEN  OF  LOVE. 

I  WENT  to  the  garden  of  love, 
And  saw  what  I  never  had  seen ; 
A  chapel  was  built  in  the  midst, 
Where  I  used  to  play  on  the  green. 

And  the  gate  of  this  chapel  was  sh 
And  "  thou  shalt  not "  writ  over  tl 
So  I  turned  to  the  garden  of  love 
That  so  many  sweet  flowers  bore. 

And  I  saw  it  was  filled  with  grave 

And  tomb-stones  where  flowers  sh 

And  priests  in  black  gowns  were 

their  rounds. 

And  binding  with  briars  my  joys 

sires. 

WnjjULM 
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TOE  PBOISLEM. 

ft  church ;  I  like  a  cowl — 

a  prophet  of  the  boh)  ; 

n  nij  heart  monsBtio  aisles 

M  sweet  atrains,  or  pensive  smiles ; 

it  for  all  his  faith  can  see, 

1  that  cowled  chnrchmon  be. 
hoald  the  vest  on  him  allure 

1  could  not  on  me  endure  ? 

om  a  vain  or  shallon-  thoiit't>t 
-fol  Jovo  yuung  Phidias  liroiit^ht ; 
from  lips  of  cuntiin);  fell 
.rilling  Delphic  uraclo ; 
urn  the  heart  of  nature  rolled 
irdena  of  the  bible  old ; 

le  Tolcano's  tongue  of  flame, 

m  the  burning  core  below — 

nticles  of  lovB  and  woe; 

iiid  that  rounded  Peter's  dome, 

ruined  the  aisles  of  Christian  Uotiic. 

:ht  in  n  and  sincerity ; 

If  from  God  he  could  not  free; 

ilded  better  thiui  he  knew — 

•nscious  stone  to  beautj'  grow. 

Ht  thou  what  wove  yon  woodbird's 

res,  and  foothere  from  her  brcost ! 
F  the  fish  ootbuilt  her  shell, 
ng  wiih  mom  each  unnunl  ceili 
V  the  siicred  pine-tree  ailds 
'  old  leaves  new  mjriad'4? 
nd  HI)  grew  these  holy  piles, 
,  love  and  terror  laid  the  tiles. 
proudly  wears  the  Parchenon, . 
.  best  gem  upon  her  zone : 
lorning  opes  with  Imste  her  lids 
«  upon  the  pyriimid«i 
n gland's  abbej'a  bendn  the  sky, 
itJ<  friends,  with  kindred  eye: 
tof  thought's  intcriiir  sphere 
wonders  ruM  to  np|rer  nir; 
atnre  gla<Uy  gave  thcin  |>laco, 
ed  them  into  her  race, 
ranted  them  an  eqaal  date 
Glides  ud  wltli  Ararat. 


These  temples  grew  as  grows  the  graso — 
Art  might  obey,  bat  not  surpoas. 
The  passive  master  lent  bis  hand 
To  the  vast  soul  that  o'er  hhn  planned ; 
And  the  same  power  that  rehired  the  shrini 
KestriMle  the  tribes  that  knelt  within. 
Ever  the  fiery  Pentecost 
Girds  with  one  flame  the  countless  host^ 
Trances  the  heart  through  chanting  cboini 
And  through  the  priest  the  mind  inspires. 
The  word  imto  the  prophet  spoken 
WuH  writ  on  tables  yet  onbroken ; 
The  word  by  seers  or  sibyls  told. 
In  groves  of  oak,  or  fanes  of  gold, 
Still  floats  upon  tlie  morning  wind, 
Still  whis|H.-rs  to  the  wiUing  mind. 
Oue  accent  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
The  heedless  world  hath  never  lost. 
1  know  what  say  the  fathers  wise — 
The  book  itself  before  me  lies- 
Old  Chrysostom,  best  Augustine, 
And  he  who  blent  both  in  his  line, 
Tlio  younger  gnlilen  lijis  or  mines'— 
Tuylor,  tlie  Shakespeare  of  divines; 

1  see  his  c<iwli-d  portrait  denr ; 
And  yet,  for  all  his  faith  eonhl  see, 
1  would  not  the  good  biahop  be. 


THE  COTTEirS  SATIRD.YT  NIGHT. 


.Mt    love<1,    my     honored,    much -respected 

No  mercenary  bard  his  hoinai.'e  pays ; 
With  honest  pride  I  scorn  cat^h  iiulfi:th  end, 
My  deareit  meed  a  friend's  esteem  and 

To  yon  I  sing,  in  sinijile  Scottish  lay^. 

"Hie  lowly  train  in  life's  acqneslered  acene ; 
The    native    feelings   strong,    tlie    guilelest 

What  Aiken  in  a  cottage  wonid  have  been; 
Ah!  tho'  his  worth  vmt\w«w,^M  V»Ji<^i» 
there.  I  veen. 
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N^ovember  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry  sngh ; 
The  short'ning  winter  day  is  near  a  close ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pltjQgh, 
The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  re- 
pose. 
The  toil-worn  cotter  frae  his  labor  goes — 

This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end — 
Collects  his  spades,   his  mattocks,  and  his 
hoes, 
Hoping  the  morn  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend ; 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  coarse  does 
hamoward  bend. 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view. 

Beneath  tiie  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th'  expectant  wee  things,  todlin,  stacher  thro' 
To  meet  their  dad  wi'  flichterin  noise  and 
glee. 
Uis  wee  bit  ingle  blinkin'  bonnilie, 
His  clean  hearth-stane,  his  thriftie  wifie's 
srnile, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 
Does  a'  hib  weary,  carking  cares  beguile, 
An'  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labor  and 
his  toil. 

Bely  ve  the  elder  bairns  come  drappin'  in — 
At  service  out,  amung  the  farmers  roun' ; 
Some  ca'  the  plough,  some  herd,  some  tentie 
rin 
A  cunnio  errand  to  a  neebor  town. 
Their  eldest  hopo,  their  Jenny,  woman  grown, 
In  youthfu'  bloom,  love  sparkling  in  her 
ee, 
Comes  harae,  perhaps,  to  shew  a  braw  new 
gown. 
Or  deposito  her  sair-won  penny  fee. 
To  help  lier  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hard- 
ship be. 

Wi' joy  nnleigned,  brothers  and  sisters  meet, 

An'  eaeh  for  others  weellare  kindly  spiers; 
The    social  hours,   swift-winged,   unnoticed 
fleet ; 

Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears; 
rhe  parents,  partial,  eyo  their  hopeful  years — 

Anticipation  forward  points  the  view. 
The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  sheers. 

Gars  auld  claes  look  amaist  as  weel  's  the 
new ; 

The  father  mixes  a'  w\'  admonW^oxi  d\xfe *. 


Their  masters'  and  their  mistrew 
mand 

The  yonnkers  a'  are  warned  to  ob< 
An'  mind  their  labourB  wi'  an  ejden) 

An'  ne'er,  tho'  ont  o'  sight,  to  jank 
An'  oh  I  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alw 

An'  nund  yonr  daty,  duly,  niom  ai 
Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  asl 

Implore  his  counsel  and  assisting  i 

They  never  sought  in  vain  that  soi 
Lord  aright ! 

But  hark  I  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the 
Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  t 

Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  oam  o'er  the 
To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  h 

The  wUy  mother  sees  the  conscious  i 
Sparkle  in  Jenny's  ee,  and  flnsh  he 

Wi'  heart-stmck,  anxions  care,  inqi 
name, 
While  Jenny  hafflins  is  afraid  to  ^ 
Weel  pleased  the  mother  hears 
wild,  worthless  rake. 

Wi'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  hli 
A  strappan  youth,  he  taks  the  ] 
eye; 
Bly the  Jenny  sees  the  visit 's  no  ill  t4 
The  father  cracks  of  horses,  plecq 
kye; 
The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflowi 
But  blate  and-laithfu',  scarce  can 
have; 
The  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  ca 
What  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfu' 

grave — 
Weel  pleased  to  think  her  bairn 's  r 
like  the  lave. 

0  happy  love  I  where  love  like  this  i 
0  heart-felt  raptures!  bliss  beyo 

pare! 

1  've  paced  much  this  weary  mortal  i 

And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  d 
If  heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly 
spare. 
One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  val* 
'T  is  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modesi 
In  other's  arms  breathe  ont  the  ten 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  thi 
the  evening  gale. 
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)re,  in  homan  form  that  bears  a  heart, 
wretch,  a  villain,  lost  to  love  and  truth, 
can,  with  studied,  slj,  ensnaring  art, 
traj  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 
d    on    his    i>eijured    arts!    dissembling 

smooth  I 
«  honor,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exiled  ? 
ere  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth, 
tots  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their 

chad— 
icn  paints  the  ruined  maid,  and  their  dis- 
traction wild  ? 

now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple 

board: 
tie  halesome  parritch,  chief  o'  Scotia's 

food; 
soup  their  only  hawkie  does  afford, 
bat  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her 

cud; 
dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood, 
0  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hained  kebbuck 

fell, 
aft  he 's  pressed,  and  afl  be  ca's  it  good ; 
be  frugal  wifie,  garrulous,  will  tell 
ow  h  was  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  lint  was 

i'  the  belL 

cheerfu'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face 
bey,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
sire  turns  o'er,  wi'  patriarchal  grace, 
be  big  ha'-bible,  ance  his  father's  pride : 
bonnet  rev'rcntly  is  laid  aside, 
is  lyart  haffets  wearin'  thin  and  bare ; 
le  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion 

glide 
e  wales  a  jiortion  with  judicious  care ; 
Qd  "Let  us  worship  God  I "  he  says  with 

solemn  air. 

f  chant  their  artless  not«*3  in  simple  guise ; 
ley  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest 

aim; 
laps  Dundee's  wild,  warbling  measures 

rise,   ' 
r  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  o'  the  name ; 
toble  £1^  beets  the  heavenward  flame — 
16  sweetest  far  o'  Scutia*s«  holy  lays ; 
pared  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 


The    tickled    ears  no  heart-felt  raptures 

raise — 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator'? 

praise. 

The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  page : 
How  Abraham  was  the  friend  of  'God  on 
high; 
Or  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny : 
Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  heaven's  avenging 
ire; 
Or  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry ; 
Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred 
lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme : 
How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was 
shed; 
How    he,  who  bore  in    heaven  the  second 
name, 
Ilad  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  his  head ; 
IIow  his  first  followers  and  servants  sped — 
The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a 
land; 
now  he,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished. 
Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand. 
And  heard  great  Babylon's  doom  pronounced 
by  heaven's  command. 

Then  kneeling  down  to  heaven's  eternal  king, 

The  saint^  the  father,   and  the  husband 

prays : 

Hope  ^*  springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing  " 

Tliat  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days ; 

There  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays, 

No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  tlie  bitter  tear- 
Together  hymning  their  creator's  praise, 
In  such  so<>iety,  yet  still  more  dear. 
While  circling  time  moves  round  in  ac 
eternal  spliere. 

Compared  with  this,  how  poor  religion's  pride. 

In  all  the  ]K)mp  of  method  and  of  art. 
When  men  display  to  congregations  wide 

Devotion's  every  grace  except  the  heart  I 
The  {lOwer,  incensed,  the  pageant  will  desert, 

The  p()m])ons  strain,  the  sacerdotA3L^&j;A!^\ 
But  haply,  in  s^>i\\^  ociXtSk^i^  iw  ^v^u 
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May  hear,  well  pleased,  the  language  of  the 

soul, 
And  in    his  boi>k  jf  life  the  inmates  poor 

enroll. 

iheu  homeward  all  take  off  their  several  way ; 

The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest ; 
The  ])arent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay. 

And  proffer  up  to   heaven  the  warm  re- 
quest 
That  ho  who  stills  the  raven's  clamorous  nest, 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flow^ery  pride, 
Would,  in  the  way  his  wisdom  sees  the  best, 

For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide — 

But  chiefly  in  their  hearts  with  grace  di- 
vine preside. 

From  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia's  grandeur 
springs, 
That  makes  her  loved  at  home,  revered 
abroad.  • 

Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings — 
"An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of 
God;" 
And,  certes,  in  fair  virtue's  heavenly  road, 
The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind. 
What  is  a  lordling's  pomp  ?  a  cumbrous  load, 
Disguising  oft  the  wret<;h  of  human  kind. 
Studied  in  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  re- 
fined! 

0  Scotia!  my  dear,  ray  native  soil! 
For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heaven  is 
sent! 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 
Be  blest  with  heiilth,  and  i)eAce,  and  sweet 
content ! 
And,  oh !  may  heaven  their  simple  lives  pre- 
vent 
From  luxury's  contiigion  weak  and  vile ! 
Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while. 
And  stand  a  wall  of  firo  around  their  much- 
loved  isle. 

U  thou !  who  poured  the  patriotic  tide 
That  streamed  through  Wallace's  undaunted 
heart — 

Who  dared  to  pobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 
Or  no))ly  die,  Uie  second  glorious  part — 


(The  patriot's  God  peculiarly  thou  ar 
Hb  fnend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  n 

Oh  never,  never  Scotia  8  reaim  desert 
Bnt  still  the  patriot  and  the  patriot 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  or 
and  guard! 

BOBSR 


HALLOWED  GROUND. 

What  's  hallowed  ground  ?    Has  eart! 
Its  maker  meant  not  should  be  tnxl 
By  man,  the  image  of  his  God 

Erect  and  firee. 
Unscourged  by  superstition's  rod 

To  bow  the  knee? 

That 's  hallowed  ground  where,  moon 

missed, 
The  lips  repose  our  love  has  kissed:— 
But  where  *s  their  memory's  mansion 

Yon  churchyard's  bowers! 
No !  in  ourselves  their  souls  exist, 

A  part  of  ours. 

A  kiss  can  consecrate  the  ground 
Where  mated  hearts  are  mutual  boum 
The  8j>ot  where  love's  first  links  were 

That  ne'er  are  riven, 
Is  hallowed,  down  to  earth's  profound 

And  up  to  heaven ! 

For  time  makes  all  but  true  love  old ; 
The  burning  thoughts  that  then  were 
Run  molten  still  in  memory's  mould ; 

And  will  not  cool 
Until  the  heart  itself  be  cold 

In  Lethe's  pool. 

What  hallows  ground  where  heroes  s 
'T  is  not  the  sculptured  piles  you  hea] 
In  dews  that  heavens  far  distant  wee 

Their  turf  may  bloom. 
Or  genii  twine  beneath  the  deep 

Their  coral  tomb. 

But  strew  his  ashes  to  the  wind  < 
Whose  sword  or  voice  has  served  ui 
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dead  wboee  glorious  mind 
thino  on  high  ?  — 
hearts  we  leave  behind 
t  to  die. 

to  fall  for  freedom's  right? 

alone  that  lacks  her  light  I 
ler  snllies  in  heaven's  sight 
word  he  draws : — 
alone  ennoble  fight  ? 
)le  cause  I 

!  and  welcome  war  to  brace 

4,  and  rend  heaven's  reeking  space  I 

I  planted  face  to  face, 

barging  cheer, 

cath  's  pale  horse  lead  on  the  chase, 

still  be  dear. 

our  trophies  where  men  kneel 
i! — But  heaven  rebukes  my  zeal, 
of  truth  and  human  weal, 
1  above  I 

from  the  sword's  appeal 
ace  and  love. 

re  I — the  cherubim  that  join 

ul  wings  o'er  devotion's  shrine  I 

und  in  vain,  and  temples  shine, 

3  they  are  not ; 

alone  can  make  divine 

on's  8|M)t 

tions  dost  thou  trust, 

Dus  rites  in  domes  august  ? 

^ring  stones  and  metal's  rust 

:he  vaunt, 

:an  bless  one  pile  of  dust 

;hime  or  chaunt. 

;  wood- worm  mocks  thee,  man  I 

js— creeds  themselves  grow  wan  1 

i  a  dome  of  nobler  span, 

pie  given 

that  bigots  dare  not  ban — 

ce  is  heaven  I 

ir-pictured   nature's  ceiling, 

ucing  the  rapt  spirit's  feeling, 

imself  to  man  revealing, 

irmonious  spheres 

3,  though  unheard  their  pealing 

rtalean. 


Fair  stars!  arc  not  your  beings  pure? 
Can  sin,  can  deatli,  your  worlds  obscure? 
Else  why  so  swell  the  thoughts  at  yon^ 

Aspect  above  ? 
Ye  must  be  heavens  that  make  us  suro 

Of  heavenly  love ! 

And  in  your  harmony  sublime 
I  read  the  doom  of  distant  time : 
That  man's  regenerate  soul  from  crime 

Shall  yet  be  drawn. 
And  reason,  on  his  mortal  clime. 

Immortal  dawn. 

What's  hallowed  ground?    'Tis  whatKivce 

birth 
To  sacred  thoughts  in  souls  of  worth  I — 
Peaoe  I  independence  I    truth  I  go  forth, 

Earth's  compass  round ; 
And  your  high  priesthood  shall  make  earth 
All  hallowed  ground ! 

Thomai  CAMnmUm 


THE  HAPPY  LIFE. 

How  happy  is  he  born  and  taught 
That  serveth  not  another's  will — 
Wliose  armor  is  his  honest  thought, 
And  simple  truth  his  utmost  skill ! 

Whose  passions  not  his  masters  are. 
Whose  soul  is  still  prepared  for  death    • 
Untied  unto  the  worldly  care 
Of  public  fame  or  private  breatli  I 

Who  envies  none  that  chance  doth  raise , 
Or  vice ;  who  never  understood 
How  deepest  wounds  are  given  by  praise 
Nor  rules  of  state,  but  rules  of  good ; 

Who  hath  his  life  from  humors  freed, 
Whose  conscience  is  his  strotig  retreat ; 
Whose  state  can  neither  flatterers  feed. 
Nor  ruin  make  accusers  great ; 

Who  God  doth  late  and  early  pray 
More  of  his  grace  than  gifts  to  lend ; 
And  entertains  the  harmless  day 
With  a  i7e\A-cihoMTi\Mo>L  c^t  %r\»fi.^\ 
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This  man  is  freed  from  servile  bands 
Of  hope  to  rise,  or  fear  to  fall — 
Lord  of  himself)  though  not  of  lands ; 
And,  haying  nothing,  yet  liath  all. 

Bnt  Hkkkt  Wottov. 


MAN. 


My  God,  I  heard  this  day 
That  none  doth  build  a  stately  habitation 
But  he  that  means  to  dwell  therein. 
What  house  more  stately  hath  there  been. 
Or  can  be,  than  is  man,  to  whose  creation 
All  things  are  in  decay  ? 

For  man  is  every  thing, 
And  more :  he  is  a  tree,  yet  bears  no  fruit ; 
A  beast,  yet  is,  or  should  be,  more — 
Reason  and  speech  we  only  bring. 
Parrots  may  thank  us,  if  they  are  not  mute — 
They  go  upon  the  score. 

Man  is  all  symmetric — 
Full  of  proportions,  one  limb  to  another. 
And  all  to  all  the  world  besides. 
Each  part  may  call  the  farthest  brother ; 
For  head  with  foot  hath  private  araitie. 

And  both  with  moons  and  tides. 

Nothing  hath  got  so  farre 
But  man  hath  caught  and  kept  it  as  his  prey. 
His  eyes  dismount  the  highest  starre  ; 
He  is  in  little  all  the  sphere. 
Herbs  gladly  cure  our  flesh,  because  that  they 
Finde  their  acquaintance  there. 

For  us  the  winds  do  blow. 
The  earth  doth  rest,  heaven  move,  and  foun- 
tains flow. 
Nothing  we  see  but  means  our  good, 
As  our  delight,  or  as  our  treasure ; 
The  wliole  is  either  our  cupboard  of  food 
Or  cabinet  of  pleasure. 

The  starres  have  us  to  bed — 
Sight  draw3  the  curtain,  which  the  sunne 
withdraws. 
Musick  and  light  attend  our  head ; 
All  things  unto  our  flesh  are  kinde 
fn  ilieir  descent  and  being — ^to  our  roinde 
In  their  ascent  and  c&xiae. 


Each  thing  is  fiill  of  dntie: 
Waters  onited  are  our  navigatioa— 
Distinguished,  onr  habitation ; 
Below,  oar  drink--raboTe,  our  mest; 
Both  are  our  cloanlinesse.      Hath  ow 
beantiet 
Then  how  are  all  things  neai! 

More  servants  wait  on  man 
Than  he  ^U  take  notice  ofL    In  every  pt 
He  treads  down  that  which  doth  be 

him 
When  sicknesse  makes  him  pale  ami 
0  mightie  love  I    Man  is  one  world,  sii< 
Another  to  attend  him. 

■ 

Since  then,  my  God,  thou  hat 
So  brave  a  palace  built,  oh  dwell  in  it, 
That  it  may  dwell  with  thee  at  last! 
Till  then  aflfbrd  us  so  much  wit 
That,  as  the  world  serves  ns,  we  may 
thee. 
And  both  thy  servants  be. 

QaoaOB  Bn 


HEAVENLY  WISDOM. 

Oh  happy  is  the  man  who  hcar<« 
Instruction's  warning  voice. 

And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice ; 

For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 
Than  east  or  west  unfold. 

And  her  reward  is  more  secure 
Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  vie 
A  length  of  happy  years ; 

And  in  her  left  the  prize  of  fame 
And  honor  bright  appears. 

She  guides  the  young,  with  innooi 
In  pleasure's  path  to  tread ; 

A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 
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ling  as  her  labors  rise, 
er  rewards  increase ; 
ays  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
all  her  paths  are  peace. 

JOHH   LOOAH. 


[)-TIME  AND  HARVEST. 

r  his  furrowed  fields,  which  lie 
:h  a  coldly-dropping  sky, 
lill  with  winter's  melted  snow, 
isbandman  goes  forth  to  sow : 

freedom,  on  the  bitter  blast 
mtnres  of  thy  seed  we  cast, 
mst  to  warmer  snn  and  rain 
i\l  the  germ,  and  fill  the  grain. 

alls  thy  glorions  serrico  hard  ? 
teems  it  not  its  own  reward? 
for  its  trials,  counts  it  less 
»e  of  praise  and  thankfulness? 

'  not  be  our  lot  to  wield 
ckle  in  the  ripened  field ; 
irs  to  hear,  on  summer  eves, 
taper's  song  among  the  sheaves ; 

here  our  duty's  task  is  wrought 
3on  with  God's  great  thought, 
i&r  and  future  blend  in  one, 
rhatsoe'er  is  willed  is  done  I 

urs  the  grateful  service  whence 
I,  day  by  day,  the  recompense — 
3pe,  the  trust,  the  purpose  staid, 
luntain,  and  the  noonday  shade. 

rere  this  life  the  utmost  span, 
ily  end  and  aim  of  man, 
'  the  toil  of  fields  like  these 
waking  dream  and  slothful  ease. 

fc,  though  falling  like  our  grain, 
hat  revives  and  springs  again ; 
arly  ca11e<l,  how  blest  are  they 
rait  in  heaven  their  harvest-day  I 
Jonr  Gmmmhlmaf  WmimmM. 


ODE. 

IXTIMATIONB  OF  UIMORTALITT   FBOM   RBOOIr 
LECTIONS   OF   EABLT  OHILDHOOD. 

I. 

Thssb  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove,  and 

stream, 
The  earth,  and  every  common  sight, 
To  me  did  seem 
Apparelled  in  celestial  light — 
The  glory  and  the  freshness  of  a  dream. 
It  is  not  now  as  it  hath  been  of  yore : 
Turn  wheresoe'er  I  may. 
By  night  or  day, 
The  things  which  I  have  seen,  I  now  can  eee 
no  more. 

II. 

The  rainbow  comes  and  goes. 
And  lovely  is  the  rose ; 
The  moon  doth  with  delight 
Look  round  her  when  the  heavens  are  bare ; 
Waters  on  a  starry  night 
Are  beautiful  and  fair ; 
The  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth  ; 
But  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  go, 
That  there  hath  passed  away  a  glory  from 
the  earth. 

III. 

Now,  while  the  birds  thus  sing  a  joyous  song, 
And  while  the  young  lambs  bound 
As  to  the  tabor's  sonnd^ 
To  me  alone  there  came  a  thought  of  grief ; 
A  timely  utterance  gave  that  thought  relief 

And  I  again  am  strong. 
The  cataracts  blow  their  trumpets  from  tho 

steep- 
No  more  shall  grief  of  mine  tho  season  wrong. 
I  hear  the  echoes  through  the  mountains 

throng ; 
Tlie  winds  come  to  me  from  tho  fields  of  sleep, 
And  all  the  earth  is  gay : 
Land  and  sea 
Give  themselves  up  to  jollity  ; 
And  with  the  heart  of  May 
Doth  every  beast  keep  holiday  ;— 
Thou  child  of  joy, 
Shout  round  me,  let  me  hear  thy  sUq^iU^^S^ss^ 
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IV. 

Ye  blossed  creatures  !  I  have  heard  the  call 

Ye  to  each  other  make ;  I  se« 
The  heavens  laugh  with  you  in  your  jubilee ; 
My  heart  is  at  your  festival, 
Mv  head  hath  its  coronal — 
The  fulness  of  your  bliss,  I  feel,  I  feel  it  all. 
Oh  evil  day !  if  I  were  sullen 
While  earth  herself  is  adorning, 

Tills  sweet  May -morning. 
And  the  children  are  culling 

On  every  side. 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  wide, 
Fresh  flowers;  while  the  sun  shines 
warm. 
And  the  babe  leaps  up  on  his  mother^s  arm — 
I  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear  I 
— But  there 's  a  tree,  of  many  one, 
A  single  field  which  I  have  looked  upon — 
Both  of  them  speak  of  something  that  is  gone ; 
The  pansy  at  my  feet 
Doth  the  same  tale  repeat. 
Whither  is  fled  the  visionary  gleam  ? 
Where  is  it  now,  the  glory  and  the  dream? 

V. 

Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  forgetting ; 
The  soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's  star. 

Hath  had  elsewhere  its  sotting. 
And  cometh  from  afar. 

Not  in  entire  forgetfulness, 

And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory,  do  we  come 

From  God,  who  is  our  home. 
Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy ! 
Shades  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  close 

Upon  the  growing  boy ; 
But  he   beholds  the  light,   and  whence  it 
flows — 

lie  sees  it  in  his  joy. 
The  youth,  who  daily  farther  from  the  east 

Must  travel,  still  is  nature's  priest, 

And  by  the  vision  splendid 

Is  on  his  way  attended  ; 
At  length  the  man  perceives  it  die  away. 
And  fade  into  the  liglit  of  common  day. 

VI. 

Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her  own. 
Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  own  natural  kind; 
^d,  even  with  something  of  a  mother's  mind. 


And  no  onworthj  aim, 

The  homely  nnrse  doth  all  she  c 

To  make  her  foster-child,  her  inmate  i 
Forget  the  glories  he  hath  knov 

And  that  imperial  palace  whence  he  a 

VII. 

Behold  the  child  among  hid  new-bom  bl 
A  six  years'  dariing  of  a  pigmy  sixe  I 
See,  where  'mid  work  of  his  own  hand  1 
Fretted  by  sallies  of  his  mother's  kiasefl 
With  light  apon  him  from  his  father's  < 
See,  at  his  feet,  some  little  plan  or  ehai 
Some  fragment  from  his  dream  of  hnnu 
Shaped  by  himself  with  newly-learned 
A  wedding  or  a  feetival, 
A  mourning  or  a  fimeral — 

And  this  hath  now  his  heart, 
And  unto  this  he  frames  his  son^ 
Then  will  he  fit  his  tongue 
To  dialogues  of  busineaei,  love,  or  strife ; 
But  it  will  not  be  long 
Ere  this  be  thrown  aside, 
And  with  new  joy  and  pride 
The  little  actor  cons  another  part — 
Filling  from  time  to  time  his  ^^ham 

stage'' 
With  all  the  persons,  down  to  palsied  aj 
That  life  brings  with  her  in  her  equipag 
As  if  his  whole  vocation 
Were  endless  imitation. 

VIIL 

Thou,  whose  exterior  semblance  doth  b 

Thy  soul's  immensity  I 
Thou  best  philosopher,  who  yet  dost  ke 
Thy  heritage !  thou  eye  among  the  blia 
That,  deaf  and  silent,  read'st  the  eternal 
Haunted  ft»r  ever  by  the  eternal  mind  1- 
Mighty  prophet  1  Seer  blest, 
On  whom  those  truths  do  rest 
Which  we  are  toiling  all  our  lives  to  fin 
In  darkness  lost,  the  darkness  of  the  gn 
Thou  over  whom  thy  immortality 
Broods  like  the  day,  a  master  o'l*  a  sla^ 
A  presence  which  is  not  to  be  put  oy ! 
Thou  little  child,  yet  glorious  in  the  mi, 
Of  heaven-bora  freedom  on  thy  being*s  b 
Why  with  such  earnest  pains  dost  thoi] 

voke 
The  years  to  bring  the  inevitable  joke. 
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blindly  with  thy  blessedness  at  strife  ? 

80on  thy  soul  shall  have  her  earthly 

freight, 
costom  lie  upon  thee  with  a  weight 
^y  as  frost,  and  deep  almost  as  life ! 

IX. 

Oh  joy  1  that  in  t>ur  embers 

Is  something  that  doth  live. 
That  nature  yet  remembers 
What  was  so  fugitive  I 
thought  of  our  past  years  in  me  doth 

breed 
etual  benediction  :  not,  indeed, 
hat  which  is  most  worthy  to  be  blest — 
:ht  and  Hberty,  the  simple  creed 
lildhood,  whether  busy  or  at  rest, 
new-fledged  hope  still  fluttering  in  his 

breast — 
Not  fur  these  I  raise 
The  song  of  thanks  and  praise ; 
3ut  for  those  obstinate  questionings 
>f  sense  and  outward  things, 
''allings  from  us,  vanishings, 
ilank  misgivings  of  a  creature 
ig  about  in  worlds  not  realized, 
Lustinctfl^  before  which  our  mortal  nature 
limbic  like  a  guilty  thing  surprised — 
But  for  those  first  aflections, 
Those  shadowy  recollections, 
rhich,  be  they  what  they  may, 
et  the  fountain-] iglit  of  all  our  day, 
et  a  master  light  of  all  our  seeing, 
>phold  us,  cherish,  and  have  power  to 

make 
oisy  years  seem  moments  in  the  being 
I  eternal  silence :  truths  that  wake, 

To  perish  never — 
I  neither  listlessness,  nor  mad  endeavor. 

Nor  man  nor  boy, 
1  that  is  at  enmity  with  joy, 
tterly  abolish  or  destroy  1 
ence  in  a  season  of  calm  weather. 
Though  inland  far  we  be, 
•ols  have  sight  of  that  immortal  sea 
Which  brought  us  hither — 
&n  in  a  moment  travel  thither, 
M  the  children  sport  ui>on  the  shore, 
letr  the  mighty  waters  rolling  ever- 
roort. 


Then  sing,  ye  birds,  sing,  sing  a  joyous  song  1 

And  let  the  young  lambs  bound 

As  to  the  tabor's  sound  I 
We  in  thought  will  join  your  throng, 

Ye  that  pipe  and  ye  that  play. 

Ye  that  through  your  hearts  to-day 

Feel  the  gladness  of  the  May ! 
What  though  the  radiance  which  was  once  so 

bright 
Be  now  for  ever  taken  from  my  sight. 

Though  nothing  can  bring  back  the 
hour 
Of  splendor  in  the  grass,  of  gi\*ry  in  the 
flower — 

We  will  grieve  not,  rathv*  find 

Strength  in  what  remains  behind : 

In  the  primal  sympathy 

Which,  having  been,  most  ever  be ; 

In  the  soothing  thoughts  that  spring 

Out  of  human  suffering ; 

In  the  faith  that  looks  through  death, 
In  years  that  bring  the  philosophic  mind. 

zi. 

And  O  ye  fountains,  meadows,  hiUs,  and 

groves. 
Forebode  not  any  severing  of  our  loves . 
Yet  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  feel  your  might ; 
I  only  have  relinquished  one  delight 
To  live  beneath  your  more  habitual  sway. 
I  love  the  brooks  which  down  their  channeb 

fret. 
Even  more  than  when  I  tripped  lightly  as 

they; 
The  innocent  brightness  of  a  new-born  day 

Is  lovely  yet ; 
The  clouds  that  gather  round  the  setting  sun 
Do  take  a  sober  coloring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o'er  man's  mortality : 
Another  race  hath  been,  and  other  palms  aru 

won. 
Thanks  to  the  human  heart  by  which  we  live, 
Thanks  to  its  tenderness,  its  joys,  and  fears-* 
To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can 

give 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears^ 

WnXlAM    WOKIMWOW. 
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Tliere  those  celestial  fires, 

Though  seemiDg  mute, 
The  fallacy  of  our  desires 

And  all  the  pride  of  life  confute. 

For  they  have  watched  since  first 

The  world  had  birth, 
And  found  sin  in  itself  accurst, 

And  nothing  permanent  on  earth. 

WlLUAlC     HABWOTOir. 
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THE  STURDY  ROCK,  FOR  ALL  HIS 
STRENGTH. 

The  sturdy  rock,  for  all  his  strength, 
By  raging  seas  is  rent  in  twain ; 

The  marble  stone  is  pierced  at  length 
With  little  drops  of  drizzling  rain ; 

The  ox  doth  yield  unto  the  yoke ; 

The  steel  obey^th  tlie  hammer  stroke ; 

The  stately  stag,  that  seems  so  stout, 
By  yelping  hounds  at  bay  is  set ; 

The  swiftest  bird  that  files  about 
Is  caught  at  length  in  fowler's  net ; 

The  greatest  fish  in  deepest  brook 

Is  soon  deceived  with  subtle  hook ; 

Teal  man  himself,  unto  whose  will 
AU  things  are  bounden  to  obey. 

For  all  his  wit  and  worthy  skill 
Doth  fade  at  length,  and  fall  away : 

There  is  no  thing  but  time  doth  waste — 

The  heavens,  the  earth  consume  at  last. 

But  virtue  sits  triumphing  still 
Upon  the  throne  of  glorious  fame ; 

Though  spiteful  death  man's  body  kill, 
Tet  hurts  he  not  his  virtuous  name. 

By  life  or  death,  whatso  betides, 

The  state  of  virtue  never  slides. 

AjrojTTiioira. 


VIRTUE. 

Swot  day,  so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright, 
Tlie  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky  1 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  fisill  to-night; 

For  thou  must  die. 


Sweet  rose,  whose  hue,  angry  and  brave, 
Bids  the  rash  gazer  wipe  his  eye  I 
Thy  root  is  ever  in  its  grave — 

And  thou  must  die. 

Sweet  spring,  full  of  sweet  days  and  roso? 
A  box  where  sweets  compacted  lie ! 
Tiiy  music  shows  ye  have  your  doses, 

And  all  must  die. 

Only  a  sweet  and  virtuous  soul, 
Like  seasoned  timber,  never  gives ; 
But,  though  the  whole  world  turn  to  coal 

Then  chiefly  lives. 
Obobob  H] 


DEATH'S  FINAL  CONQUEST. 

The  glories  of  our  birth  and  state 

Are  shadows,  not  substactial  things ; 
There  is  no  armor  against  fate — 
Death  lays  his  icy  hands  on  kings; 
Sceptre  and  crown 
Must  tumble  down. 
And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 
With  tliti  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade. 

Some  men  with  swords  may  reap  the  field, 
And  plant  fresh  laurels  where  they  kill ; 
But  their  strong  nerves  at  last  must  yield — 
They  tame  but  one  another  still ; 
Early  or  late 
They  stoop  to  fate, 
And  must  give  up  their  inunnuring  breatli. 
When  they,  pale  captives,  creep  to  death. 

The  garlands  wither  on  your  brow- 
Then  boast  no  more  your  mighty  deeds* 
Upon  death's  pur])le  altar,  now, 
See  where  the  victor  victim  bleeds! 
All  heads  must  come 
To  the  cold  tomb- 
Only  the  actions  of  the  just 
Smell  fiwo*'t  and  blossom  in  the  dust. 

Jaxbi  SniRLn 
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THE  HERMIT. 

At  the  close  of  the  day,  when  tlie  hamlet  is 

stiU, 
And'  mortals  the    sweets    of  forgctfulness 

prove, 
When  nought  hut  the  torrent  is  heard  on  the 

hill, 
And  nought  but  the  nightingale^s  song  in  the 

grove, 
T  was  thus,  bv  the  cave  of  the  mountain  afar, 
While  his  hurp  rung  symphonious,  a  hermit 

began; 
No  more  with  himself  or  with  nature  at  war, 
He  thought  as  a  sage,  though  he  felt  as  a  man : 

'^Ahl  why,  all  abandoned  to  darkness  and 
woe, 

Why,  lone  Philomela,  that  languishing  fall  ? 

For  spring  shall  return,  and  a  lover  bestow, 

And  sorrow  no  longer  thy  bosom  enthrall. 

But,  if  pity  inspire  thee,  renew  the  sad  lay — 

Mourn,  sweetest  complainer,  man  caUs  thee 
to  mourn  I 

Oh  soothe  him,  whose  pleasures  like  thine 
pass  away  I 

Full  quickly  they  pass — ^but  they  never  re- 
turn. 

*'  Now,  gliding  remote  on  the  verge  of  the  sky. 

The  moon,  half  extinguished,  her  crescent  dis- 
plays; 

But  lately  I  marked  when  majestic  on  high 

She  shone,  and  the  planets  were  lost  in  her 
blaze. 

Roll  on,  thou  fair  orb,  and  with  gladness  pur- 
sue 

The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  splendor  again! 

But  mairs  faded  glory  what  change  shall  re- 
new ? 

Ah,  fool  I  to  exult  in  a  glory  so  vain! 

"  'T  is  night,  and  the  landscape  is  lovely  no 
more. 

I  mourn — but,  ye  woodlands,  1  mourn  not  for 
you; 

For  mom  is  approaching  your  chamis  lo  re- 
store, 

Perfumed  with  fresh  f*'agrance.  and  glittering 
irjth  dew. 


Nor  yet  fur  the  ravage  of  n-inter  I  numiD- 
Kind  nature  the  embryo  bloasom  will  sare: 
But  when  shall  £>pring  visit  the  monlderiiii 

nmf 
Oh  when  shall  day  dawn  on  the  night  of  tlv* 

"  ^T  was  thus,  by  the  glare  of  &lse  science  1* 
trayed, 

That  leads  to  bewilder,  and  dazzles  to  blind, 

My  thoughts  wont  to  roam  from  shade  on- 
ward to  shade, 

Destmction  before  me,  and  sorrow  behind. 

'  Oh  pity,  great  Father  of  light,'  then  I  cried, 

'  Thy  creature,  who  fain  would  not  wander 
from  thee  I 

Lo,  humbled  in  dust,  I  relinquish  my  pride; 
I  From  doubt  and  from  darkness  thon  oolj 
canst  free.' 

^*  And  darkness  and  donbt  are  now  flying 

away; 
No  longer  I  roam  in  coi^ecture  forlorn. 
So  breaks  on  the  traveller,  faint  and  astrar« 
The  bright  and  the  balmy  effnlgence  of  more 
See  truth,  love,  and  mercy  in  triumph  d^ 

scending. 
And  nature  all  glowing  in  Eden^s  first  bloom! 
On  the  cold  cheek  of  death  smiles  and  rose? 

are  blending. 
And  beauty  immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb. 

Jamb  Bbaiuc. 


THE  STRIFE. 

The  wish  that  of  the  living  whole 

No  life  may  fail  beyond  the  grave  - 
Derives  it  not  from  what  we  have 

The  likest  God  within  the  soul  ? 

Are  God  and  nature  thon  at  strife. 

That  nature  lend<)  such  evil  dreanv' 
So  careful  of  the  type  she  seems, 

So  careless  of  the  smgle  life, 

.  That  I,  considering  every  where 

Her  secret  meaning  in  her  deeds, 
And  finding  that  of  fifty  seeds 
SVi<^  o^texv  bHuioi  but  one  to  bear — 


THE  BLEIP. 


I  folter  wbere  I  firmly  trod ; 

And,  bUing  with  my  weight  of  cures 
Upon  the  great  world's  altar-stairs, 

That  slope  through  darkneas  ap  to  God, 

I  atretch  lame  hands  of  faith,  and  grope, 
And  gather  dust  and  clia^  and  call 
To  what  I  fee.  is  Lord  of  all. 

And  faintl;  trnst  the  larger  hope. 

AxwiMB  Tuiirnoii. 


■BE  SLAVE  SINGING  AT  MIDSIGIIT. 

Loud  he  sang  the  psalm  of  David  t 
He,  a  negro  and  enslaved — 
Sang  of  larnel's  victory. 
Sang  of  Zion,  hright  and  free. 

In  that  hoar,  when  night  is  calmest, 
Sang  he  from  tlie  Ilehrew  psalmist, 
In  a  voice  so  sweet  and  clear 
That  I  could  not  choose  but  hear — 

Sough  of  triumpii,  and  ascriptions, 
Sneh  as  reached  the  swart  Egyptians, 
When  upon  tho  Red  Sea  coast 
rerished  Pharaoh  and  his  host 

And  the  voice  of  his  devotion 
Filled  my  soul  with  strange  emotion; 
For  its  tones  by  turns  were  glad, 
Sweetly  solemn,  wildly  sad. 

Panl  and  Silos,  in  their  prison. 
Bang  of  Christ,  the  Lord  arisen ; 
And  an  earth qnalic's  arm  of  might 
Broke  their  dungeon-gates  at  night. 

Bnt,  alasl  what  holy  nngel 
Brings  the  slave  this  glnd  evangel? 
And  what  earthquake'*)  arm  of  might 
Breaks  his  dangeon-gnte«  at  nightl 

Hnnnr  W^aavgnu  LovMrsLLO*. 


THE  si:eep 

Or  all  tho  thoug.its  of  God  that  are 
Borne  iuwnrd  unto  nouls  afar, 

Along  the  Psnitnist's  music  deep. 
Now  tell  me  if  tlint  any  is 
For  gift  or  grace  Burpassing  this — 

"Ilegiveth  his  beloved  sleep." 

What  would  we  give  to  our  belovedt 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved — 

Tlie  poet's  star-tuned  harp  to  sweep — 
The  nenate's  si  i  out  to  patriot's  vows — 
The  monarch's  crown,  to  light  tlic  browsl 

"Ile^veth  his  beloved  sleep." 

What  do  wo  give  to  our  beloved! 
A  little  faith,  all  undisproved — 

A  little  dust  to  overweep — 
And  bitter  memories,  to  make 
The  whole  earth  blasted  for  our  sake  I — 

"llegivetb  hie  beloved  sleep." 

■'Sleep  folt.  beloved!"  we  stime  times  say, 
But  have  no  tune  to  charm  away 

Bad  dreams  thntljirungh  the  eyelids  creep 
Hut  never  doleful  dream  again 
Shall  break  tiii  happy  slumber  when 

"Hegivath  his  beloved  sleep." 

O  enrtli,  so  full  of  dreary  noises ! 
O  men,  with  wailing  in  your  voices! 
0  delved  gold  the  wmler.'  heap! 

0  strife,  0  cnrse,  that  o'er  it  full! 
God  make^i  a  ulence  throogh  you  all, 

"Andgivetli  his  beloved  sleep." 

His  daw  drops  mutely  on  tho  liill; 
His  clonii  above  it  saileth  still, 

Though  on  its  slope  men  toil  and  reap. 
More  softly  than  the  dew  is  bhcd. 
Or  clond  is  floated  overhead, 

"llegivetb  his  Moved  sleep." 

Yea!  men  may  wonder  while  tlicy  scan 
A  living,  tLinking,  feeling  man 

In  stieh  a  rest  his  heart  to  keep; 
But  angels  aay — and  liimugh  the  word 

1  ween  their  hlfctad  w(c&«  S*\it».t& — 

"  Tie  pvelti  \Aa\«i\OT«A.  iwftV^ 
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For  me,  ray  heart  that  erst  did  go 
Most  like  a  tired  oiiild  at  a  &how, 

That  sees  through  tears  the  juggler's  leap. 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close — 
Would,  childlike,  on  His  love  repose 

Who  "  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

And  friends ! — dear  freinds  I — when  it  shall  be 
That  this  low  breath  is  gone  from  me, 

And  round  my  bier  ye  come  to  weep, 
Let  one,  most  loving  of  you  all, 
Say,  "  Not  a  tear  must  o'er  her  lall" — 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

EuzABSTH  Bassett  Bbowviho. 


AN  OLD  POET  TO  SLEEP. 

No  god  to  mortals  oftener  descends 
Than  thou,  0  sleep  I  yet  thee  the  sad  alone 
Livoke,  and  gratefully  thy  gift  receive. 
Some  thou  invitest  to  explore  the  sands 
Left  by  Pactolus ;  some  to  climb  up  higher. 
Where  points  ambition  to  the  pomps  of  war ; 
Others   thou  watchest  while    they  tighten 

obes 
Which  law  throws  round  them  loose,  and 

tliey  meanwhile 
Wink  at  a  judge,  and  he  the  wink  returns. 
Apart  sit  fewer,  whom  thou  lovest  more 
And  leadest  where  unruffled  rivers  flow. 
Or  azure  lakes  'neath  azure  skies  expand. 
These  have  no  wider  wishes,  and  no  fears. 
Unless  a  fear,  in  turning  to  molest 
The  silent,  soUtary,  stately  swan. 
Disdaining  the  garrulity  of  groves 
Nor  seeking  shelter  there  from  sun  or  storm. 

Me  also  hast  thou  led  among  such  scenes, 
Gentlest  of  gods !  and  age  appeared  far  off 
AYhile  thou  wast  standing  close   above  the 

couch. 
And  whispered'st,  in  whisper  not  unheard, 
"  I  now  depart  from  thee,  but  leave  behind 
My  own  twin-brother,  friendly  as  myself, 
Who  soon  shall  take  my  place ;  men  caU  him 

Death. 
Thou  hearest  me,  nor  trerablest,  as  most  do ; 
m  sooth,  why  shouldst  thou  ?  What  man  hast 

thou  wronged 
By  deed  or  wor^  ?  Few  dare  ask  this  within." 


There  was  a  panae;   then  soddcnlj 
Sleep, 
^^He  whom  I  named  approacheth,  io 
weU." 

Wajavb  8ata«b  Lax 


SLEEP. 


Webp  ye  no  more,  sad  fomitainsi 

What  -need  yon  flow  so  fast  ? 
Look  how  the  snowy  mountains 
Heaven's  sun  doth  gently  waste. 
But  my  sun's  heavenly  eyes 
View  not  your  weepings 
That  now  lies  sleeping 
Softly,  now  softly  lies 
Sleeping. 

Sleep  is  a  reconciling — 

A  rest  that  peace  begets ; 
Doth  not  the  sun  rise  smiling, 
When  fair  at  even  he  sets  f 
Rest  you  then,  rest,  sad  eyes— 
Mdlt  not  in  weeping, 
While  she  lies  sleeping 
Softily,  now  softJy  lies 
Sleeping. 

Jons  DovL' 


LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

Life  and  Death  are  sisters  fair ; 
Yes,  they  are  a  lovely  pair. 
Life  is  sung  in  joyous  song ; 
While  men  do  her  sister  wrong, 
Ciilling  her  severe  and  stern. 
While  her  heart  for  them  doth  bui 
Weave,  then,  weave  a  grateful  wr< 
For  the  sisters  Life  and  Death. 

If  fmr  Life  her  sister  lost, 
On  a  boundless  ocean  tost, 
She  would  rove  in  great  unrest, 
Missing  that  warm  loving  breast. 
Now,  when  scared  by  wild  alarmi 
She  can  seek  her  sister's  arms — 
To  that  tender  bosom  flee, 
Sink  to  sleep  in  ecstasy. 

Airoir 


THE    GREENWOOD    SHRIFT. 
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GREENWOOD  SHRIFT. 

roHED  beneath  the  leafy  shade 
tor  forest^s  deepest  glade, 
ring  woman  lay ; 
tie  children  round  her  stood, 
e  went  np  from  the  greenwood 
ofol  wail  that  day. 

ler  I "  was  the  mingle  cry, 
ler,  mother  I  do  not  die, 

leave  us  all  alone." 
jsed  babes  I  "  she  tried  to  say — 
faint  accents  died  away 

low  sobbing  moan. 

n,  life  straggling  hard  with  death, 
and  strong  she  drew  her  breath, 
[  np  she  raised  her  head ; 
iring  through  the  deep  wood  maze 
ong,  sharp,  unearthly  gaze, 
ill  she  not  come  ? "  she  said. 

1,  the  parting  boughs  between, 
naid^s  light  form  was  seen, 
breatldess  with  her  speed ; 
lowing  close,  a  man  came  on 
y  man  to  look  upon), 

0  led  a  panting  steed. 

r !  "  the  little  maiden  cried, 
she  reached  the  woman^s  side, 
d  kissed  her  olay-oold  cheek — 
not  idled  in  the  town, 
;  went  wandering  up  and  down, 
3  minister  to  seek. 

told  me  here,  they  told  me  there — 
they  mocked  me  everywhere ; 
d  when  I  found  his  home, 
^ged  him  on  my  bended  knee 
g  his  book  and  come  with  me, 
ther !  he  would  not  come. 

him  how  you  dying  lay, 
aid  not  go  in  peace  away 
ihout  the  minister ; 
d  him,  for  dear  Christ  his  sake, 

1  my  heart  was  fit  to  break— 
liher  I  he  would  not  stir. 
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**So,  though  my  tears  were  blincUng  me, 
I  ran  back,  fast  as  fast  could  be. 

To  come  again  to  you ; 
And  here— close  by — ^this  squire  I  met. 
Who  asked  (so  mild)  what  made  mo  fret ; 

And  when  I  told  him  true, — 

"  *  I  will  go  with  you,  child,'  he  said, 
*  Gk)d  sends  me  to  this  dying  bed ' — 

Mother,  he 's  here,  hard  by." 
While  thus  the  little  maiden  spoke, 
The  man,  his  back  ag^nst  an  oak, 

Looked  on  with  glistening  eye. 

The  bridle  on  his  neck  hung  free, 

With  quivering  flank  and  trembling  knee, 

Pressed  close  his  bonny  bay; 
A  statelier  man — a  statelier  steed — 
Never  on  greensward  paced,  I  rede. 

Than  those  stood  there  that  day. 

So,  whUe  the  little  maiden  spoke, 
The  man,  his  back  against  an  oak. 

Looked  on  with  gEstening  eye 
And  folded  arms,  and  in  his  look 
Something  that,  like  a  sermon-book, 

Preached— "All  is  vanity." 

But  when  the  dying  woman^s  face 
Turned  toward  him  with  a  wishful  gajEO^ 

He  stepped  to  where  she  lay  ; 
And,  kneeling  down,  bent  over  her, 
Saying — "  I  am  a  minister. 

My  sister  1  let  us  pray." 

And  well,  withouten  book  or  stole 
(God's  words  were  printed  on  his  soul  I) 

Into  the  dying  ear 
He  breathed,  as 't  were  an  angel's  strain, 
The  things  that  unto  life  pertain. 

And  death's  dark  shadows  clear. 

He  spoke  of  sinners'  lost  estate. 
In  Christ  renewed,  regenerate — 

Of  God's  most  blest  decree. 
That  not  a  single  soul  should  die 
Who  turns  repentant,  with  the  ory 

"  Be  mercifiil  to  me." 

He  spoke  of  trouble,  pain,  and  toil^ 
Endured  but  tor  «^\\\)X<^  ^\v^ 
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In  patience,  faith,  and  love — 
Sore,  in  God's  own  good  time,  to  be 
Exchanged  for  an  eternity 

Of  happiness  above. 

Then — as  the  spirit  ebbed  away — 
He  raised  his  hands  and  eyes  to  pray 

That  peaceful  it  might  pass; 
And  then — ^the  orphans'  sobs  alone. 
Were  heard,  and  they  knelt,  every  one, 

Close  round  on  the  green  grass. 

Such  was  the  sight  their  wandering  eyes 
Beheld,  in  heart-struck,  mute  surprise, 

"Who  reined  their  coursers  back. 
Just  as  they  found  the  long  astray. 
Who,  in  the  heat  of  chase  that  day, 

Had  wandered  from  their  track. 

But  each  man  reined  his  pawing  steed. 
And  lighted  down,  as  if  agreed, 

In  silence  at  his  side ; 
And  there,  uncovered  all,  they  stood — 
It  was  a  wholesome  sight  and  good 

That  day  for  mortal  pride. 

For  of  the  noblest  of  the  land 

Was  that  deep-hushed,  bare-headed  baud ; 

And,  central  in  the  ring, 
By  that  dead  pauper  on  the  groimd, 
Her  ragged  orphans  clinging  roimd, 

Knelt  their  anointed  king. 

EoBXBT  and  Cabolime  SotnrnET. 


All  came  to  the  rare  old  fellow, 

Who  laughed  tiU  his  eyes  dropped  ^ 

As  he  gave  them  his  hand  so  yellow. 

And  pledged  them  in  Death^s  black 

Hurrah  I  Hurrah! 

Hurrah  I  for  the  coalrblack  \ 

Babxt  Coun 


KING  DEATH. 

Kino  Death  was  a  rare  old  fellow  I 
He  sat  where  no  sun  could  shine ; 

And  he  lifted  his  hand  so  yellow, 
And  poured  out  his  coal-black  wine. 

Hurrah!  for  the  coal-bhick  wine  ! 

There  came  to  him  many  a  maiden 
Whose  eyes  had  forgot  to  shine, 

And  widows,  with  grief  o'erladen, 
For  a  draught  of  his  sleepy  wine. 

Hurrah  !  for  ths  coalrhlach  wim  ! 

The  scholar  loft  all  hia  learning ; 

The  poet  his  fencied  woes ; 
And  the  beauty  her  bloom  returning, 

Like  life  to  the  fading  rose. 

Hurrah  !  for  ihe  coaUhlack  xoine  I 


A  PSALM  OF  LIFE. 

WHAT  THB   HEABT  OF   THB  TOTTNO   Mia 
TO  THB  PSALMIST. 

Tell  me  not,  in  moomftil  nnmbora^ 
^  life  is  bat  an  empty  dream  I " 

For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slnmbers, 
And  things  are  not  what  they  sec 

Life  is  real  I    life  is  earnest! 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal; 
^^  Dust  thou  art,  to  dost  returnest," 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  souL 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 
Is  our  destined  end  or  way ; 

But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 
Find  us  farther  than  to-day. 

Art  is  long,  and  time  is  fleeting, 
And  our  hearts,  though  stoutandbi 

Still,  like  muffled  drums,  are  beatioj 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

In  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  life, 
Be  not  like  dumb,  driven  cattie, 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife ! 

Trust  no  future,  liowe'er  pleasant ! 

Let  the  dead  past  bury  its  dead! 
Act — act  in  the  living  present ! 

Heart  within,  and  God  overhead ! 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  ns 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 
And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time- 
Footprints  that  perhaps  another, 

Sailing  o^er  life's  solemn  main 
A  forlorn  and  shipwrecked  brother 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 


AN    ANGEL    IN    THE    HOUSE. 
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Let  na,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate; 
Still  achieving,  still  porsoing, 

Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait. 

HkKBT  WaDSWOBTH  LOHOnLLOW. 


•*MY  DAYS  AMONG  THE  DEAD." 

Mt  days  among  the  dead  are  passed ; 

Around  me  I  behold, 
Where'er  these  oasnal  eyes  are  oast, 

The  mighty  minds  of  old : 
My  never-failing  friends  are  th^y. 
With  whom  I  converse  day  by  day. 

With  them  I  take  delight  in  weal, 

And  seek  relief  in  woe ; 
And  while  I  understand  and  feel 

How  much  to  them  I  owe, 
My  cheeks  have  often  been  bedewed 
With  tears  of  thoughtful  gratitude. 

My  thoughts  are  with  the  dead ;  with  them 
I  live  in  long-past  years ;  • 

Their  virtues  love,  their  faults  condemn, 
Partake  their  hopes  and  fears, 

And  from  their  lessons  seek  and  find 

Instruction  with  an  humble  mind. 

My  hopes  are  with  the  dead ;  anon 

My  place  with  them  will  be, 
And  I  with  them  shall  travel  on 

Through  all  futurity : 
Yet  leaving  here  a  name,  I  trust, 
That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust. 

BOBBBT  SOVTIRT. 


SIT  DOWN,  SAD  SOUL. 

Sit  down,  sad  soul,  and  count 

The  moments  flying ; 
Gome— tell  the  sweet  amount 

That 's  lost  by  sighing  I 
How  many  smiles  ? — a  score  ? 
Then  laugh,  and  count  no  more ; 
For  day  is  dying ! 

lie  down,  sad  soul,  and  sleep. 
And  no  more  measure 

Hie  flight  of  time,  nor  weep 
The  loss  of  leisure; 


But  here,  by  this  lone  stream. 
Lie  down  with  us,  and  dream 
Of  starry  treasure  I 

We  dream ;  do  thou  the  same ; 

We  love^for  ever ; 
We  laugh,  yet  few  we  shame — 

The  gentle  never. 
Stay,  then,  till  sorrow  dies ; 
Then — ^hope  and  happy  skies 
Are  thine  for  ever! 

BaBBT  COBirWALL 


LIFE. 


Wb  are  bom ;  we  laugh ;  we  weep ; 

We  love;  we  droop;  we  die! 
Ahl  wherefore  do  we  laugh  or  weept 

Why  do  we  live  or  die? 
Who  knows  that  secret  deep  ? 

Alas,  not  1 1 

Why  doth  the  violet  spring 

Unseen  by  human  eye  ? 
Why  do  the  radiant  season?  bring 

Sweet  thoughts  that  quickly  fly  f 
Why  do  our.  fond  hearts  cling 

To  things  that  die  ? 

We  toil — ^through  pain  and  wrong ; 

We  fight— and  fly ; 
We  love ;  we  lose ;  and  then,  ere  long, 

Stone-dead  we  lie. 
O  life !  is  aU  thy  song 

"  Endure  and— die  ? " 

BAmBT  CoKinrALU 


AN  ANGEL  IN  THE  HOUSE. 

How  sweet  it  were,  if  without  feeble  fright. 
Or  dying  of  the  dreadful  beauteous  sight, 
An  angel  came  to  us,  and  we  could  bear 
To  see  him  issue  from  the  silent  air 
At  evening  in  our  room,  and  bend  on  ours 
His  divine  eyes,  and  bring  us  from  his  bowere 
News  of  dear  friends,  and  children  who  have 

never 
Been  dead  indeed — as  we  shall  kno^  fe^- 

ever. 
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Alas  I  we  think  not  what  we  daily  see 
About  our  hearths — angels,  that  are  to  be, 
Or  may  be  if  they  will,  and  we  prepare 
Their  souls  and  ours  to  meet  in  happy  air ; 
A  child,  a  friend,  a  wife  whose  noft  heart 

sings 
In  unison  with  ours,  breeding  its  future  wings. 

LnoH  HuHT. 


KING  ROBERT  OF  SICILY. 

Robert  of  Sicily,  brother  of  Pope  Urbane 

And  Valmond,  emperor  of  Allemaine, 

Apparelled  in  magnificent  attire, 

With  retinne  of  many  a  knight  and  squire, 

On  St  John's  eve,  at  vespers,  proudly  sat 

And  heard  the  priests  cliant  the  Magnificat. 

And  as  he  listened,  o'er  and  o'er  again 

Repeated,  like  a  burden  or  refrain. 

He  caught  the  words,  '•^  Deposuit  potenUs 

De  sed^y  et  exaltatit  humiles;  " 

And  slowly  lifting  up  his  kingly  head, 

He  to  a  learned  clerk  beside  him  said, 

^'  What  mean  these  words  ? "  the  clerk  made 

answer  meet, 
**  He  has  put  down  the  mighty  from  their  seat, 
And  has  exalted  them  of  low  degree." 
Thereat  King  Robert  muttered  scornfully, 
"  'T  is  well  that  such  seditious  words  are  sung 
Only  by  priests  and  in  the  Latin  tongue ; 
For  unto  priests  and  people  be  it  known. 
There  is  no  power  can  push  me  from  my 

throne  I " 
And  leaning  back,  he  yawned  and  fell  asleep. 
Lulled  by  the  chant  monotonous  and  deep. 

When  he  awoke,  it  was  already  night ; 

The  church  was  empty,  and  tliere  was  no 
light. 

Save  where  the  lamps  that  glimmered,  few 
and  faint. 

Lighted  a  little  space  before  some  saint. 

He  started  from  his  seat  and  gazed  around,      ' 

But  saw  no  living  thing  and  heard  no  sound.  ' 

He  groped  towards  the  door,   but  it  was  ' 
locked ; 

Ele  cried  aloud,  and  listened,  and  then  knocked,  ' 

And  uttered  awful  threat enings  and  com- 
plaints, I 

And  imprecations  upon  men  and  saints.  i 


The  sounds  reechoed  from  the  roof  and  waB 
As  if  dead  priests  were  laugluiig  m  thd 
stalls. 

At  length  the  sexton,  hearing  from  witboat 
The  tumult  of  the  knocking  and  the  Bhool 
And  thinking  thieves  were  in  the  hooM  i 

prayer, 
Came  with  his  lantern,  asking,   ^Wbo  I 

there  ?  " 
Half  choked  with  rage,  Song  Robert  fiereei; 

said, 
**  Open :  ^tis  I,  the  king  I   Art  thon  afrnidt' 
The  frightened  sexton,  mattering,  with  i 

curse, 
^*  This  is  some  drunken  vagabond,  or  worse !  ^ 
Tamed  the  great  key  and  flnng  the  portil 

wide; 
A  roan  rushed  by  him  at  a  single  stride. 
Haggard,  half  naked,  without  hat  or  cloak, 
Who  neither  tamed,  nor  looked  at  him,  nor 

spoke. 
But  leaped  into  the  blackness  of  the  nigbt, 
And  vanished  like  a  spectre  f^om  his  algfat. 

Robert  of  Sicily,  brother  of  Pope  Urbane 
And  Valmond,  emperor  of  ADemdne, 
Despoiled  of  his  magnificent  attire. 
Bare-headed,  breathless,  and  besprent  witli 

mire. 
With  sense  of  wrong  and  outrage  desperate. 
Strode  on  and  thundered  at  the  palace  gate 
Rushed  through  the  court-yard,  thnisting  ii 

his  rage 
To  right  and  left  each  seneschal  and  page. 
And  hurried  up  the    broad  and  soundin 

stair. 
His  white  face  ghastly  in  the  torches*  glare. 
From  hall  to  hall  he  passed  with  breathle; 

speed; 
Voices  and  cries  he  heard,  bat  did  not  heed 
Until  at  last  he  reached  the  banquet-room, 
Blazing  with  light,  and  breathing  with  pei 

fume. 
There  on  the  dais  sat  another  king. 
Wearing  his  robes,  his  crown,  his  signet-riiij 
King  Robert's  self  in  features,  form,  an 

height, 
But  all  transfigured  with  angelic  light ! 
It  was  an  angel;  and  his  presence  there 
With  a  divine  effblgence  filled  the  air. 


KING     ROBERT     OF    SICILY. 


An  irxaltatioii,  piorciii^^  tlu-  (li-;:ui<i'. 


A  rnoinont  siH?echlcss,  motionloss,  n mazed. 
The  tlironeless  monarch  on  the  an^rel  ^azed, 
Who  met  his  looks  of  anger  and  surprise 
With  the  divine  compassion  of  his  eyes ; 
Then  said,  "  Who  art  thou  ?  and  why  coni'st 

thou  here  ? " 
To  which  King  Robert  answered  with  a  sneer, 
**  I  am  the  king,  and  come  to  chiim  ray  own 
From  an  impobtor,  who  usurps  my  throne !  " 
An«l  suddenly,  at  these  audacious  words, 
Up  tq>rang  the  angry  guests,  and  drew  their 

Bwords ; 
The  angel  answere<l,  with  unruffled  brow, 
*'Xay,  not  the  king,  but  the  king's  jea»ter; 

then 
Henceforth  shall  wear  the  bells  and  scalloped 

cape. 
And  for  thy  counsellor  shalt  load  an  ai>e : 
Thou  shalt  obey  my  servants  when  tlioy  call, 
And  wait  upon  my  henchmen  in  the  hall  I  " 

Deaf  to  King  Robert's  threats  and  (rrios  and 

prayers, 
They  thrust  him  from  the  hall  and  down  tlie 

stairs; 
A  gronp  of  tittering  pages  ran  K'fore, 
And  as  they  opened  wide  the  folding-door, 
His  heart  failed,  for  he  heard,  whh  strange 

alarms, 
The  boisterous  laughter  of  the  men-at-ann.s 
And  all  the  vaulte<l  chamber  roar  and  ring 
With  the  mock  plaudits  of  "Long  live  the 

king ! '' 
Kezt  morning,  waking  with  the  day*s  firstt 

beam. 
He  said  within  himself,  "  It  was  a  dream !  '* 
But  the  straw  rustled  as  ho  turned  his  head. 
There  were  the  cap  and  bells  beside  his  bod ; 
Around  him  rose  the  bare,  discolored  walls. 
Close  by,  the  steeds  were  champing  in  their 

stalls, 
And  in  the  comer,  a  revolting  shape. 
Shivering  and  chattering,  sat  the  wretched 

ape. 
Ft  was  no  dream ;  tlie  world  he  loved  so  much 


ai!<] 
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I>av>     CMlin-     ;il:d     \\«!,t 

apiiii 
To  Sicily  the  old  Sjiturniaii  rtiLrn: 
Under  the  anj^cl's  governance  benign 
Tlio  happy  Uhmd  danced  witli  corn  and  wir 
And   deep  within   the   mountain's  burnii 

breast 
Enceladus,  the  giant,  was  at  rest. 
Meanwhile  King  Robert  yielded  to  his  fate 
Sullen  and  silent  and  disconsolate. 
Dres^^ed  in  the  motley  garb  that  jesters  we« 
With  looks  iKJwildered  and  a  vacant  stare. 
Close  shaven  above  the  ears,  as  monks  a 

sliorn, 
By  courtiers  mocketl,  by  pages  laughed 

sconi, 
His  only  frieTid  the  ape,  his  only  foml 
What  others  let\, — he  still  was  unsulnlueil. 
And  when  the  angel  met  him  on  his  way. 
And  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest,  would  say 
Sternly,  though  tenderly,  that  he  might  fee 
The  velvet  scabbard  held  a  sword  of  steel, 
"  Art  thou  tlio  kinj:  ?  "  the  passion  of  his  w 
Hurst  from  him  in  re>i>tless  overflow. 
And  lifting  high  his  forehead,  he  wonld  flii 
Tlie  haughty  answer  back,  "  I  am,  I  am  tl 

king :  " 

Almost  three  years  were  ende<l ;  when  the 

came 
Ambassiidors  of  great  repute  and  name 
From  Valmond,  emperor  of  Allemaine, 
[^nto  King  Robert,  saying  that  Pope  Urbai 
By  letter  summoned  them  forthwith  to  com 
On  Holy  Thurs<lay  to  his  city  of  Rome, 
llie  angel  witli  great  joy  received  liis  puesi 
An<l  gave  thein  presents  i»f  einbroidcrcd  vesi 
And  velvet  mantles  with  rich  ermine  lined, 
And  rings  and  jewels  of  the  rarc>t  kind. 
Then  he  departed  with  them  <mt  the  sea 
Into  the  lovi'lv  land  (»f  Italv, 
Whoso  lovelin«'ss  wa'*  more  ri-splendent  mai 
Hy  tlie  mere  passirig  of  that  cavalcade. 
With  plumes,  and  rloaks  and  housing!*,  ai 

the  stir 
Of  jewelled  bridle  and  of  golden  spur. 

And  lo!  among  the  menials,  in  mock  state, 
Upon  a  piebald  steed,  with  shambling  gait, 
liis  cloak  of  fox-tails  flapping  in  the  wind. 
Had  turned  to  dust  and  ashes  at  his  touch !     j  Tlie  solemn  ape  d«u\wT«\N  y^t^*^^^'^'^'^^ 
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King  Robert  rode,  making  huge  merriment 
In  all  the  country  towns  through  which  they 
went. 

The  pope  received  them  with  great  pomp, 

and  blnre 
Of  bannered  trumpets,  on  Saint  Peter's  square, 
Giving  his  benediction  and  embrace, 
Fervent,  and  full  of  apostolic  grace. 
While  with  congratulations  and  with  prayers 
lie  entertained  the  angel  unawares, 
Robert,   the  jester,   bursting    through    the 

crowd, 
Into  their  presence  rushed,  and  cried  aloud : 
'*  I  am  the  king  I     Look  and  behold  in  me 
liobert,  your  brother,  kiug  of  Sicily ! 
This  man,  who  wears  my  semblance  to  your 

eyes, 
Is  an  impostor  in  a  king's  disguise. 
Do  you  not  know  me  ?  does  no  voice  within 
Answer  my  cry,  and  say  we  are  akin  ?  " 
The  pope  in  silence,  but  with  troubled  mien. 
Gazed  at  the  angel's  countenance  serene ; 
The  emperor,  laughing,  said,  "  It  is  strange 

sport 
To  keep  a  madman  for  thy  fool  at  court  I  " 
And  the  poor,  baffled  jester  in  disgrace 
"Was  hustled  back  among  the  populace. 

In  solemn  state  the  holy  week  went  by. 
And  Easter  Sunday  gleamed  upon  the  sky ; 
The  presence  of  an  aujxol,  with  its  lijrht, 
Hefore  the  sun  rose,  made  the  city  bright. 
And  with  new  fervor  filled  tlie  hearts  of  men, 
Who  felt  that  Christ  in^leed  had  risen  again. 
Even  the  jester,  on  his  bed  of  straw. 
With   haggard  eyos  the  unwonted  splendor 

saw ; 
He  felt  within  a  power  unfelt  before. 
And,  kneeling  humbly  on  his  chaml>er  floor, 
He  heard  the  rushing  garments  of  the  Lord 
Sweep    through    the    silent    air,   ascending 

heavenward. 

And  now  the  visit  cndinir,  and  once  more 
Vahnond  returniii;^  to  tlio  Danube's  sliore. 
Homeward  the  an;^cl  journeyed,  an<l  again 
The  land  was  made  rospK-ndont  with  his  train. 
Flashing  along  the  towns  of  Italy 
ITnto  Salerno,  and  from  there  by  sea. 
A.nd  when  once  more  within  Palenno's  wall, 
And,  seated  on  his  throne  in  his  great  hall. 


He  heard  the  Angelas  from  oonvent  towen, 
As  if  the  better  world  conversed  with  oqtn 
lie  beckoned  to  King  Robert  to  draw  ta^t. 
And  with  a  gesture  bade  the  rest  retire* 
And  when  they  were  alone,  the  angel  Mid 
"  Art  thou  the  king?  ^    Then  bowing  dori 

his  head, 
King  Robert  crossed  both  hands  npoo  hi 

breast, 
And  meekly  answered  him :  "  Thoa  knowesl 

best! 
My  sins  as  scarlet  are ;  let  me  go  hence. 
And  in  some  cloister's  school  of  penitence 
Across  those  stones  that  pave  the  way  to 

heaven 
Walk  barefoot,  till  my  guilty  soul  is  shriveD !  ** 
The  angel  smiled,  and  from  his  radiant  face 
A  holy  light  illnmined  all  the  place, 
And  through  the  open  window,  lond  anil 

dear. 
They  heard  the  monks  chant  in  the  cliapd 

near. 
Above  the  stir  and  tumnlt  of  the  street: 
''*'  lie  has  put  down  the  mightj  from  tlieir  Ksf- 
And  has  exalted  them  of  low  deg^ree!  ^ 
And  through  the  chant  a  second  melody 
Rose  like  the  throbbing  of  a  single  string: 
^^  I  am  an  angel,  and  thou  art  the  king!  ^^ 

King  Robert,  who  was  standing  near  th< 

throne, 
Lifted  his  eyes,  and  lo !  he  was  alone ! 
But  all  apparelled  as  in  days  of  old, 
With  ennined  mantle  and  with  cloth  of  jroU; 
And  when  his  courtiers  came  they  found  hiic 

there 
Kneeling  upon  the  floor,  absorbed  in  silt:* 

prayer. 

IIenvt  WAMwomTu  Loxomxtf*. 


FOOTSTEPS  OF  ANGELS. 

When  the  hours  of  day  arc  numbered, 
And  the  voices  of  the  night 

Wake  the  better  soul  that  sluml>ere<l 
To  a  holy,  calm  delight — 

Ere  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted. 
And,  like  phantoms  grim  and  tall. 

Shadows  from  the  fitful  fire-liglit 
Dance  upon  the  parlor  wall : 
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Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  the  open  door — 
The  beloved  onea,  the  trne-hearted, 

Come  to  visit  me  once  more : 

He^  the  jonng  and  strong,  who  cherished 
Koble  longings  for  the  strife, 

Bj  the  road'Side  fell  and  perished, 
Weary  with  the  march  of  life  I 

They,  the  holy  ones  and  weakly, 
Who  the  cross  of  saffering  bore, 

Fdded  their  pole  hands  so  meekly, 
Spal^e  vnth  ns  on  earth  no  more  I 

And  with  them  the  being  beauteoos 
Who  onto  my  yonth  was  given, 

More  than  all  things  else  to  love  me, 
And  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven. 

With  a  slow  and  noiseless  footstep 
Gomes  that  messenger  di\nne. 

Takes  the  vacant  chair  beside  me, 
Lays  her  gentle  hand  in  mine; 

And  she  sits  and  gazes  at  me 
With  those  deep  and  tender  eyes. 

Like  the  stars,  so  still  and  saint-like, 
Looking  downward  from  the  skies. 

Uttered  not,  yet  comprehended, 
Is  the  spirit's  voiceless  prayer. 

Soft  rebnkes,  in  blessings  ended. 
Breathing  from  her  lips  of  air. 

Oh,  though  oft  depressed  and  lonely, 

All  my  fears  are  laid  aside, 

If  I  but  remember  only 

Bach  as  these  have  lived  and  died ! 
Ubxbt  Wadswobth  LoHoraLLow. 


LIFE. 


Like  to  the  falling  of  a  star, 
Or  as  the  flights  of  eagles  are. 
Or  like  the  fresh  springes  gandy  hue, 
Or  silver  drops  of  morning  dew. 
Or  like  a  wind  that  chafes  the  flood, 
Or  babbles  which  on  water  stood — 


E'en  such  is  man,  whose  borrowed  light 
Is  straight  called  in,  and  paid  to-night. 
The  wind  blows  out,  the  bubble  dies. 
The  spring  entombed  in  autumn  lies, 
The  dew  dries  up,  the  star  is  shot, 
The  flight  is  past — and  man  forgot  I 

flB!iBT  Knco. 


MAN'S  MORTALITY. 

Like  as  the  damask  rose  you  see, 
Or  like  the  blossom  on  the  tree, 
Or  like  the  dainty  flower  in  May, 
Or  like  the  morning  of  the  day. 
Or  like  the  sun,  or  like  tbe  shade. 
Or  like  the  gourd  which  Jonas  had — 
E'en  such  is  man ; — whose  thread  is  spun. 
Drawn  out,  and  cut,  and  so  is  done. — 
The  rose  withers,  the  blossom  blasteth, 
The  flower  fades,  the  morning  hasteth, 
Tlie  sun  sets,  the  shadow  flies, 
Tlie  gourd  consumes — and  man  he  dies  I 

Like  to  the  grass  that 's  newly  sprung. 
Or  like  a  tale  that 's  new  begun, 
Or  like  the  bird  that's  here  to-day, 
Or  like  the  pearled  dew  of  May, 
Or  like  an  hour,  or  like  a  span, 
Or  like  the  singing  of  a  swan — 
E'en  such  is  man  ; — who  lives  by  breai  Ii, 
Is  here,  now  there,  in  life  and  death. — 
Tlie  grass  withers,  the  tolo  is  ended, 
The  bird  is  flown,  the  dew  's  ascended. 
The  hour  is  short,  the  span  is  long. 
The  swan  's  near  dcatli — man's  life  is  done ! 

BiMuir  Wabtkli. 
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Of  mortal  glory,  0  soon  darkened  ray ! 
O  winged  joys  of  man,  more  swift  than  wind! 
O  fond  desires,  which  in  our  fancies  stray  I 
O  trait'rous  hopes,  which  do  our  judgmentf 

blind ! 
Lo,  in  a  flash  that  light  is  gone  away 
Which  dazzle  did  each   eye,  delight  eacb 

mind, 
And,  with  that  snn  from  whence  It  camf 

combined^ 


LISES  ON  A 

^KETJrrON. 

BEiMi.r.llii, 
Ouco  of  etii. 
Tliu  mrv.,v. 

uroiil  siiiri 

r«-iisn  skull 
tliill! 

lilu's  TLllVMt  ; 
[l.t'B   lllV,-llTi.i 

Wliiit  l)oautfoiw  iiiaiiriu  lill^d  IIjU  si-m— 
Wbat  drcaiHs  nl'  i)lu,-u\irus  l..ii;j  lorgi.t : 
Nor  love,  nor  joy,  nor  liopi-,  nor  lifeir, 
Ilos  left  one  trace  of  record  Lert-. 

Iknealb  tUw  mouMoriiig  canopy 

Oiico  shoiiu  tho  briiilit  ami  l>iwy  cvc; 

But  Ktart  uot  at  tliu  dismal  voiil ; — 

Il'aooial  luve  tliat  oye  eiii[)luy<.-d, 

If  with  no  Liwles.-  fire  it  A'iiiii.''i. 

But  tliroasli  llie  dow  of  kindrii---'  l>LMJrii''l, 

TLot  oyo  stiall  1)0  fiirovcr  iiri^'lit 

WlicD  star:!  ami  sixm  have  l<>^;l  tlivir  IL-lif. 

Hon,  iu  tliiH  Mlciit  cavern,  liuii^' 

Tho  reiidy,  swift,  and  tMneful  tntiL-nt : 

If  falMiiicHidV  lioiK'y  it  disd:tiiiL'<!. 

And,   where    it   cimM    not    iirai<o.    iv,t- 

chaincd — 
[f  bold  in  Tirtuo's  cause  ii  ^pokt-. 
Yet  gentlo  concord  never  hrnki', 
That  tanofnl  tongue  shall  j.le:i'l  lor  tli.'v 
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I  all  lowly  lies  each  lofty  brow, 

the  green  sod  dizens  their  beauty  now. 


is  ft  place  of  refage  and  repose, 
liere  are  the  poor,  the  old,  the  weary 

wight, 
scorned,  the  humble,  and  the  man  of 

woes, 
lio  wept  for  mom,  and  sighed  again  for 

night? 
ir  sighs  at  last  have  cease<l,  and  here  they 

sleep 
de  their  scomers,  and  forget  to  weep. 

(  is  a  place  of  gloom:   where  are  the 

gloomy  ? 
he  gloomy  are  not  citizens  of  death — 
iroach  and  look,  where  the  long  grass  is 

plnmy ; 
Be  them  above  I  they  are  not  found  be- 
neath I 
these  low  denizens,  with  artful  wilos, 
ore,    in   flowers,    contrives   her   mimic 
smiles. 


1 18  a  place  of  sorrow :  friends  have  met 
nd  mingled  tears  o'er  those  who  answered 

not; 
.  where  are  they  whose  eyelids  then  were 

wet? 
las!  their  griefs,  their  tears,  are  all  for- 
got; 
jr,  too,  are  landed  in  this  silent  city, 
2re  there  is  neither  love,  nor  tears,  nor 
pity. 


I  is  a  place  of  fear :  the  firmest  eye 
!ath  quailed  to  see  its  shadowy  dreariness ; 
Christian  hope,  and  heavenly  prospects 

high, 
jad  earthly  cares,  and  nature's  weariness, 
e  made  the  timid  pilgrim  cease  to  fear, 
I  kmg  to  end  his  painful  journey  here. 

JoBX  BmnnnL 


THANATOPSIS. 

To  him  who  in  the  love  of  nature  holds 
Oonmiunion  with  her  visible  forms,  slie  speaks 
A  various  language;  for  his  gayer  hours 
She  has  a  voice  of  gladness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beauty ;  and  she  glides 
Into  his  darker  musings  with  a  mild 
And  healing  sympathy,  that  steals  away 
Their  sharpness  ere  he  is  aware.     When 

thoughts 
Of  the  last  bitter  hour  come  like  a  blight 
Over  thy  spirit,  and  sad  images 
Of  the  stem  agony,  and  shroud,  and  pall. 
And  breathless  darkness,  and  the  narrow 

house, 
Make  thee  to  shudder,  and  grow  sick  at 

heart — 
Go  forth,  under  the  open  sky,  and  list 
To  nature's  teachings,  while  from  all  around — 
Earth  and  her  waters,  and  the  deptljs  of  air — 
Gomes  a  still  voice :  Yet  a  few  days,  and  thee 
The  all-beholding  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  all  his  course ;  nor  yet  in  the  cold  gromid, 
Where  thy  pale  form  was  laid  with   lunny 

tears. 
Nor  in  the  embrace  of  ocean  shall  exist 
Thy  image.    Earth,  that  nourished  thee,  shall 

claim 
Thy  growth  to  bo  resolved  to  earth  again  ; 
^Vnd,  lost  each  human  trace,  surrendering  up 
Thine  individual  being,  shalt  thou  go 
To  mix  for  ever  with  the  elements — 
To  be  a  brother  to  the  insensible  rock, 
And  to  the  sluggish  clod  which  the  mde  swnin 
Turns  with  his  share,  and  treads  upon.    The 

oak 
Shall  send  his  roots  abroad,  nnd  pierce  thy 

mould. 

Yet  not  to  thine  eternal  resting-place 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone,  nor  couldrt  thou  wish 
Couch  more  magnificent     Thou  shalt   lio 

down 
With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  world — with 

kings. 
The  powerful  of  the  earth— the  wise,  the 

good — 
Fair  forms,  and  hoary  seers  of  ages  ^sat^ 
i  All  in  one  nugVily  wc^tAc^t^,   '\\v^\s^% 


Tbrouph  l!io  still  Jiipse  of  njics,     A!l  tha 


Tlja(  ^lll!n:K■r  ri  \i*  1„w..t,i._T:iI;..  t'.,'  ■»!:! 


Or  lost  t!n>dr  in  tin-  cimtiiiT!..';-  «-.....|. 
WiLi-ru  r<.ll^  tlio  Ori'-.>Ti.  ;>n.|  li.-  :r-  ;•..  -m.:ii. 
Suve  IiU  owTi  (!iw!Ii1l!;^ — vi't— !':•■  Hi-:u\  :it 

tiuTC: 

And  milliim-i  in  fhiwe  siilitii'l-.  si (irst 

Tlie  tli.ul.r  .>I\v^vii-^  !,(.-m.  li;ivo  lai^l  tliOM  il-.v 
111  tli-ir  List '=leq.-tIi,Mle:i.irciL'riiluT.<:il..Ti, 
-Sinlialtlljoiiivst;  uii.l  «-!i.il  iftin.ii  willnlr.-ii 
In  Kiii-iU'C  !r.>iii  Ilio  liviii:;.  una  n^.  rVii'n.l 
Takoiiote  ..:' tliy  <lop.irtnr..?  All  ilml  l.r^ili 
Will  «lmr..  i!y  .lostiny.  Tlir  -ly  will  li.:/' 
Wli.n  tliou  nn  -i.ni>,  tlR-..lfniu  \.\-ow]  ..f  ,:ir 
Plod  im,  iiud  iMc-h  .H.I.-  .'H  Lclori-  «-;:i  rli.i-,. 
Illn   liivorilv   iilmutntii ;    yil   :ill   tl;.-si-   .-!i:i 

lerivo 
Their iiiirlli  iind  llR-irwiiiilny^rk 

AiidiiukL-tliL'irlic!  n-itli  the,;. 


:i.l  s'l . 


riiO  youth  ill  lilW's 
III  till'  rull  >'T^t\'fl 
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hides  from  our  viaion  the  gates  of 
lay; 

f  know  that  their  barks  no  more 
;ail  with  OS  o*er  life's  stormy  sea ; 
lewhere,  I  know,  on  the  unseen  shore, 
watch,  and  beckon,  and  wait  for  me. 

it  and  think,  when  the  sunset's  gold 

dung  river  and  hill  and  shore, 

>ne  day  stand  by  the  water  cold, 

list  for  the  sound  of  the  boatman's 

•ar; 

ratch  for  a  gleam  of  the  flapping  sail, 

I  hear  the  boat  as  it  gains  the  strand, 

pass  from  sight  with  the  boatman 

ale, 

e  bettor  shore  of  the  spirit  land. 

now  the  loved  who  have  gone  before, 

oyfully  sweet  will  the  meeting  be, 

ver  the  river,  the  peaceful  river, 

Qgel  of  death  shall  carry  me. 

Naxot  Akxlxa  Woodbitbt  PmiuT. 


DEATH  OF  THE  VmTUOUS. 

)  the  scene  when  virtue  dies  I 
sinks  a  righteous  soul  to  rest, 
Idly  beam  the  closing  eyes, 
jently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast ! 

a  summer  cloud  away, 

ks  the  gale  when  stonns  are  o'er, 

J  shuts  the  eye  of  day, 

3  a  wave  along  tlie  shore. 

ant  smiles  the  victor  brow, 
d  by  some  angel's  purple  wing ; — 
I,  O  grave  I  thy  victory  now  ? 
'here,  insidious  death  !  tliy  sting? 

conflicting  joys  and  fears, 
light  and  shade  alternate  dwell ! 
jht  th'  unchanging  morn  appears  ;- 
ell,  inconstant  world,  farewell  I 

done, — as  sinks  the  day, 
Tom  its  load  the  spirit  flies ; 
aven  and  earth  combine  to  say 
it  it  the  scene  when  virtue  dies  I " 

AmiA  LiRiTiA  Babbaotjk 
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The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day ; 

The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o'er  the  lea. 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary 
way. 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to 
me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the 
sight, 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds. 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning 
flight, 
And  drowsy  tinklings  Inll  the  distant  fold:* ; 

Save  that  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower, 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  com- 
plain 

Of  such  as,  wand'ring  near  her  secret  bower, 
Molest  her  ancient,  solitary  reign. 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree> 
shade. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  moulder- 
ing heap. 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleej). 

The  breezy  call  of  incense-breathing  morn, 
The  swallow  twitt'ring  from  the  straw 
built  shed, 
The  cock's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowlj 
bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall 
burn, 

Or  busy  housewife  ply  her  evening  care ; 
No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return. 

Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share 

Oft  did  the  harvest  to  tlicir  sickle  yield. 
Their  furrow  oft  the  "tubborn  glebe  ha* 
broke; 
How  Jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  a-field  I 
How  bowed  the  woods  beneath  their  stnrdi 
btrokel 
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Let  not  ambition  mock  their  nseful  toil, 
Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscnre; 

Nor  grandoar  bear  with  a  disdainfdl  smile 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e^er 
gave, 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour. — 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  jou,  ye  proud,  impute  to  these  the  fault, 
If  memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies 
raise, 
Where  through  the  long-drawn  aisle  and 
fretted  vault 
The  pealing  anthem  swells  the  note  of 
praise. 

Can  storied  urn,  or  anima^^ed  bust, 
Back  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 

Can  honor's  voice  provoke  the  silent  dust, 
Or  flattery  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death  ? 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 
Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celestial 
fire — 
Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have 
swayed, 
Ur  waked  to  ecstasy  the  living  lyre  ; 

But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 
Rich  witli  the  spoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  un- 
roll ; 

Chill  penm'y  repressed  their  noble  rage. 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  soul. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  sereue 
The  dark,  unfathomed  oaves  of  ocean  bear; 

Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 

Some  village  Ilampden,  that,  with  dauntless 
breast. 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood — 
Some  mute,  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest. 
Some  Cromwell  guiltless  of  his  country's 
blood. 

Th'  applause  of  listening  senates  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise, 

To  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smiling  land, 
And  read  tlieir  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 


Their  lot  forbade ;  nor  circnmscribed  al 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  c 

confined — 

Forbade  to  wade   through   slaughter 

throne, 

And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mau 

The  struggling  pangs  of  oonsGions  tm 
hide. 

To  quench  the  blushes  of  ingenuous  si 
Or  heap  the  shrine  of  luxury  and  pride 

With  incense  kindled  at  the  muse's  fl 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble 
Their  sober  wishes  never  learned  to  s 

Along  the  cool,  sequestered  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noiseless  tenor  of  thdr 

Yet  even  these  bones  from  insult  to  pre 
Some  frail  memorial  still  erected  ni^ 

With  unoouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  c 
ture  decked, 
Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  agh 

Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  th'  i 
tered  muse. 

The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  supply; 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  stre^ 

That  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  forgetfulness  a  pro/, 
This  pleasing,  anxious  being  e'er  resij 

Left  the  warm  precincts  of  the  cheerful 
Nor  cast  one  longing,  lingering  lool 
hind? 

On  some  foi-d  breast  the  parting  soul  re 
Some  pious  drops  the  closing  eye  reqi 

E'en  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature 
E'en  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fi 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unho 
dead, 

Dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  r 
If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led, 

Some  kindred  spirit  shall  inquire  thy 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  s 
"Oft  have  we  seen  him  at  the  p€ 
dawn 

Brushing  with  hasty  steps  the  dews  a^ 
To  meet  the  sun  upon  the  upland  lai 
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*  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 
^  That  wreathes  its  old,  fantastic  roots  so 

high, 
pBs  hiitless  length  at  noontide  would  he 

stretch, 
^  And  pore  npon  the  brook  that  babbles 

by. 


Hard  hy  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in 
scorn. 

Muttering  his  wayward  fancies  he  would 
rove- 
drooping,  woeftd-wan,  like   one  for- 
lorn. 

Or  crazed  with  care,  or  crossed  in  hopeless 
love. 


One  uom  I  missed  him  on  the  customed 

hill, 
Along  the  heato,  and  near  his  favorite 
tree; 
^bother  came— nor  yet  bedde  the  rill, 
n    Kor  Dp  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was 
he; 


"  The  next,  with  dirges  due  in  sad  array. 
Slow  through  the  church-way  path  we  saw 
him  borne: — 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  can-st  read)  the 
lay 
Graved  on  the  stone  beneath  yon  aged 
thom.»' 

THE  SPITAPO. 

Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth 
A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknovrn ; 

Fair  science  frowned  not  on  his  humble  birth, 
And  melancholy  marked  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere — 
Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  scud ; 

He  gave  to  misery  (all  he  had)  a  tear, 
He   gained  from   heaven  (^t  was   all  he 
wished)  a  friend. 

No  farther  seek  his  merits  to  disclose, 
Or  draw  his  fra]}ties  from   theur  dread 
abode — 

(There  they  alike  \n  trembling  hope  repose) 
The  bosom  of  his  Fatner  and  his  God. 

Tromak  6»ay 
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PART  X. 


POEMS      OF      RELIGION 


Oh !  what  is  man,  great  H  aker  of  mankind ! 

That  Thou  to  him  so  great  respect  dost  bear — 
That  Thou  adom'st  him  with  so  bright  a  mind, 

Mak*8t  him  a  king,  and  even  an  angel's  peer  ? 

Oh !  what  a  lively  life,  what  heavenly  power, 
What  spreading  virtue,  what  a  sparkling  firt*  I 

How  great,  how  plentiful,  how  rich  a  dower 
Dost  Thou  within  this  dying  flesh  inspire ! 

Thou  leav'st  Thy  print  in  other  works  of  Thine, 
But  Thy  whole  image  Thou  in  man  hast  writ : 

There  cannot  be  a  creature  more  divine, 
Except,  like  Thee,  it  should  be  infinite. 

But  it  exceeds  man's  thought,  to  think  how  high 
€rod  hath  raised  man,  since  Gk>d  a  man  became; 

The  angels  do  admire  this  mystery, 
Aud  are  astonished  when  they  view  the  same. 

Nor  hath  he  given  these  blessings  for  a  day. 
Nor  made  them  on  the  body's  life  depend : 

The  Houl,  though  made  in  time,  survives  for  aye , 
And  though  it  hath  )wi>ccinning,  sees  no  end. 

SiB  John  Davim^ 
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PABKNESS  IS  THINNING. 

ESinss  is  thinning;  sLadows  are  retreat- 
ing: 
ning  and  light  are  coming  in  their  beauty, 
pliant  seek  we,  with  an  earnest  outcrj, 

God  the  Almighty  I 

Jiat  onr  Master,  having  mercy  on  ns, 
r  repel  languor,  may  bestow  salvation, 
nting  ns,  Father,  of  Thy  loving  kindness 

Glory  hereafter  I 

I  of  His  mercy,  ever  blessed  Godhead, 

tier,  and  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit,  give  as — 

om  through  the  wide  world  celebrate  for 

eyer 

Blessing  and  glory  I 

St.  Gbboobt  ths  Gbkat.    (Latiii.) 
ftUlAtloii  of  JoHH  Mason  Nealb. 


RULES  AND  LESSONS. 

IN  first  thy  eies  unveil,  give  thy  soul  leave 
io  the  like ,  our  bodies  but  forerun 
spirit's  duty.    True  hearts  spread  and 
heave 

0  their  God,  as  flowVs  do  to  the  sun. 

e  Eim  thy  first  thoughts  then ;  so  shalt 
thou  keep 

1  company  all  day,  and  in  Him  sleep. 

D€fver  sleep  the  sua  ip.    Prayer  shouM 
rn  with  the  day.    There  are  set,  awful 

hours 
izt  heaven  and  us.     The  manna  was  not 

good 
V  son-iinng ;  fiir-day  sullies  flowres. 
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Rise  to  prevent  the  sun ;  sleep  doth  sins  glat| 
And  heaven's  gate  opens  when  this  world's 
is  shut 

Walk  with  thy  fellow- creatures ;  note  the 

hush 
And  whispers  amongst  them.    There 's  not  g 

spring 
Or  leafe  but  hath  his  morning  hymn.    Each 

bush 
And  oak  doth  know  I  AM.    Canst  thon  not 

sing? 
O  leave  thy  cares  and  follies  I  go  this  way. 
And  thou  art  sure  to  prosper  all  the  day. 

Serve  God  before  the  world ;  let  Him  not  go, 
Until  thou  hast  a  blessing ;  then  rcsigne 
Tlie  whole  unto  Him ;  and  remember  wbo 
Prevailed  by  wrestling  ere  the  sun  did  shine. 
Poure  oyle  upon  the  stones;  weep  for  thy 

sin; 
Then  journey  on,  and  have  an  eie  to  heav'n. 

Mornings  are  mysteries:   the  first  worldV 

youth, 
Man's  resurrection,  and  the  future's  bud 
Shroud  in  their  births;  the  crown  of  life. 

light,  truth 
Is  stil'd  their  starre,  the  stone,  and  hidden 

food. 
Three  blessings  wait  upon  them,   two  of 

which 
Should  move:  they  make  us  holy,  happy, 

rich. 

When  the  world's  up,   and   ev'ry  swaim 

abroad, 
Keep  thon  thy  temper;  mix  not  with  end 

clay; 
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Dispatch  necessities ;  life  bath  a  load 
Which  must  be  carri'd  on,  and  safely  may. 
Tct  keep  those  cares  without  thee,  let  the 

heart 
Be  God's  alone,  and  choose  the  better  part. 

Through  all  thy  actions,  counsels,  and  dis- 
course, 
Let  mildness  and  religion  guide  then  out ; 
If  truth  be  tliine,  what  needs  a  bmtish  force  ? 
But  what  *8  not  good  and  just  ne'er  go  about. 
Wrong  not  thy  conscience  for  a  rotten  stick ; 
That  gain  is  dreadful  which  makes  spirits  sick. 

To  God,  thy  count rie,  ana  thy  friend  be  true ; 
If  priest  and  people  change,  keep  thou  thy 

ground. 
Wlio  sels  religion  is  a  Judas  Jew ; 
And,  oa^es  once  broke,  the  soul  cannot  be 

sound. 
The  perjurer 's  a  devil  let  loose :  what  can 
Tie  ui>  his  hands,  that  dares  mock  God  and 

man? 

Seek  not  the  same  steps  with  the  crowd-; 

stick  thou 
To  thy  sure  trot ;  a  constant,  humble  mind 
[b  both  his  own  joy,  and  his  Maker's  too ; 
Let  folly  dust  it  on,  or  lag  behind. 
A.  sweet  ^olf-privacy  in  a  right  soul 
Out-runs  the  earth,  and  lines  the  utmost  pole. 

To  all  that  sock  thee  bear  an  open  lieart; 
Make  not  thy  breast  a  labyrinth  or  trap; 
If  tryals  come,  this  wil  iiinke  good  thy  part. 
For  honesty  is  sn^*,  come  wliat  can  hap; 
ft  is   the  good   man's  feast,   the   prince  of 

flowres, 
Which  thrives  in  storniis,  and  smols  best  after 

showres. 

Seal  not  thy  eyes  up  from  the  poor ;  but  give 
IVoportion  to  their  merits,  and  thy  purse : 
Thou  mny'st  in  rags  a  miirlity  prince  relieve. 
Who,  when  thy  sins  call  for 't,  can  IVnce  a 

curfcC. 
Thou  shalt  not  lose  one  mite.     Though  waters 

stray. 
The  brtiul  we  cast  returns  in  fraugbts  one  day. 

S]>end  not  an  hour  so  jjs  to  weep  another. 
For  tears  are  n^tt  thine  own ;  if  thou  giv'st 
words, 


Dash  not  with  them  thy  friend,  nor  hetv^ 

O  smother 
A  viperous   thought;    some    syllables  m 

swords. 
Unbitted  tongues  are  in  their  penance  doiHi; 
They  shame  their  owners,  and  their  hoM 

trouble. 

Injure  not  modest  blond,  wliilo  Bfiirits  rise 
In  judgement  against  lewdness ;  that  V  Imi 

wit, 
That  voyds  but  filth  and  stench.    Hast  tin 

no  prize 
But  sickness  or  infection  7  stifle  it. 
Who  makes  his  jest  of  sin^  mist  be  at  leM^ 
If  not  a  very  devill,  worse  than  beast 

Yet  fly  no  friend,  if  he  be  snch  indeed; 
But  meet  to  quench  his  longings  and  A; 

thirst; 
Allow  your  joyes  religion ;  that  done,  qwd 
And  bring  the  same  man  back  thou  weiti 

flrst. 
Who  so  returns  not,  cannot  pray  aright, 
But  shuts  his  door,  and  leaves  God  oat  f^ 

night 

To  heighten  thy  devotions,  and  keep  kv 
All  nmtinons  thoughts,   what  business  t' 

thou  hast. 
Observe  God  in  His  works;  here  fountfliii 

flow, 
Birds  sing,   beasts  feed,   fi-^h   leap,  and  t! 

earth  stands  fast ; 
Above  are  restles  motions,  running  lights 
Vast  circling  azure,  giddy  clouds,  days,  niglit 

Wlien  seasons  change,  then  lay  before  tlui 

eys 
His  wondrous  method;  mark  the  vaiiifi 

scenes 
In  heav'n;   hail,  thunder,  rainbows,  moi 

and  ice, 
Calraes,  tempests,  light,  and  darknes  by  fl 

means. 
Tliou  canst  not  misse  I£s  pia^it^:  each  tit 

herb,  flowre, 
Arc  shadows  of  His  wised  ame  and  Tlis  pov 

To  meales  when  thou  docst  come,  give  Hi 

the  praise 
Wlioso  arm  snpply'd  thee ;  take  what  m 

snfllce. 
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.  then  be  thankfal ;  0  admire  His  ways 
>  fils  the  world's  nnenipty'd  granaries  I 
lankless  feeder  is  a  theif,  his  feast 
dry  robbery,  and  himself  no  guest. 

>noon  thns  past,  thy  time  decays ;  provide 
9  other  thoughts ;  away  with  friends  and 

mirth; 
son  now  stoops,  and  hastes  his  beams  to 

bide 

« 

er  the  dark  and  melancholy  earth. 

but  preludes  thy  end.    Tliou  art  the  man 

>se  rise,  height,  and  descent  is  but  a  span. 

,  set  as  he  doth,  and  ^tis  well    Have  all 
beams  home  with  thee ;  trim  thy  lamp, 

buy  oyl, 
I  then  set  forth :  who  is  thus  drest,  the  fall 
bhers  his  glory,  and  gives  death  the  foyl. 
I  is  a  summer's  day ;  whoso  youth  and  fire 
1  to  a  glorious  evening,  and  expire. 

en  night  comes,  list  thy  deeds ;  make  plain 

the  way 
ixt  heaven  and  thee;  blo<'k  it  not  with 

delays ; 
perfect  all  before  thou  slcep'st :  then  say, 
ler'e  one  sun  more  strung  on  my  bead  of 

days." 
at 's  good  score  up  for  joy ;  the  bad  well 

scannM 
*h  off  with  tears,  and  get  thy  Master's 

hand. 

'  accounts  thus  made,  spend  in  the  grave 

one  hourc 
ore  thy  time ;  be  not  a  stranger  there, 
ere  thou  may'st  sleep  whole  ages;  life's 

I>oor  flow'r 
:s  not  a  night  sometimes.     Had  spirits  fear 
J  conversation ;  but  tlie  gootl  man  lyes 
»mbed  many  doys  before  he  dyes. 

ig  laid,  and  drest  for  sleep,  close  not  thy 

eies 
with  tliy  curtains ;  give  thy  soul  the  wing 
oroe  good  thoughts ;  so  when  the  day  shall 

rise, 
L  thou  unrak'st  thy  fire,  those  sparks  will 

bring 
r  flames;  besides  where  these  lo<lge,  vain 

beats  mourn 
1  die ;  that  bush,  where  God  is,  shall  not 

bOTD. 


When  thy  nap 's  over,  stir  thy  fire,  unrake 
In  that  dead  age ;  one  beam  i'  th'  dark  outvies 
Two  in  tlie  day ;  then  from  the  damps  and  ake 
Of  night  shut  up  thy  leaves ;  be  chaste ;  God 

prys 
Through  thickest  nights;   though  then  the 

sun  be  ftu*. 
Do  thou  the  works  of  day,  and  rise  a  star. 

Briefly,  doe  as  thou  would'st  be  done  unto, 
Love  God,  and  love  thy  neighbour;  watch, 

and  pray. 
These  are  the  words  and  works  of  life ;  this  do 
And  live;    who  doth   not  thus,   hath  lost 

heav'n's  way. 
0  lose  it  not!   look  up,  wilt  change  those 

lights 
For  chains  of  darknes  and  eternal  nights? 

Hknbt  Yauohak. 


THE  PHH^OSOPIIER'S  DEVOTION. 

SiNo  aloud  I  His  praise  rehearse, 
AVho  hath  made  the  universe. 
Ho  the  boundless  heavens  has  spread. 
All  the  vital  orbs  has  kne<l ; 
He  that  on  Olympus  high 
Tends  His  flock  with  watchful  eye ; 
And  this  eye  luis  multiplied 
Midst  each  flock  for  to  reside. 
Thus,  as  round  about  they  stray, 
Toucheth  each  with  outstretched  ruv . 
Nimbly  they  hold  on  their  way. 
Shaping  out  their  night  and  day. 
Never  slack  they ;  none  respires. 
Dancing  round  their  central  tires. 

In  due  order  as  they  move. 
Echoes  Bweet  be  gently  drove 
Tlirough  heaven's  vast  hollownci«, 
Which  unto  all  comers  press — 
Music,  that  the  heart  of  Jove 
Moves  to  joy  and  sportful  love. 
Fills  the  listening  sailors  ears. 
Riding  on  the  wandering  spheretj. 
Neither  speech  nor  language  is 
Where  their  voice  is  not  transmit. 

God  is  good,  is  wise,  is  strong — 
Witness  all  the  creature-throng — 
Is  confesswl  by  every  tongue. 
All  tbinga  \)aek  ^toia  vi\i^\\<»  '^^l  «^vwi% 
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As  the  thankful  rivers  pay 
What  they  borrowed  of  the  sea. 

Now,  myself,  I  do  resign ; 
Take  me  whole,  I  all  am  Thine. 
Save  me,  God  I  from  self-desire. 
Death's  pit,  dark  helFs  raging  fire 
Envy,  hatred,  vengeance,  ire ; 
Let  not  lust  my  soul  bemire. 

Quit  from  these,  Thy  praise  I  ^11  sing. 
Loudly  sweep  the  trembling  string. 
Bear  a  part,  0  wisdom^s  sons. 
Freed  from  vain  religions  I 
Lo  I  from  far  I  you  salute. 
Sweetly  warbling  on  my  Inte — 
India,  Egypt,  Araby, 
Asia,  Greece,  and  Tartary, 
Carmel-tracts  and  Lebanon, 
With  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon, 
From  whence  muddy  Nile  doth  run ; 
Or,  wherever  else  you  won, 
Breathing  in  one  vital  air — 
One  wo  are  though  distant  far. 

Rise  at  once — let 's  sacrifice ! 
Odors  sweet  perfhme  the  skies. 
See  how  heavenly  lightning  fires 
Hearts  inflamed  with  high  aspires ; 
All  the  substance  of  our  souls 
Up  in  clouds  of  incense  rolls ! 
Leave  we  notliing  to  ourselves 
Save  a  voice — what  need  we  else  ? 
Or  a  hand  to  wear  and  tire 
On  the  thankful  lute  or  hre. 

Sing  aloud !  His  praise  rehearse 

Who  hath  made  the  universe. 

Hknbt  Mobx. 


THE  SPIRIT-LAND. 

Fathek  1  Thy  wonders  do  not  singly  stand, 
N'or  far  removed  where  feet  have  seldom 

strayed ; 
Around  us  ever  lies  the  enchanted  land. 
In  marvels  rich  to  Thine  own  sons  displayed  ; 
I II  linding  Thee  are  all  things  round  us  found ; 
(n  l«»sing  Thee  are  all  things  lost  beside; 
Kars  have  we,  but  in  vain  strange  voices 

sound ; 
And  to  our  eyes  the  vision  is  denied ; 
We  w angler  in  the  country  far  remote. 


Mid  tombs  and  ruined  piles  in  death  to 

Or  on  the  records  of  past  greatness  do 

And  for  a  buried  soul  the  living  sell ; 

While  on  our  path  bewildered  falls  the 

Tliat  neV  returns  us  to  the  fields  of  li 

Jon ' 


THE  ELDER  SCRIPTURE. 

Thebb  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  reac 
Which  heavenly  truth  imparts, 

And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need— 
Pure  eyes  and  loving  hearts. 

The  works  of  God,  above,  below, 

Within  us,  and  around, 
Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  Gk>d  himself  is  found. 

The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 
Is  like  the  Father^s  love ; 

Wherewith  encompassed,  great  and  i 
In  peace  and  order  move. 

The  dew  of  heaven  is  like  His  grace : 
It  steals  in  nlenoe  down ; 

But  where  it  lights,  the  favored  pW 
By  richest  fruits  is  known. 

Two  worlds  are  ours :  'tis  onlv  sin 

Forbids  us  to  descry 
The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within, 

Plain  as  the  earth  and  sky. 

Thou  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  sec 
And  love  this  sight  so  fair. 

Give  me  a  heart  to  find  out  Thee 
And  read  Thee  every  where. 

J0H5  R 


FOR  NEW-YEAR'S  DAY. 

Eternaj.  source  of  every  joy ! 
Well  may  Thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  Thy  temple  we  appear 
Whose  goodness  crowns  the  circling  y< 

While  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll, 
Tliy  hand  supports  the  steady  pole ; 
The  sun  is  taught  by  Thee  to  rise, 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

The  fiowery  spring  at  Thy  command 
Embalms  the  air,  and  paints  the  land ; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigor  shine 
To  raise  the  corn,  and  cheer  the  vine. 


d  in  antaniD  nchlf  ponra 

all  our  coasts  redundant  stores  - 

tere,  softened  bj  Thj  care,  • 

s  fiioe  of  horror  wear. 


and  months,  and  weeks,  and  dajs 
successive  songs  of  praise ; 
he  cheerful  homage  paid 
-ning  light  and  evening  shade. 

rhj  house  shall  incense  rise, 
ig  Sabbaths  bless  onr  eyes ; 
we  make  Thy  mercies  knim'n, 
Thy  board,  and  mund  oiir  own. 

)ur  more  harmonious  tongnee 
)  anknown  pursue  the  songs: 
hose  brighter  courts  adore 
lys  and  years  revolve  no  more. 

pHIUr    DODDUDM. 


niE  SOFT-FALLING  SNOW.' 

s  the  soft-falling  snow, 
the  diffusive  rain : 
eaven  from  whence  It  fell, 
rns  not  back  again, 
But  waters  earth 
Through  every  pore, 
And  calls  forth  all 
Its  secret  store. 


.yed  in  beauteous  green 
hills  aot]  valleys  shine, 
man  and  beast  is  fed 
'rovidence  divine ; 
The  harvest  bows 
Its  goldoo  ears. 
The  copious  seed 
Of  fotore  years. 

"  saith  the  God  of  grace, 
'  gospel  shall  descend — 
i^tj  to  effect 
purpose  I  intend ; 


Millions  of  sonls 
Shall  feel  its  power. 
And  bear  it  down 
To  millions  more. 

"Joy  shall  begin  jonr  march. 
And  peace  protect  yoor  ways, 
While  all  the  mountains  round 
Echo  melodious  praise ; 

The  vocol  groves 

Shall  sing  the  Qnd, 

And  every  tree 

Consenting  nod," 


AN  ODE. 

Tbs  spacioTiB  firmament  on  high, 

With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky. 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 

Thett  great  original  proclaim. 

The  unwearied  snn,  from  day  to  day. 

Does  his  creator's  power  display. 

And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  on  almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevul. 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  taJo, 
And  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth, 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 
Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bun. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole 

What  thongli,  in  solemn  silence,  all 
Move  round  the  dark,  terrestrial  bollf 
What  though  nor  real  voice  nor  siiund 
Amid  their    radiant  orbs  be  foundl 
In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejuice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  vaice. 
Forever  singing  as  they  shine 
"  The  band  that  made  va  is  divine ! '' 
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EVENING. 

Father  !  hj  Tliy  lovo  and  power 
Comes  again  the  evening  hour : 
Light  ha?»  vanished,  labors  cease, 
Weary  creatures  rest  in  pence. 
Thou,  whose  genial  dews  distil 

On  the  lowliest  wee<l  that  grows. 
Father !  guard  our  couch  from  ill, 

Lull  Thy  children  to  repose. 
We  to  Thee  ourselves  resign, 
Let  our  latest  thoughts  be  Thine. 


Saviour  I  to  Thy  Father  bear 
This  our  feeble  evening  prayer ; 
Thou  hast  seen  how  oft  to-day 
AVe,  like  sheep,  have  gone  astray ; 
Worldly  thoughts,  and  thoughts  of  pride, 

Wishes  to  Tliy  cross  untrue. 
Secret  faults,  and  undescried, 

Meet  Thy  sphnt-piercing  view, 
Blessed  Saviour  I  yet  through  Thee 
Pray  that  these  may  pardoned  be. 


Holy  Spirit  I  breath  of  bairn ! 
Fall  on  us  in  evening's  oahu : 
Yet  awliile  before  we  sleep 
We  with  Thee  will  vigils  keep  ; 
Lead  us  on  our  sin^  to  muse, 

Give  us  truest  penitence, 
Then  the  luve  of  God  infuse, 

Breathing  humble  contidence ; 
Melt  our  spirits,  mould  our  will. 
Soften,  strengthen,  comfort  still  I 

Blessed  Trinity  I  be  near 

Througli  the  hours  ot*  darkness  drear ; 

When  the  help  of  man  is  far, 

Ye  more  clearly  present  are : 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Watrh  o'er  our  defenceless  head. 
Let  your  angels'  guardian  host. 

Keep  all  evil  from  our  bed, 
Till  the  flood  of  morninf:''s  ravs 
Wake  ufl  to  f.  dong  of  praise. 

ASOXTMOUS. 


IX  A  CLEAR  STARRY  NIGHT. 

A   DTMX  AXD  FRATEB  FOB  TUS  CSS  Q 
BEUETER8. 

LoBD  I  when  those  glorious  lights  I  sei 
With  which  Thou  hast  adorned  the  dait^ 
Observing  how  they  moved  be, 
And  how  their  splendor  fills  mine  ejea, 

Methinks  it  is  too  large  a  graoei 
But  that  Thy  love  ordained  it  so— 
That  creatures  in  so  high  a  place 
Should  servants  be  to  man  below 


The  meanest  lamp  now  shining  there 
In  dze  and  lustre  doth  exceed 
The  noblest  of  Thy  creatures  here, 
And  of  onr  friendship  hath  no  need. 

Yet  these  upon  manldiid  attend, 
For  secret  aid,  or  public  light; 
And  from  the  world^s  extremest  en 
Repair  unto  us  every  night. 


Oh  I  had  that  stamp  been  nndefiMed 
Which  first  on  us  Thy  hand  had  set, 
How  highly  should  we  have  been  grace«l 
Since  we  are  so  much  honored  yet 

Good  God^  for  what  but  for  the  sake 
Of  Thy  beloved  and  only  Son, 
Who  did  on  Uim  our  nature  take. 
Were  these  exceeding  favors  done ! 

As  we  by  Uim  have  honored  been. 
Let  us  to  Him  due  honors  give ; 
Let  Ills  uprightness  hide  our  sin. 
And  let  us  worth  from  Him  receive. 

Yea,  so  let  us  by  grace  improve 
What  Thou  by  nature  doth  bestow, 
That  to  Thy  dwelling-place  alK>ve 
AVe  may  be  raised  from  below. 

GaoME  WxiflB 


\ 
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THE  MORNING  OF  CHRIST'S  NA- 
TIVITY. 

I. 

s  13  the  month,  and  this  the  happy  morn, 
lerein  the  Son  of  heaven's  eternal  king, 
wedded  niaid  and  virgin  mother  horn, 
r  great  redemption  from  ahove  did  bring — 
'  so  the  holy  sages  once  did  sing — 
*hat  He  onr  deadly  forfeit  should  release, 
d  with  His  Father  work  ns  a  perpetual 
peace. 

II. 

• 

it  glorious  form,  that  light  onsufferable, 
d  that  far-beaming  blaze  of  mi\jesty 
lerewith  He  wont  at  heaven's  high  conncil- 

table 
nt  the  midst  of  Trinal  Unity, 
laid  aside ;  and  here  with  us  to  be 
forsook  the  courts  of  everlasting  day, 
d  chose  with  us  a  darksome  house  of  mor- 
tal clay. 

m. 

*,  heavenly  muse!  shall  not  thy  sacred 

vein 
brd  a  present  to  the  Infant  God  ? 
rt   thou  no  verse,  no  hymn,   or  solemn 

strain, 
welcome  Him  to  this  His  new  abode — 
w  while  the  heaven,  by  the  sun's  team 

untrod, 
lath  took  no  print  of  the  approaching 

light, 
1  all  the  spangled  host  keep  watch  in 

squadrons  bright? 

IV. 

how  from  far  upon  the  eastern  road 
)  star-led  wizards  haste  with  odors  sweet  I 
!  nm  prevent  them  with  tliy  humble  ode, 
£  lay  it  lowly  at  his  blessed  feet; 
re  thou  the  honor  first  thy  Lord  to  greet, 
Ind  Join  thy  voice  unto  the  angel  choir, 
>m  out  His  secret  altar  touched  with  hal- 
lowed fire. 


THE  HYMN. 


I. 


It  was  the  winter  wild 
While  the  heaven-born  child 

All   meanly  wrapt  in  the  rude  manger 
lies — 
Nature, in  awe  to  Him, 
Had  doffed  her  gaudy  trim. 

With  her  great  master  so  to  sympathize ; 
It  was  no  season  then  for  her 
To  wanton  with  the    sun,  her  lusty  para- 
mour. 

n. 

Only  with  speeches  fair 
She  woos  the  gentle  air 

To  hide  her  guilty  front  with  inncoent 
snow. 
And  on  her  naked  shame, 
Pollute  with  sinful  blame. 

The  saintly  veil  of  maiden  white  to  throw — 
Confounded  that  her  maker's  eyes 
Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deformi- 
ties. 

ui. 

But  He,  her  fears  to  cease. 
Sent  down  the  meek-eyed  peace ; 
She,  crowned  with  olive  green,  cfmie  softly 
sliding 
Down  through  the  turning  sphere. 
His  ready  harbinger. 
With  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds  divid- 
ing; 
And  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand, 

She  strikes  a  universal  peace  throu^rh  sea 
and  land. 

IV. 

Nor  war,  or  battle's  sound, 
AVas  heard  the  world  around — 
The  idle  spear  and  bhield  were  high  up 

hung; 
The  hooked  chariot  stood 
Unstained  with  hostile  blood ; 
The    trumpet   spake    not    to  the  armed 

throng ; 
And  kings  sat  still  with  awful  eye. 
As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovereijm  Lord 

wa»\)y. 
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liut  peaceful  waa  the  iiijjht 
Wherein  the  [iriDce  of  Itgnt 

His  rei^'n  of  peace  opoo  the  earth  began ; 
The  winJs,  with  wonder  whist, 
Smoothly  the  w.iter^  kissed, 

Wliisperlng  new  oya  to  tlie  mild  oceaii, 
Who  now  li!ii)(  qnite  forgot  to  rave, 
While  hirda  of  calm  ait  brooding  on  the 
charmed  wave. 


The  stara  with  deep  amaze 
Stand  fixed  in  steadfast  gaze, 

Bendi[ig  one  waj  their  precious  inflneoM ; 
AtuI  will  ]i.it  (,iko  their  flight 
For  all  the  morniag  light, 

Or  Lucifer  that  otteo  warned  them  thence ; 
But  in  their  Simmering  orbs  did  glow 
Until  their  Lord   himself  beapake,  and  bid 
tliem  go. 

And  thongh  the  ahadf  gloom 
Had  ^vea  daj  her  room, 

The  snn   himself  withheld    hia    wonted 
speed, 
And  hid  his  head  for  Ehame, 
Aa  ilia  inferior  flame 

The  now-enlightened  world  no  more  should 

He  saw  a  greater  ann  appear 
Than  his  brijflit  throne  or  burning  axle-tree 
conid  bear. 


The  she|dieriU  on  the  lawn, 
Or  e'er  tlie  point  of  dann, 

Sat  simplj  chatting  in  a  rustic  row ; 
Full  ittlu  liiouglit  thej  then 
That  tlie  mighty  Pun 

Waa  kindly  come  to  live  with  them  tielow ; 
PL'rliaps  their  love.-,  or  else  their  ahecp, 
\\':ii  all  tliat  di<I  tlieir  i>illy  thoughts  so  buf>v 


When  anch  niu^ic  awcvt 
Tlieir  hearts  mid  ears  did  trreel 

As  nevi-r  waa  by  mortal  finger  strook — 
DiriflcJv- warbled  voice 


Anawcring  the  stringed  noiae, 

Aa  aU  their  siwIh  iu  bliaaful  nptnra  Unt: 
The  »ii,  9iie)i  pleiisure  loath  to  1o*^ 
With  thousand  echoea  atill  prolonp  «■! 
heavenly  doae. 


IfabiTO,  that  heard  aacb  aonnd 
Beneath  the  hollow  ronnd 

Of  Cynthia'a  seat  the  airjr  reg^  thriOii^ 
Now  was  almost  won 
To  think  ler  part  was  done, 

And  that  her  reign  had  hare  iu  latt  M 
filling; 
She  icnaw  anch  harmonj  alone 
Could  bold  all  heaven  and  earth  in  hipfie 


At  laat  anrroonda  Qitai  right    - 
A  globe  of  circular  light, 
That  with  long  beams  the  shame&oed  biffc 
arrayed; 

The  helmed  jiherubim 
And  nworded  Roraphim 
Are  seen  in  glittering  ranks  with  win] 

diaplajed, 
ILiriiing  In  loud  and  solemn  choir, 
With  uaexpressive  notes,  to  heaven's  ne* 

born  heir — 


Such  music  (as  'tia  siud) 
Before  waa  never  made, 
Bat  when  of  old  the  sons  of  morning  toni 

While  the  Creator  great 
His  constellationa  set, 
And  the  well-balanced  world  on  hin^ 

And  cast  the  dark  fonndationa  d^p, 
And  bid  the    well«ring  waves  their  ooi 
channel  keep. 

sni. 

Bmg  out,  ye  ctjata!  apherest 
Once  bless  onr  human  ears, 

If  ye  have  power  to  touch  onr  lentiet « 
And  let  your  silver  chime 
S[ore  in  melodioua  time. 

And  let  the  baits  of  heaven's  deep  orp 
Wow: 


ON    THE    MORNING    OF    CHRIST'S    NATIVITY. 


7ifi 


ritb  yoDr  ninefold  harmonj 
up  full  consort  to  the  angelio  eym- 
phony. 

ZIT. 

such  holy  song 

p  our  &noy  long, 

le  will  run  back,  and  fetch  the  age  of 

gold ; 

peckled  vanity 
icken  soon  and  die, 
1  leprous   sin  will  melt  from  earthly 

mould ; 

hell  itself  will  pass  away, 
leave  her  dolorous   mansions  to  the 

peering  day. 

» 

XV. 

truth  and  justice  then 

[own  return  to  men, 

ed  in  a  rainbow;    and,  like   glories 

wearing, 

will  sit  between, 
ed  in  celestial  sheen, 
h  radiant  feet  the  tissued  clouds  down 

steering; 

leaven,  &a  at  some  festival, 
pen  wide  the  gates  of  her  high  palace 

hall 

XVI. 

isest  fate  says  No— 
lust  not  yet  be  so ; 

babe  yet  lies  in  smiling  infancy 

»n  the  bitter  cross 

txieem  our  loss, 

»oth  Himself  and  us  to  glorify. 

*st  to  those  ye  chained  in  sleep 

'akefnl  trump  of  doom  must  thunder 

through  the  deep, 

xvn. 

nich  a  horrid  clang 
Mount  Sinni  rang, 
ie  the  red   fire  and  smouldering  clouds 

out-brake ; 

;ed  earth,  aghast 

:error  of  that  blast, 

U  from  the  surface  to  the  centre  shake — 

at  the  world^B  last  session, 
*eadftil  Judge  In  middle  air  shall  spreail 

his  throne. 


XV  in. 

And  then  at  last  our  bliss 
Full  and  perfect  is — 

But  now  begins ;  for  from  this  happy  da} 
The  old  dragon,  under  ground 
In  straiter  limits  bound, 

Not  half  so  far  casts  his  usurped  sway, 
And,  wroth  to  see  his  kingdom  fail, 
Swinges  the  scaly  horror  of  his  folded  taiL 

XIX. 

The  oracles  are  dumb ; 
No  voice  or  hideous  hum 
Runs  tlirough  the  arched  roof  in  words 

deceiving ; 
Apollo  from  his  shrine 
Can  no  more  divine. 
With  hollow  shriek  the  steep  of  Delphos 

leaving ; 
No  nightly  trance,  or  breathed  spell. 
Inspires  the  pale-eyed  priest  from  the  Drf>- 

phetio  cell. 

XX. 

ITie  lonely  mountains  o'er. 
And  the  resounding  shore, 

A  voice  of  weeping  heard  and  loud  lament; 
From  haunted  spring,  and  dale 
Edged  with  poplar  pale. 

The  parting  genius  is  with  sighing  f^ent; 
With  flower-inwoven  treaacs  torn 
The    nymphs  in  twilight  shade  of  tangled 
thickets  mourn. 

XXI. 

In  consecrated  earth. 
And  on  the  holy  hearth. 
The  lars  and  Icmures  moan  with  midnight 

plaint; 
In  urns  and  altars  round 
A  drear  and  dying  sound 
AfTrights    the    flamens   at    their    service 

quaint ; 
And  the  chill  marble  seems  to  sweat, 
While   each    peculiar    power    foregi>e8  his 

wonted  seat. 

xxn. 

Poor  and  Ba&lim 

Forsake  their  temples  dircu, 


Tliey  caL  tlio  grisly  kiiiir, 

In  (iMnini  dance  nbont  the  fiirtinco  Muc : 
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nymphs  of  Solyma  I  begin  the  song — 
heavenly  themes  sablimer  strains  belong. 
I  mossy  fountains  and  the  sylvan  sliades, 
I  dreams  of  Pindus  and  the  Aonian  maids, 
ight  no  more — O  thou  my  voice  inspire 

0  touched  Isaiah's  hallowed  lips  with  fire ! 
tapt  into  future  times  the  bard  begim : 
irgin  shall  conceive— a  virgin  bear  a  son ! 
m  Jesse^s  root  behold  a  branch  arise 

ose  sacred  flower  with  fragrance  fills  the 

skies ! 
'ethereal  spirit  o*er  its  leaves  shall  move, 

1  on  its  top  descends  the  mystic  dove, 
heavens  I  from  high  tlie  dewy  nectar  pour, 
1  in  soft  silence  shed  the  kindly  shower  I 

)  sick  and  weak  the  healing  plant  shall 
aid — 

•m  storm  a  shelter,  and  from  heat  a  shade, 
crimes  shall  cease,  and  ancient  frauds 
shall  fail; 

:uming  justice  lift  aloft  her  scale, 

ice  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend, 

d  white-robed  innocence  from  heaven  de- 
scend. 

ift  fly  the  years,  and  rise  the  expected 
morn  I 

spring  to  light!  auspicious  babe,  bo  born  I 

t,  nature  hastes  her  earliest  wreaths  to 
bring, 

th  all  the  incense  of  the  breathing  spring ! 

» lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance ; 

)  nodding  forests  on  the  mountains  dance ; 

)  spicy  clouds  from  lowly  Sharon  rise, 

d  Carmers  flowery  top  perfumes  Uie  skies! 

rk  I  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  desert  cheers : 

^pare  the  way  I  a  God,  a  God  appears ! 

God,  a  God  I  the  vocal  hills  reply — 

B  rocks  proclaim  the  approaching  deity. 

,  earth  receives  Him  from  the  bending 
skies ! 

ik  down,  ye  mount^ns;  and  ye  valleys, 
rise! 

th  heads  declined,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay! 

smooth,  ye  rocks;  ye  rapid  floods,  give 
way! 

e  Saviour  comes!  by  ancient  bards  fore- 
told— 

ar  Iliin,  ye  deaf;  and  all  ye  blind,  behold ! 


lie  from  thick  films  shall  purge  the  visual 
ray, 

And  on  the  sightless  eyeball  pour  the  day ; 

T  is  He  the  obstructed  paths  of  sound  shall 
clear, 

And  bid  new  music  charm  the  unfolding  ear ; 

The  dumb  shall  sing;   the  lame  his  crutch 
forego, 

And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding;  roe. 

No  sigh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  shall 
hear — 

From  every  face  He  wipes  off  every  tear. 

In  adamantine  chains  shall  death  be  bound. 

And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  the  eternal  wound. 

As  the  good  shepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care. 

Seeks  freshest  pasture,  and  the  purest  uir, 

Exj)lores  the  lost,  the  wandering  sheep  di- 
rects, 

By  day  o'orsees  them,  and  by  night  jiroteccs; 

The  tender  lambs  He  raises  in  His  arms — 

Feeds  from    His  hand,  and   in    His  bosom 
warms: 

Thus  shall  mankind  His  guardian  care  en- 
gage— 

The  promised  father  of  the  future  age. 

No  more  shall  nation  against  nation  rise, 

Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes ; 

Nor  fields  with  gleaming  steel  be  covered  o'er, 

The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more ; 

But  useless  lances  into  scytlies  shall  bend. 

And  the  broad  falchion  in  a  ploughnshare  end. 

Then  palaces  shall  rise;  the  joyful  son 

Shall  finish  what  his  short-lived  sire  begun ; 

Their  vines  a  shadow  to  their  race  shall  yield. 

And  the  same  hand  that  sowed  shall  reap  the 
field ; 

Tlie  swain  in  barren  deserts  with  surprise 

Sees  lilies  spring  and  sudden  verdure  rise ; 

And  starts,  amidst  the  thirsty  wilds,  to  hear 

New  falls  of  water  murmuring  in  his  ear. 

On  rifted  rxks,  the  dragon's  late  ahtnles, 

The  green  recti    trembles,  and  the  bulrush 
nods; 

Waste  sandy  valleys,   once  peri)lexed  with 
thorn, 

The  spiry  fir  and  shai>ely  box  adorn ; 

To  leafless  shrubs  the  flowery  palms  succeed, 

And  odorous  myrtle  to  the  noisome  weed ; 

The  lambs  with  wolves  shall  graze  the  ver- 
dant mead. 

And  boys  \i\  fVo^wy  \va\\iV  \V^>a.^TVfc»^\ 
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The  steer  and  lion  at  one  crib  shall  meet, 
And  harmless   serpents   liok  the   pilgrim's 

feet. 
The  smiling  infant  in  his  hand  shall  take 
The  crested  basilisk  and  speckled  snake — 
Pleased,  the  green  lustre  of  the  scales  survey, 
And  with  their  forked  tongue  shall  innocent- 
ly play. 
Rise,  crowned   with  light,  imperial  Salem, 

rise  I 
Exalt  thy  towery  head,  and  lift  thine  eyes  I 
See  a  long  race  thy  spacious  courts  adorn ; 
See  future  sons  and  daughters,  yet  unborn, 
In  crowding  ranks  on  every  side  arise, 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies  I 
See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend ; 
See  thy  bright  altars  thronged  with  prostrate 

kings, 
And  heaped  with  products  of  Sabean  springs  I 
For  thee  Idume's  spicy  forests  blow. 
And   seeds  of  gold  in  Ophir^s  mountains 

glow. 
See  heaven  its  sparkling  portals  wide  display, 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day  I 
No  more  the  riang  sun  shall  gild  the  morn, 
Nor  evening  Cynthia  fill  her  silver  horn ; 
But  lost,  dissolved  in  thy  superior  rays. 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaze, 
Overflow  thy  courts ;  the  Litjlit  Ilimsolf  shall 

shine 
Revealed,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine  I 
The  seas  shall  wast«,  the  skies  in  smoke  de- 
cay, 
Rocks  fall  to  dust,  and  mountains  melt  away ; 
But  fixed  His  word,  His  saving  power  re- 
mains ; 
Thy  realm  for  ever  lasts,  thy  own  Messiah 

reigns  I 

Alkxjlmdbb  Pops. 


TWELFTH  DAY,  OR  THE  EPIPHANY. 

That  so  Thy  blessed  birth,  0  Christ, 
Might  through  the  world  be  spread  about. 
Thy  star  appeared  in  the  east, 
Whereby  the  Gentiles  found  Thee  out; 
And  offering  Thee  myrrh,  incense,  gold. 
Thy  three-fold  office  did  unfold. 


Sweet  Jesus,  let  that  star  of  Thine— 
Thy  grace,  which  guides  to  find  out  Tl 
Within  our  hearts  for  ever  shine, 
That  Thou  of  us  found  oat  mayst  be; 
And  Thou  shalt  be  our  king  therefore 
Our  priest  and  prophet  evermore. 

Tears  that  firom  true  repentance  drtfx 
Instead  of  myrrh,  present  will  we; 
For  incense  we  wiU  offer  up 
Our  prayers  and  praises  unto  Ihee; 
And  bring  for  gold  each  pious  deed 
Which  doth  from  saving  grace  prooee 

And  as  those  '/vise  men  never  went 
To  visit  Herod  any  more ; 
So,  finding  Thee,  we  will  repent 
Our  courses  followed  heretofore; 
And  that  we  homeward  may  retire, 
The  way  by  Thee  we  will  inquire. 

Gbobab  Win 


LINES 


ON  TIIE  OELEBRATED  PICTUBB  BT  LB09ABD 
VINCI,  GALLED  THE  VIBGIN  OF  THE  BOOI 

While  young  John  runs  to  greet 

The  greater  infant's  feet. 

The  mother  standing  by,  vrith  trem 

passion 
Of  devout  admiration. 
Beholds  the  engaging  mystic  play, 

pretty  adoration; 
Nor  knows  as  yet  the  full  event 
Of  those  so  low  beginnings 
From  whence  we  date  our  winning 
But  wonders  at  the  intent 
Of  those  new  rites,  and  what  that  sti 

child-worship  meant. 
But  at  her  side 
An  augel  doth  abide, 
With  such  a  perfect  joy 
As  no  dim  doubts  alloy — 
An  intuition, 
A  glory,  an  amenity. 
Passing  the  dark  condition 
Of  blind  humanity, 
As  if  he  surely  knew 
All  the  blest  wonders  should  ^nsne 
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Or  he  had  lately  left  the  npper  sphere, 

And  had  read  all  the  sovereign  schemes 

and  divine  riddles  there. 

Ohablm  Lamm. 


HE  REIGN  OF  CHRIST  ON  EARTIL 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed — 

Great  David's  greater  Son  I 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begnn  I 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free, 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes  with  succor  speedy 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong ; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing, 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light, 
Whose  souls,  condemned  and  dying; 

Were  precious  in  His  sight. 

By  sucli  shall  He  be  feared 

While  sun  and  moon  endure— 
Beloved,  obeyed,  revered; 

For  lie  shall  judge  the  poor. 
Through  changing  generation!), 

With  justice,  mercy,  truth, 
While  stars  maintain  their  stations 

Or  moons  renew  their  youth. 

He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birth ; 
Before  Him,  on  the  mountains, 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go, 
And  righteousness,  in  fountaina. 

From  hiU  to  valley  flow. 

Arabia's  desert-ranger 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee, 
Tlie  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see ; 
With  offering!*  of  devotion 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  poor  the  wealth  of  ocean 

Ib  irlbQt«  at  His  feet 


Kings  shall  fall  down  before  Him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing ; 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore. 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing, 

And  doily  vows,  ascend — 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end ; 
The  mountain  dews  shall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown. 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flooriib, 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  His  throne  shall  rest, 
From  age  to  age  more  gloriooa, 

All-blessing  and  all- blest ; 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever ; 

That  name  to  us  is — love. 

Jamba  MoNTOOMsm:. 


^  JESUS  SHALL  REIGN." 

Jesus  shall  reign  wherever  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run,— 
His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet 
To  pay  their  homage  ut  His  feet, 
While  western  empires  own  their  Ilonl, 
And  savage  tribes  attend  His  word. 

To  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made. 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head ; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  ribO 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 


People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  sorig, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  Ilia  nascsft. 
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PASSION  SUNDAY. 

The  royal  banners  forward  go : 
The  cross  sbines  forth  in  mystic  giow ; 
Where  He  in  flesh,  our  flesh  who  made, 
Our  sentence  bore,  our  ransom  paid — 

Where  deep  for  us  the  spear  was  dyed. 
Life's  torrent  rushing  from  His  side, 
To  wash  US  in  that  precious  flood 
Where  mingled  water  flowed  and  blood. 

Fulfilled  is  all  that  David  told 

In  true  prophetic  song  of  old : 

Amidst  the  nations,  God,  saith  he, 

Hath  reigned  and  triumphed  from  the  tree. 

0  tree  of  beauty,  tree  of  light! 
O  tree  with  royal  purple  dight ! 
Elect  on  whose  triumphal  breast 
Those  holy  limbs  should  find  their  rest  I 

On  whose  dear  arms,  so  widely  flung. 
The  weight  of  this  world's  ransom  hung — 
The  price  of  human  kind  to  pay, 
And  spoil  the  spoiler  of  his  prey. 

To  Tliee,  eternal  three  in  one, 
Let  homage  meet  by  all  be  done, 
Whom  by  the  cross  Thou  dost  restore, 
Preserve  and  govern  evermore.     Amen. 

VENA^nrs  F^BTiTNA-nj?.    (Latin.) 
I  noDTinoiis  Translation. 


GETIISEMAXE. 

Jesijs,  while  He  dwelt  below, 
As  divine  historians  sav. 

To  a  i)lace  wonld  often  fro — 
Near  to  Kedron's  brook  it  lay 

In  this  place  He  loved  to  be, 

And  't  Wivs  named  Geth5»emane. 

• 

T  was  a  garden,  .ns  we  read. 

At  the  foot  of  Olivet — 
Low,  and  proper  to  be  made 

The  Redeemer's  lone  retreat ; 
When  from  noise  ho  would  be  free, 
rben  He  sought  Gethscmane, 


Thither,  by  their  Master  brou^t, 
His  disciples  likewise  come ; 

There  the  heavenly  truths  He  tau^t 
Often  set  their  hearts  on  flame ; 

Therefore  they,  as  well  as  He, 

Yimted  Gethsemane. 

Oft  conversing  here  they  sat, 
Or  might  join  with  Christ  in  praye 

Oh  I  what  blest  devotion  that, 
When  the  Lord  Himself  is  there! 

All  things  thus  did  there  agree 

To  endear  Gethsemane. 

Full  of  love  to  man's  lost  race. 
On  the  conflict  much  He  thought ; 

This  He  knew  the  destined  place, 
And  He  loved  the  sacred  spot; 

Therefore  Jesus  chose  to  be 

Often  in  Gethsemane. 

Came  at  length  the  dreadful  night; 

Vengeance  with  its  iron  rod, 
Stood,  and  with  collected  might 

Bruised  the  harmless  Lamb  of  God; 
See,  my  soul,  thy  Saviour  see, 
Prostrate  in  Gethsemane  I 

View  Him  in  that  olive  press. 
Wrung    with   anguish,   whelmed 
blood — 

Hear  Him  pray  in  His  distress. 
With  strong  cries  and  tears,  to  God 

Then  reflect  what  sin  must  be. 

Gazing  on  Gethsemane. 

Gloomy  garden,  on  thy  beds, 
Washed  by  Kedron's  water  pool, 

Grow  most  rank  and  bitter  weeds ! 
Think  on  these,  my  soul,  my  soul  I 

Wouldst  thou  sin's  dominion  see — 

Call  to  mind  Gethsemane. 

Eden,  from  each  flowery  bed. 
Did  for  man  short  sweetness  breati: 

Soon,  by  Satan's  counsel  led, 
Man  wrought  an,  and  sin  wrought  d< 

But  of  life  the  healing  tree 

Grows  in  rich  Gethsemane. 
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\  Lord,  Thou  didst  resort 
imes  with  Thy  little  train ; 
vouldst  keep  Thy  private  court — 
!  confer  that  ^ace  again ; 
resort  with  worthless  me, 
les  to  Grethflemone. 

I  can^t  deserve  to  share 

I  favor  so  divine ; 

nee  sin  first  fixed  Thee  there, 

le  have  greater  ains  than  mine ; 

0  this  my  woeful  plea 
S3  thon,  Gethsemane  I 

gainst  a  holy  God, 

1  against  His  righteous  laws, 
gainst  His  love,  His  blood, 

I  against  His  name  and  cause, 
nmense  as  is  the  sea — 
nc,  0  Gethsemane ! 

ir,  all  the  stone  remove 
in  my  flinty,  frozen  heart ! 
it  with  the  beams  of  love, 
*ce  it  with  Thy  mercy's  dart  I 
d  the  heart  that  wounded  Thee ! 
it,  in  Gethsemane  I 

JoBBPu  Hast. 


GETHSEMANE. 

to  dark  Gctiisemane, 

e  that  feel  the  tempter's  power; 

ir  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 

/'atch  witli  llim  one  bitter  hour; 

n  not  from  his  griefs  away — 

rn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray ! 

ow  to  the  judginent-hall — 
lew  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned ! 
the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 
h  the  pangs  his  soul  sustained ! 
n  not  suffering,  sliame,  or  loss — 
m  of  llim  to  bear  the  cross ! 

rary's  mournful  mountain  climb ; 
here,  adoring  at  His  feet, 
k  that  miracle  of  time — 
ods  own  sacrifice  ooraplete  I 


"It  is  finished  I  " — ^hear  the  cry — 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

Early  hasten  to  the  tomb 

Where  they  laid  His  breathless  clay- 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom  ; 

Who  hath  taken  Him  awav  ? 
Christ  is  risen  I — ^he  meets  our  eyes ! 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise ! 

JaMXS  UonTQOMMhX, 


WEEPING  UARY. 

Mabt  to  her  Saviour's  tomb 

Hasted  at  the  early  dawn ; 
Spice  she  brought,  and  rich  perfhme — 

But  the  Lord  she  loved  was  gone. 
For  a  while  she  weeping  stood. 

Struck  witli  sorrow  and  surprise. 
Shedding  tears,  a  plenteous  fiood — 

For  her  heart  supplied  her  eyes, 

Jesus,  who  is  always  near. 

Though  too  often  un perceived. 
Comes  his  drooping  child  to  cheer, 

Kindly  asking  why  she  grieved. 
Though  at  first  slie  knew  him  not — 

Wlien  He  called  her  by  her  name. 
Then  her  griefs  were  all  forgot. 

For  she  found  He  was  the  same. 

Grief  and  sighing  quickly  fled 

When  she  heard  His  welcome  voice* 
Just  before  she  thought  Him  dead. 

Now  He  bids  her  heart  rejoice. 
What  a  change  His  word  can  make, 

Turning  darkness  into  day ! 
You  who  weep  for  Jesus'  sake. 

He  will  wipe  your  tears  away. 

He  who  came  to  comfort  her 

When  she  thought  her  all  was  lost, 
Will  for  your  relief  appear, 

Though  you  now  are  tempest-tossed 
On  His  wonl  your  burden  cast. 

On  His  love  your  thoughts  employ ; 
Weeping  for  a  while  may  last, 

But  the  morning  brings  the  joy. 
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AN  EASTER  HYMN. 

Awake,  thou  wintry  earth — 

Fling  off  thy  sadness  I 
Fair  vernal  flowers,  langh  forth 

Yonr  ancient  gladness  I 
Christ  is  risen  I 

Wave,  woods,  yonr  blossoms  all — 

Grim  death  is  dead  I 
Ye  weeping  funeral  trees, 

lift  up  your  head ! 

Christ  is  risen  I 

Come,  see  I  the  graves  are  green ; 

It  is  light ;  let  ^s  go 
Where  our  loved  ones  rest 

In  hope  below  I 

Christ  is  risen ! 

All  is  fresh  and  new. 

Full  of  spring  and  light ; 
Wintry  heart,  why  wear'st  the  hue 

Of  sleep  and  night  ? 
Christ  is  risen  I 

Leave  thy  cares  beneath. 

Leave  thy  worldly  love  I 
Begin  the  bettor  life 

With  God  above ! 

Christ  is  risen  I 

Thomas  BLAOXBtnur. 


EASTER. 

Rise,  heart!   thy  Lord  is  risen.     Sing  His 
praise 

Without  delays 
Who  takes  thee  by  the  hand,  that  thou  like- 

With  Him  mayst  rise — 
That,  as  His  death  calcined  thee  to  dust. 
His  life  may  make  thee  gold,  and  much  more 
just. 

A  wake,  my  lute,  and  struggle  for  thy  part 

With  all  thy  art  I 

The  cross  taught  all  wood  to  resound  His  name 

Who  bore  the  same ; 

His  stretched  sinews  taught  all  strings  what 
key 

Is  best  to  celebrate  this  most  high  day. 


Consort  both  liarp  and  late,  and  twist 

Pleasant  and  kng 

Or  since  all  moac  is  but  three  ptfts  ri 

And  mnltiplied, 

Oh  let  thy  blessed  Spirit  bear  a  part| 

And  make  np  oar  defects  with  Hiaswi 

I  got  me  flowers  to  strew  thy  way— 
I  got  me  boughs  off  many  a  tree; 
But  thou  wast  up  by  break  of  day, 
And  broughtst  thy  sweets  along  with 

The  san  aridng  in  the  east, 
Though  he  give  light,  and  th'  east  perl 
If  they  should  offer  to  contest 
With  Thy  arising,  they  presume. 

Can  there  be  any  day  bat  this, 
Though  many  suns  to  shine  endeavor? 
We  count  three  hundred,  bat  we  mm- 
There  is  but  one,  and  that  one  ever. 


HYMN. 


Fbom  my  lips  in  then:  defilement. 
From  my  heart  in  its  beguilement, 
From  my  tongue  which  speaks  not  ft 
From  my  soul  stained  everywhere — 
0  my  Jesus,  take  my  prayer ! 

Spurn  me  not,  for  all  it  says,— 
Not  for  words,  and  not  for  ways, — 
Not  for  shamelessness  endured  I 
Make  me  brave  to  speak  my  mood, 

0  my  Jesus,  as  I  would ! 

Or  teach  me,  which  I  rather  seek. 
What  to  do  and  what  to  speak. 

1  have  sinned  more  than  she 

Who,  learning  where  to  meet  with  1 
And  bringing  myrrh  the  highest  pri( 
Anointed  bravely,  from  her  knee. 
Thy  blessed  feet  accordingly — 
My  God,  my  Lord,  my  Christ ! 
As  thou  saidest  not  "  Depart," 
To  that  suppliant  from  her  heart, 
Scorn  me  not,  0  Word,  that  art 
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itieflt  one  of  all  words  said  I 
e  Thy  feet  to  me  instead, 
nderly  I  may  them  kiss, 
isp  them  close,  and  never  miss, 
ver-dropping  tear?,  as  free 
ccioos  as  that  myrrh  could  be, 
it  them  bravely  from  my  knee  1 

ae  with  Thy  tears !  draw  nigh  me, 

leir  salt  may  purify  me ! 

bunt  my  sins  who'knowest 

sinning,  to  the  lowest — 

St  all  my  wounds,  and  seest 

stripes  Thyself  decreest ; 

it  knowest  aU  my  faith — 

11  my  force  to  death, — 

i  all  my  wailings  low 

ine  evil  should  be  so  I 

^  hidden  but  appears 

knowledge,  O  Divine, 

tor,  Saviour  mine  I — 

Top  of  falling  tears, 

•reath  of  inward  moan, 

leart-beat — which  is  gone  I 

St.  JoAinnes  Damjlscjeitub.    (Oreek.) 
a  of  £.  &  Beowrxxo. 


[Y  GOD,  I  LOVE  THEE. 

I,  I  love  Thee  I  not  because 
►e  for  heaven  thereby ; 
5ause  those  who  love  Thee  not 
bum  eternally. 

)  my  Jesus,  Thou  didst  me 
the  cross  embrace  I 
didst  bear  the  nails  and  spear, 
manifold  disgrace. 

iefs  and  torments  numberless, 
sweat  of  agony, 
ath  itself— and  all  for  one 
was  Thine  enemy. 

hy,  0  blessed  Jesus  Christ, 
Id  I  not  love  Thee  well  ? 
ilie  hope  of  winning  heaven, 
>f  escaping  hell  I 
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Not  with  the  hope  of  gaining  aught, 

Not  seeking  a  reward ; 
But  as  Thyself  hast  loved  me, 

0  everlasting  Lord  I 

E'en  so  I  love  Thee,  and  will  love, 
And  in  Thy  praise  will  sing — 

Solely  because  thou  art  my  God, 

And  my  eternal  king. 

Bt.  Fkastod  XiTxu.    (LntliL) 
Translation  of  Edwaxd  Caswkll. 


"I  JOURNEY  THROUGH  A  DESERT 
DREAR  AND  WILD." 

I  jouBNET  through  a  desert  drear  and  wild, 

Yet  is  my  heart  by  such  sweet  thoughts  be- 
guiled 

Of  Him  on  whom  I  lean,  my  strength,  my 
stay, 

I  can  forget  the  sorrows  of  the  way. 

Thoughts  of  His  love — the  root  of  every  graoe, 

Which  finds  in  this  poor  heart  a  dwelling- 
place  ; 

The  sunshine  of  my  soul,  than  day  more 
bright. 

And  my  calm  pillow  of  repose  by  night. 

Thoughts  of  His  sojourn  in  this  vale  of  tear»— 
The  tale  of  love  unfolded  in  those  years 
Of  sinless  suffering,  and  patient  grace, 
I  love  again  and  yet  again  to  trace. 

Thoughts  of  His  glory — on  the  cross  I  gase, 
And  there  behold  its  sad,  yet  healing  rays ; 
Beacon  of  hope,  which  lifted  up  on  high, 
niumes  with  heavenly  light  tlie  tear-dimmed 
eye. 

Thoughts  of  His  coming — for  tliat  joyful  day 
In  patient  hope  I  watch,  and  wait,  and  pray ; 
The  dawn  draws  nigh,  the  midnight  shadows 

flee. 
Oh !  what  a  sunrise  will  that  advent  be  1 

Thus  while  I  journey  on,  my  Lord  to  meet. 
My  thoughts  and  meditations  are  so  sweet, 
Of  Him  on  whom  I  lean,  my  strength,  my 

stay, 
I  can  forget  the  sorrows  of  the  way* 
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WRESTLING  JACOB. 

FIRST  PiiET. 

Comb,  0  Thou  traveller  nnknown, 
Whom  still  I  hold,  bnt  cannot  see ; 

My  company  before  is  gone. 
And  I  am  left  alone  with  Thee ; 

With  Thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay, 

And  wrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 

I  need  not  tell  Thee  who  I  am ; 

My  sin  and  misery  declare ; 
Thyself  hast  called  me  by  my  name ; 

Look  on  Thy  hands,  and  read  it  there ; 
Bnt  who,  I  ask  Thee,  who  art  Thou? 
Tell  me  Thy  name,  and  tell  me  now. 

In  vain  Thou  strugglest  to  get  free ; 

I  never  will  unloose  my  hold : 
Art  Thou  the  man  that  died  for  me? 

The  secret  of  Thy  love  unfold ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  name.  Thy  nature  know. 

Wilt  Thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 

Thy  new,  unutterable  name  ? 
Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  Thee,  tell ; 

To  know  it  now  resolved  I  am ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
TOl  I  Thy  name.  Thy  nature  know. 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain 
And  murmur  to  contend  so  long ; 

I  rise  superior  to  my  pain ; 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  strong  I 

And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 

[  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 


SECOND  PART. 

Yield  to  rao  now,  for  I  am  weak, 

But  confident  in  self-despair; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak ; 

Be  conquered  by  my  instant  prayer ; 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  shalt  move, 
And  tell  me  if  Thy  name  be  Love. 

T  is  love  I  *t  is  love  I     Thou  diedst  for  me ; 

I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart; 
The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  floe ; 

Pare,  universal  love  Thou  art; 


To  me,  to  all,  Thj  bowels  move, 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Lorei 

My  prayer  hath  power  with  God;  tin 
Unspeakable  I  now  receive ; 

Through  faith  I  see  Thee  face  to  &oe 
I  see  Thee  face  to  face  and  live  I 

In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strore; 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

I  know  Thee,  Saviour,  who  Thou  ait 
Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner^s  friend ; 

Nor  wilt  Thou  with  the  night  depart 
But  stay  and  love  me  to  the  end ; 

Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove ; 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

The  sun  of  righteousness  on  me 
Hath  rose,  with  healing  in  his  wioj 

Withered  my  nature's  strength ;  from 
My  soul  its  life  and  succor  brings; 

My  help  is  all  laid  up  above; 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

Contented  now  upon  my  thigh 
I  halt,  till  life's  short  journey  end; 

All  helplessness,  all  weakness,  I 
On  Thee  alone  for  strength  depenc 

Nor  have  I  power  from  Thee  to  mov 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

Lame  as  I  am,  I  take  the  prey ; 

Hell,  earth,  and  sin,  with  ease  o'er 
I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way, 

And,  as  a  bounding  hart,  fly  home 

Through  all  eternity  to  prove 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

Cbaklis  Wi 


THE  CALL. 

Come,  my  way,  my  truth,  my  life, — 
Such  a  way  as  gives  us  breath ; 
Such  a  truth  as  ends  all  strife ; 
Such  a  life  as  killeth  death. 

Come  my  light,  my  feast,  my  streng 
Such  a  light  as  shows  a  feast; 
Such  a  feast  as  mends  in  length : 
Such  a  strength  as  makes  His  guest 


THE    ODOR. 


75b 


Come  my  joy,  my  love,  my  heart ! 
Bach  a  joy  as  none  con  move : 
SacU  a  love  as  Done  can  part; 
Bndi  a  heart  as  joys  in  love. 

Obobob 


tHE  STRANGER  AND  fflS  FRIEND. 

A  POOR  wayfaring  man  of  grief 

Hath  often  crossed  me  on  my  way. 
Who  sued  so  humbly  for  relief 

That  I  could  never  answer  "Nay." 
I  had  not  power  to  a^k  His  name, 
Whither  He  w«nt,  or  whence  He  came ; 
Tet  there  wa>  sometliing  in  His  eye 
That  won  my  love, — I  knew  not  why. 

OnoQ,  when  my  scanty  meal  was  spread, 
He  entered.    Not  a  wonl  He  spake. 

Just  perishing  for  want  of  bread, 
I  gave  Him  all ;  He  blessed  it^  brake. 

And  ate; — ^but  gave  me  part  again. 

Mine  was  an  angePs  portion  then ; 

For  while  I  fed  with  eager  haste, 

lliat  omst  was  manna  to  my  taste. 

I  spied  Him  where  a  fountain  burst 
Clear  from  the  rock ;  IDs  strength  was 
gone; 
The  heedless  water  mocked  His  thirst ; 

He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on. 
I  ran  to  raise  the  sufferer  up ; 
rhrice  from  the  stream  He  drained  my  cup. 
Dipped,  and  returned  it  running  o*er ; — 
I  drank,  and  never  thirsted  more. 

T  was  night;  the  floods  were  out,— it  blew 

A  winter  hurricane  aloof; 
I  heard  His  voice  abroad,  and  flew 

-To  bid  Him  welcome  to  my  roof; 
I  warmed,  I  clothed,  I  cheered  my  guest- 
Laid  Him  on  my  own  couch  to  rest ; 
Then  made  the  earth  my  bed,  and  seemed 
In  Eden's  garden  while  I  dreamed. 

Stripped,  wounded,  beaten  nigh  to  death, 
I  found  Him  by  the  highway  side ; 

I  roused  His  palse,  brought  back  His  breath, 
Revived  IDs  spirit  and  supplied 


Wine,  oil,  refreshment ;  He  was  healed. 
I  had,  myselfi  a  wound  concealed — 
But  fh>m  that  hour  forgot  the  smart^ 
And  peace  bound  up  my  broken  heart 

In  prison  I  saw  Him  next,  condemned 

To  meet  a  traitor's  doom  at  mom ; 
Tlie  tide  of  lying  tongues  I  stemmed, 

And  honored  Him  midst  shame  andsoom. 
My  friendship's  utmost  zeal  to  try, 
He  asked  if  I  for  Ilim  would  die ; 
Tlie  flesh  was  weak,  my  blood  ran  chill, 
But  the  free  spirit  cried,  "  I  will." 

Tlien  in  a  moment,  to  ray  view. 
The  stranger  darted  from  disguise ; 

The  tokens  in  His  hands  I  Jtnew — 
My  Saviour  stood  before  mine  eyes. 

He  spake ;  and  my  poor  name  he  named— 

'^  Of  me  thou  hast  not  been  ashamed; 

These  deeds  shall  thy  memorial  be ; 

Fear  not !  thou  didst  them  unto  me.'* 

Jaxu  Mo5Tao] 


THE  ODOR. 

How  sweetly  doth  My  Master  sound ! — My 
Master  I 
As  ambergris  leaves  a  rich  scent 

Unto  the  taster, 
So  do  these  words  a  sweet  content 
An  oriental  fhigrancy — ^My  Master  1 

With  tlieso  all  day  I  do  perfume  my  mind, 
My  mind  even  thrust  into  them  both^ 

That  I  might  find 
What  cordials  make  this  curious  broth, 
This  broth  of  smells,  that  feeds  and  fats  my 
mind. 

My  ^faster  shall  I  speak  ?    Oh  that  to  Thee 
My  servant  were  a  little  so 

As  flesh  may  In? ; 
That  tlio^e  two  words  might  creep  and 
prow 
To  some  degree  of  spiciness  to  Thee ! 

Tlien  should  tlie  pomander,  which  was  before 
A  speaking  sweet,  mend  by  reflection. 

And  tell  mo  more : 
For  panlon  of  my  imperfect\c\^ 

Would  wanu  aaiV  vjotVW.  i^>K^ft\««  ^«3aL\sR^<w 
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For  when  Mj  Master,  wbioh  alone  to  sweety 
And  e'en  in  mj  unwortihineM  pleftring^ 

Shall  oall  and  meet 
My  servant,  as  Thee  not  ^Uspleadng^ 

That  call  is  hut  the  hreatfa^  of  iihe  tweet 

This  hreathing  wonld  with  gains,  ^7  sweet- 
ening me^ 
(As  sweet  things  traffidk  when  tlii^meet) 

Retom  to  Thee ; 
And  so  this  new  oommeroe  and  sweet 

Should  all  my  life  employ,  and  hxay  me. 

Qmomm 


THE  FEAST. 

Oh  come  away ! 

Make  no  delay — 
Gome  while  my  heart  to  dean  and  steady ! 

While  fiuth  and  grace 

Adorn  the  place, 
Making  dost  and  ashes  ready  I 

No  bliss  here  lent 

Is  permanent — 
Snch  triumphs  poor  flesh  cannot  merit ; 

Short  sips  and  sights 

Endear  delights ; 
Who  seeks  for  more  he  would  inherit 

Come  then,  true  bread, 

Qaick'ning  the  dead, 
Whose  eater  shall  not,  camiot  die  I 

Oome,  antedate 

On  me  that  state 
Which  brings  poor  dust  the  victory ! — 

Aye,  victory ! 

Which  from  thine  eye. 
Breaks  as  the  day  doth  from  the  east. 

When  the  spilt  dew, 

Like  tears,  doth  shew 
The  sad  world  wept  to  be  releast 

Spring  up,  0  wine ! 
And  springing  shine 
With  some  glad  message  from  His  heart, 
Who  did,  when  slain, 
These  means  ordam 
For  me  to  have  in  Him  a  par\.\— 


Booh  A  sore  part 

InHtoUfliftlMvt^ 
The  wen  when  Hvlng  virtm  sfri^ 

That,  witb  it  M, 

Boor  dat^  thoufl^  dead. 
Shall  rise  again,  and  H^  and  db^ 

O  drink  and  bread, 
Whibh  strikes  death  dead, 

The  fbod  of  man's  immortal  Magt 
Under  Teib  liera 
Thoa  art  my  cbeer, 

Pk«sent  and  sore  without  my 
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How  dost  Thoa  fly, 
And  searoh  and  piy 

Throng  an  my  partBi  and,  Hkea  f 
And  knowing  lain^ 
Hunt  out  eaeh  damp 

Whose  shadow  makaa  ma  aad  «r  Mb 


Oh  what  high  Joys! 

The  tortious  voice 
And  songs  I  hear  I     O  qaick'ning  s 

Of  my  Lord's  blood. 

You  make  rocks  bud, 
And  crown  dry  hiUs  with  weUs  and! 

For  this  true  ease, 

This  healing  peace, 
For  this  brief  taste  of  living  glory. 

My  soul  and  all, 

Kneel  down  and  fall, 
And  sing  I£s  sad  victorious  story 

O  thorny  crown, 

More  soft  than  down  I 
0  painful  cross,  my  bed  of  rest! 

O  spear,  the  key 

Opening  the  way ! 
0  Thy  worst  state  my  only  best 

Oh,  all  Thy  griefs 

Are  my  relief, 
As  all  my  sins  Thy  sorrows  were 

And  what  can  I 

To  this  reply? 
^^1\\^\k  ^  Q(U^\  \sQ^»  ^5BL«Qt  tear  I 
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)me  toil  and  so  w 

hat  wealth  may  flow, 

ss  this  earth  for  next  yearns  moat ; 

•at  let  me  hoed 

Thy  Thou  didst  bleed, 

at  in  the  next  world  to  eat. 

HSMKT  YaUOHAIT. 


COMPLAINING. 

not  beguile  my  heart, 

Because  Thou  art 
and  wisdom !  Put  me  not  to  shame, 

Because  I  am 
T  that  sweeps,  Thy  dust  tliat  calls  I 

»u  art  the  Lord  of  glory — 

The  deed  and  story 
rhy  due ;  but  I  a  silly  fly. 

That  live  or  die 
Dg  as  the  weather  falls. 

i  Thou  all  justice,  Lord  ? 

Shows  not  Tliy  word 
butes  ?    Am  I  all  throat  or  eye, 

To  weep  or  cry  ? 
10  parts  but  those  of  grief  ? 

not  Thy  wrathful  power 

Affict  my  hoar, 
f  life ;  or  let  Thy  gracious  power 

Contract  my  hour, 

nay  climb  and  And  relief. 

Okobos  n 


SONNETS. 

it  is  Thy  beauty  I  How  divine  I 
's  the  glory  of  the  earth  to  Thine ! 
I  eyes  outshine  heaven^s  greater 

It, 

red  by  the  shady  cloud  of  night; 
IS  tresses  dangle,  all  unbound, 
fected  order  to  the  ground : 
it  is  Thy  beauty  I    IIow  divine  I 
'b  the  glory  of  the  earth  to  Thine  I 

*h,  nor  cassia,  nor  the  choice  pcr- 

aet 

18  nard,  or  aromatic  fumes 


Of  hot  Arabia  do  enrich  the  air 
With  more  delicious  sweetness  than  the  (air 
Reports  that  crown  the  merits  of  Thy  name 
With  heavenly  laurels  of  eternal  fame. 
Which  makes  the  virgins  fix  their  eyes  upon 

Thee, 
And  all  that  view  Thee  are  enamored  on  Thee. 


Who  ever  smelt  the  breath  of  morning  flow- 
ers 
New  sweetened  with  the  dash  of  twilight 

showers. 
Of  pounded  amber,  or  the  flowing  thyme. 
Or  purple  violets  in  their  proudest  prime, 
Or  swelling  clusters  from  the  cypress-tree  ? 
So  sweet  *s  my  love ;  aye,  far  more  sweet  if 

lie- 
So  fair,  so  sweety  that  heaven^s  bright  eye  it 

dim, 
And  flowers  have  no  scent,  compared  with 
Him. 

FSAMOIB  Qui 


THE  FLOWER. 

How  fresh,  O,  Lortl,  how  sweet  antl  clean 
Are  thy  returns  I    eV*n   as  the  flowers  in 
spring — 
To  which,  besides  their  own  derncjin. 
The  late-past  frosts  tributes  of  pleasure  bring. 
Grief  melts  away 
Like  snow  in  May, 
As  if  there  wore  no  such  cold  thing. 

Who  would  have  thought  my  shrivelled 
heart 
Could  have  recovered  greenness  ?   It  was  gone 

Quite  under  ground ;  as  flowers  depart 
To  see  their  mother-root  when  they  have 
blown. 
Where  they  together. 
All  the  hard  weather. 
Dead  to  the  world,  keep  house  unknown. 

Tliese  are  Thy  wonders,  Lord  of  power : 
Killing  and  quickening,  bringing  down  to  hell 

And  up  to  heaven  in  an  hour, 
Making  a  chiming  of  a  passing-bell. 
We  say  amiss. 
This  or  that  is— 
Thy  word  \a  «\\,  \1  '^^  tw^\  «^^^ 


w 
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Oh,  i  past  cbftiigine  were — 

Fait  ID  '         mauiBC,  wht-ra  no  fiower  can 
n-itiier  1 
Many  a  sprinc  I  shool  np  Cur, 
Ofifeiiag  at  lieareD,  growing  anil  graaiiing' 
tliitlier ; 
Nor  doth  my  flower 
Want  ft  spring-Hbower, 
Hy  eias  and  I  Dining  together. 

Bat,  wliile  I  grow  Id  a  straight  line, 
Btill  apwarils  h^nt,  as 

Tliy  anger  comics  ■ 
What  frost  to  that!  v 
Where  uD  tl 
Whoa  Thoa  ,. 
And  the  least  fro 

And  now  in  age  I  b 
After  so  many  doaihg  1 1, 

I  once  more  smell  thu  ucw 
And  relish  versing;  O  my  only  i 
It  cannot  ho 
That  I  nm  Ik- 
On  whom  Thy  tempests  fell  all  night  1 


HI 


These  aj 

To  make  ni 


I  Thy  wonders,  Lord  of  love^ 
see  we  arc  bat  flowers  that 


Which  when  we   once   can  find   and 
prove, 
rhoo  hast  a  garden  for  as  whore  to  hide. 
Who  would  be  more, 
Swclhng  throQgb  store, 
Forfeit  their  paradise  by  their  pride. 


A  PRATER  LIVING  AND  DYING. 

Rook  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  1 
Let  tho  water  and  the  blood, 
From  Tliy  riven  side  which  flowed, 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure- 
Cleanse  me  from  it»  gilt  and  power. 

Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fidfil  Thy  law's  demands ; 
Ooold  my  zeal  no  respite  Icdow, 
Could  ray  tears  for  btbt  ftow. 


AH  for  sin  coiUd  not  ataue— • 
Tlion  must  save,  and  Thon  doAB 

Nothing  in  my  hand  1  faring — 
Simply  to  Thy  eroM  I  ding : 
Naked  oome  to  Thee  tor  drew— 
llelpleas  look  to  Thee  for  gnu»\ 
Fonl,  I  to  tie  fountain  fly — 
Wiiith  me,  SnTioor,  or  I  die. 

While  I  draw  this  Heating  breatli 

When  my  «ye-«tiings  brenlc  ia  ile 
,  WIiKi  1  soar  to  worlds  onkDowit, 

See  Thee  oti  Thy  juil^iuent  thron 
I    Rock  of  ages,  deft  for  loe,        _ 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Xbeel 


JESUS. 

NoiM  upm  «rU  1  d«)n  b«Ma  IkH 

PMoitufll 

Ilow  ludious  and  tasteless  the  hunn 
When  Jeans  no  longer  I  see ! 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and 

flowers, 
Ha?e  lost  all  their  sweetnesa  with  n 
The  mideomraer  snn  shines  but  dim, 
The  fields  striTe  in  v^n  t«  look  gay: 
Bnt  when  I  am  happy  in  Bim, 
December's  as  pleasant  aa  Hay. 

His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume 
And  sweeter  than  mnsio  His  voice; 
His  presence  i^spersea  my  gloom. 
And  makes  all  within  me  r^oice; 
I  should,  were  He  always  thos  nigb, 
Hare  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear; 
No  mortal  so  happy  as  I — 
My  snmmer  would  last  all  the  year. 

Content  with  beholding  His  Cue, 
My  all  to  His  pleasure  resigned, 
No  changes  of  season  or  place 
Would  make  any  change  in  my  mini 
While  blest  with  a  sense  of  His  Ion 
A  pslace  a  toy  would  qipear ; 
And  prisons  would  paUoea  pror^ 
MJ^Ku-vifitf^&iic^lL^iUlimethtfa. 


THE    WATOBIMAN'S    REPORT. 
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Dear  Lord«  if  indeed  I  am  Thine, 
If  Thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song — 
Sajr,  whj  do  I  languish  and  pine, 
And  whj  are  my  winters  so  long? 
Oh  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky, 
Thy  soul-oheering  presence  restore ; 
Or  take  me  unto  Thee  on  high, 
Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 

JoHS  Kswroir. 


THE  EXAMPLE  OF  CHRIST. 

Mt  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Gk>d. 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  word ; 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 
I  would  transcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

O^d  mountains,  and  the  midnight  air. 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  Thy  prayer ; 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew — 
Thy  conflict,  and  Thy  victory  too. 

Be  thou  my  pattern ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here ; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

Isaac  Watt& 


COME  UNTO  ME. 

OMm  unto  me  all  je  thtt  are  weary  and  heayy  laden, 
and  I  will  glre  yon  rest^ 

CoMx,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice — 
Come  and  make  my  paths  your  choice ! 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home — 
Weary  pilgrim,  Wther  come  I 

Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn. 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  haste  I 


Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain — 
Ye  whose  swollen  and  sleepless  eyes 
Watch  to  see  the  morning  rise — 


Ye  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  strong  remorse  for  guilt  who  moam. 

Here  repose  your  heavy  care — 

A  wounded  spirit  who  can  bear  I 


Sinner,  come  I  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound — 
Peace,  that  ever  shall  endure— 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

AXKA  LSTTTIA  BaXBAULD 


nr 


THE  WATCHMAN'S  REPORT. 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night — 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are  I 
Traveller,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 

See  that  glory-beaming  star! 
Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell  ? 
Traveller,  yes ;  it  brings  the  day — 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 


Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night — 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends ! 
Traveller,  blessedness  and  Ught, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  alono 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  thetn  birth  ? 
Traveller,  ages  are  its  own — 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth  I 


Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveller,  darkness  takes  its  ^ight — 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wandering  cease ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller,  lo  1  tlie  prince  of  peace— 

Lol  the  Son  of  God  is  come. 
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"  JESUS,  LOVEB  OF  MY  BOUL" 

JB8T78,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly. 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

WhUe  the  tempest  stiU  is  high  I 
Hide  me,  O  m  j  SaTiooTi  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  pot: 
Safe  into  Thy  haven  guide— 

Oh  receive  my  soul  at  last 


Other  refhge  have  I  none— 

Hongs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  ah!  leave  me  not  alone^ 

Still  sapport  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  tmst  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

AIT  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring: 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  ahadow  of  Thy  wing. 


Wilt  Thou  not  regard  my  call? 

Wilt  Thon  not  regard  my  prayer? 
Lol  I  rink,  I  faint,  I  fall- 

Lo  I  on  Thee  I  cast  my  care ; 
Reach  mo  ont  Thy  gracioqs  hand. 

While  I  of  Tby  strength  receive  I 
Hoping  against  hope  I  stand — 

Dying,  and  behoivi  I  live. 

Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want — 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find : 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  Blind. 
Jnst  and  holy  is  Thy  name^ 

I  am  all  nnrighteonsness ; 
False,  and  fhll  of  sin  I  am . — 

Thou  art  fall  of  troth  and  grace. 


Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  foond,- 

Graco  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  aboond — 

Make  and  keep  me  pore  within. 
Thon  of  life  the  fountain  art — 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  vrithin  my  heart — 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


"JESUS,  MY  SIBEirGTH,  MT  BXN 

Jnm,  my  itnogth,  iqy  liops^ 

On  Ihea  I  cast  nqr  MM— 
With  hnmbto  eonfidanoe  look  np^ 

And  know  tfaoa  heai'ai  vy  V9 
Give  me  on  Thaa  to  wiit 

TUII  oan  an  thingi  diH- 
On  Thee,  tSbxdijtitj  to  cmta^ 

Almighty  to 


\ 


I  want  a  sober  mfaidp 

A  adf-raiooncing  win 
That  teamplia  down,  and 

The  btltB  of  pleadiDg  flU— 
A  aool  immd  to  pdn, 

To  hardship^  grte(  and 
Bold  to  take  np,  linn  to 

The  ocmseorsted  oroia. 

I  want  *  godly  ftar, 

A  qidok  disoendng  ejySi 
That  looks  to  Iliee  when  ^  is  nsi 

And  sees  the  tempter  fly — 
A  spirit  still  prepared, 

And  armed  with  jealous  care — 
Forever  standing  on  its  guard, 

And  watching  unto  prayer. 

I  want  a  heart  to  pray. 

To  pray,  and  never  cease ; 
Never  to  murmur  at  Thy  stay, 

Or  wish  ray  sufferings  less. 
This  blessing,  above  all, 

Always  to  pray,  I  want, — 
Out  of  the  deep  on  Thee  to  caD, 

And  never,  nevpr  faint. 

I  want  a  true  regard — 

A  angle,  steady  aim 
(Unmoved  by  threatening  or  rewi 

To  Thee  and  Thy  great  name- 
A  jealous,  just  concern 

For  Thine  inmiortal  praise — 
A  pure  desire  that  all  may  learn 

And  glorify  Thy  grace. 

I  rest  upon  Thy  word, — 

The  promise  is  fbr  me ; 
My  succor  and  salvation,  Lord, 

^^2ksi^  vo^^  cnmfi  from  Thee ; 


ETERNAL    BEAM    OF    LIGHT    DIVINE. 
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me  still  abide, 
rom  my  hope  remove, 
)a  my  patient  spirit  guide 
Thy  perfect  love. 

Chabus  Wulkt. 


[VING  BY  CHRIST. 

)0imdles8  love  to  me 
it  can  reach,  no  tongae  declare ; 
thankful  heart  to  Thee, 
without  a  rival  there, 
y,  Tliine  alone,  I  am — 
ne  my  constant  flame. 

it  nothing  in  my  sool 
I  but  Thy  pure  love  alone ; 
'  love  possess  mo  whole — 
y  treasure,  and  my  crown  I 
es  far  from  my  heart  remove — 
t,  word,  thought,  be  love. 

•  cheering  is  Thy  ray  I 
efore  Thy  presence  flies ; 
h,  sorrow,  melt  away 
Thy  healing  beams  arise ; 
ling  may  I  see, 
re  or  seek,  but  Thee  I 

lay  I  this  pursue^ 
to  the  high  prize  aspire ; 
in  my  soul  renew 
flame,  this  heavenly  fire ; 
d  night,  be  all  my  core 
;  sacred  treasure  there. 

Tliou  Thy  love  to  me 

in  want,  in  pain,  host  showed  ; 

he  accursed  tree, 

edst  forth  Tliy  guiltless  blood ; 

upon  my  heart  impress, 

loll  the  love<l  stamp  efface. 

lan  marble  is  my  heart, 
vith  sins  of  deepest  stdn ; 
e  mighty  Saviour  art, 
1  Thy  cleansing  blood  in  vain ; 
Qclt  this  rock,  and  may 
ash  all  these  stains  away  I 


Oh  that  I,  as  a  little  child, 
May  follow  Thee,  and  never  rest 

Till  sweetly  Thou  hast  breathed  Thy  mild 
And  lowly  mind  into  my  breast  I 

Nor  ever  may  we  parted  be 

Till  I  become  one  spirit  with  Thee. 

Still  let  Thy  love  point  out  my  way ! 

How    wondrous    things   Thy  love   Iiatb 
wrought  I 
Still  lead  me,  lest  I  go  astray — 

Direct  my  word,  inspire  my  thought ; 
As  if  I  fall,  soon  may  I  hear 
Thy  voice,  and  know  that  love  is  near. 

In  suffering  be  Thy  love  my  peace, 
In  weakness  be  Thy  love  my  power; 

And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 
Jesus,  in  that  important  hour. 

In  death,  as  life,  be  Thou  my  guide. 

And  save  me,  who  for  me  hast  died. 

Paul  Gkihaed.    (Oei 
TnmslAtlon  of  Jobx  Wulst. 


"  ETERNAL  BEAM  OF  LIGHT  DIVINE,' 

Eternal  beam  of  light  divine. 

Fountain  of  unexhausted  love, 
In  whom  the  Father^s  glories  shine 

Tlirough  cartli  beneath,  and  heaven  above 


Jesus,  the  weary  wanderer's  rest, 
Give  me  Thy  easy  yoke  to  bear; 

With  steadfast  patience  arm  my  breast. 
With  spotless  love  and  lowly  fear. 


Thankful  I  take  the  cup  from  Thee, 
Prepared  and  mingled  by  Thy  skili — 

Though  bitter  to  the  taste  it  be. 
Powerful  the  wounde<l  soul  to  heaL 


Be  thou,  O  Rock  of  Ages,  nigh ! 

So  shall  each  murmaring  thought  be  gone 
And  griei^  and  fear,  and  care  shall  fly 

As  clouda  \M£foi%  Wi^  Ts^^-^i  i»j^ 
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Speak  to  my  warring  passions, — Peace  I 
Say  to  my  trembling  heart, — ^Be  still  I 

Thy  power  my  strength  and  fortress  is, 
For  all  things  serve  Thy  sovereign  will. 

0  death!  where  is  thy  sting?    Where  now 
Thy  boasted  victory,  O  grave  ? 

Who  shall  contend  with  God  ?  or  who 
Can  hurt  whom  God  delights  to  save  ? 

ChAXLBI  WSftLSf. 


"  FRIEND  OF  ALL." 

Fbiknd  of  all  who  seek  Thy  favor, 

Us  defend 

To  the  end- 
Be  our  utmost  Saviour ! 

Ub,  who  join  on  earth  to  adore  Thee, 

Guard  and  love, 

Till  above 
Both  appear  before  Thee  I 

Fix  ou  Thee  our  whole  affection- 
Love  divine. 
Keep  us  Thine, 

Safe  in  Thy  protection  ! 

Christ,  of  all  our  conversation 

Be  the  scope — 

Lift  us  up 
To  Thy  full  salvation  I 

Bring  us  every  moment  nearer ; 

Fairer  nse 

Jn  our  eves — 
Dearer  still,  and  dearer  I 

Infinitely  dear  and  precious, 

With  Thy  love 

From  above 
Evermore  refresh  us  I 

Strengthened  by  the  cordial  blessing. 

Let  us  haste 

To  the  feast, 
Feast  of  joys  unceasing ! 


Perfect  let  us  walk  before  Thee— 

Walk  in  white 

To  the  fli^t 
Of  Thy  heavenly  f^orj  1 

Both  with  calm  impatience  press  a 
To  the  prize- 
Scale  the  skies, 

Take  entire  possession^ 

Drink  of  lifers  exhanstless  river- 
Take  of  Thee 
Life's  fair  tree- 
Eat^  and  live  for  ever ! 

Chaslm  Wa 


IJTANY. 


Savioub,  when  in  dost  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  the  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes— 
O,  by  all  Thy  pains  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  hi^, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany ! 

By  Thy  helpless  infant  years ; 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears ; 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress, 
In  the  savage  wilderness ; 
By  the  dread,  mysterious  hoiu- 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power- 
Turn,  0  turn,  a  favoring  eye- 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  I 

By  the  sacred  grieft  tbat  wept 
O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slep 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem's  loved  abode ; 
By  the  anguished  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  the  fold- 
From  Tliy  seat  above  the  sky 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  I 

By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair ; 
By  Thine  agony  of  prayer ; 


HYMNS. 


ItA 


By  the  cross,  the  wail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn ; 
Bj  the  gloom  that  Tciled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice — 
Listen  to  onr  huuihle  cry : 
Hear  our  solemn  litanv  I 


Bj  Tliy  deep  expiring  groan ; 

By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone ; 

By  the  vault  whose  dark  ahodo 

Held  in  Tuin  the  ritiing  God  I 

Oh  I  from  earth  to  heaven  restored. 

Mighty,  reascended  Lord — 

Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 

Of  our  solemn  litany  I 

Bib  Sobist  Gbaxt. 


HYMN. 


WnxN  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 
On  Him  I  lean,  who,  not  in  vain, 
Experienced  every  human  pain ; 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue. 
Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do, — 
Still  He  who  felt  temptation's  power 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

If  wounded  love  my  bosom  swell. 
Deceived  by  those  I  prized  too  well, 
He  shall  His  pitying  aid  bestow 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe, 
At  once  betrayed,  denied,  or  fled. 
By  thoi>e  who  shared  His  daily  bread. 


If  vexing  thoughts  withm  me  rise. 
And  sore  dismayed  my  spirit  dies. 
Still  lie  wlio  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry, 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 


When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend, 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend. 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while ; 
Thon,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 


And  oh,  when  I  have  safely  p»ist 
Through  every  conflict — l)ut  the  last, 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed, — for  Tliou  hast  died; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day. 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 

Bib  Bobbbt  Obavk 


HYMN 


FOB  SIXTEENTn  SUNDAY  A.FTEB  TKINITY. 

When  out  Iieads  are  bowed  with  woe, 
When  our  bitter  tears  o'orflow, 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear  : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn, 
Tliou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne, 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 


When  the  sullen  death-bell  tolls 
For  OUT  own  departed  souls — 
When  our  final  doom  is  near, 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 


Tliou  hast  bowe<l  the  dying  head, 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed, 
Thou  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 


When  the  heart  is  sad  within 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin. 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
Graclow*  Sou  ol'^^ttr3^\3kftM^ 
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Tboa  the  ahame,  the  grief  hart  known;  {    Like  the  gem-bedlnned  iMbgr 


Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own. 
Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear: 
Oraoions  Son  of  Ifarj,  hear  I 


THE  DEAD  OHBIST. 

Take  the  dead  Ohriat  to  my  ehsmber^ 

The  Christ  I  brought  from  Borne ; 
Over  all  the  tossing  ooean, 

He  has  reached  His  western  home : 
Bear  EQm  as  in  procession, 

And  lay  Bim  solemnly 
Where,  throngh  weary  night  and  mornings 

He  shall  b^tr  me  company. 

The  name  I  bear  is  other 

Than  that  I  bore  by  birth; 
And  I  Ve  given  life  to  children 

Who  11  grow  and  dwell  on  earth ; 
Bat  the  time  comes  swiftly  towards  me — 

Nor  do  I  bid  it  stay — 
When  the  dead  Christ  will  be  more  to  me 

Than  all  I  hold  to-day. 

Lay  the  dead  Christ  beside  me — 

Oh,  press  Him  on  my  heart; 
I  would  hold  Him  long  and  pdnfolly, 

Till  the  weary  tears  should  start- 
Till  the  divine  contagion 

Heal  me  of  self  and  sin, 
And  the  cold  weight  press  wholly  down 

The  pulse  that  chokes  within. 

Reproof  and  frost,  they  fret  me ; 

Towards  the  free,  the  sunny  lands, 
From  the  chaos  of  existence, 

I  stretch  these  feeble  hands — 
And,  penitential,  kneeling, 

Pray  God  would  not  be  wroth. 
Who  gave  not  the  strength  of  feeling 

And  strength  of  labor  both. 

Thou  'rt  bat  a  wooden  carving, 

Defaced  of  worms,  and  old ; 
Fet  more  to  me  Thou  oouldst  not  be 

Wert  Thou  aTi  wrapt  in  goVd, 


W]iieh»  at  tbe  Twelfth-daj  Booi^ 
Th^  show  from  the  An  OqbU^  aleps 
To  a  meny  danoiag  tmML 

I  aak  of  Thee  no  wondem— 

Ko  ehanging  white  orred; 
I  dream  not  Thoa  art  Uving^ 

I  love  and  prin  Tbee  dead. 
That  aalataiy  deadnei 

I  leek  throng^  want  and  pttliii 
From  whibh  Ood^  OiWB  Ui^  pofwer  eiB 

Our  Tirtne  riae  agidn* 


SONNET. 

Lr  the  deaert  of  the  H<4y  Land  I  atnjed 
Where  Ohriat  onoe  lived,  but  aeeiii!!  la 

no  more; 
Li  Lebanon  my  lonely  home  I  made; 
I  heard  the  wind  am<Mig  the  cedara  roar, 
And  saw  fiftr  off  the  Dead  SeaV  aolemn  she 
i  But 't  is  a  dreary  wilderness,  I  said, 
Since  the  prophetic  spirit  hence  has  sped 
Then  from  the  convent  in  the  vale  I  beai 
Slow  chanted  forth,  the  everlasting  Won 
Saying  "  I  am  He  that  liveth,  and  was  de 
And  lo  I  am  alive  for  evermore.^' 
Then  forth  upon  my  pUgrimage  I  fare. 

Resolved  to  find  and  praise  Him  every  wl 

AmcoFfm 


\ 


A  HYMN. 

Dbop,  drop,  slow  tears, 

And  bathe  those  beauteous  feet 
Which  brought  from  heaven 

The  news  and  prince  of  peace 
Cease  not,  wet  eyes, 

His  mercies  to  entreat 
To  cry  for  vengeance 

Sin  doth  never  cease; 
In  your  deep  floods 

Drown  all  my  faults  and  fears; 
Nor  let  Bis  eye 

See  sin,  but  through  my  tears. 


F 
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76A 


A  CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

It  was  the  calm  and  silent  night ! 

Seven  hundred  years  and  fifty-three 
Had  Eome  been  growing  up  to  might, 

And  now  was  qneen  of  land  and  sea. 
No  sound  was  heard  of  clashing  wars — 

Peace  brooded  o'er  the  hushed  domain : 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  and  Mars 

Held  undisturbed  their  ancient  reign, 

In  the  solemn  midnight, 

Centuries  ago. 

T  was  iu  the  calm  and  silent  night  I 

The  senator  of  haughty  Rome, 
Impatient,  urged  his  chariot's  flight, 

From  lordly  revel  rolling  home; 
Triumphal  arches,  gleaming,  sweU 
His  breast  with  thoughts  of  boundless 
sway; 
What  recked  the  Roman  what  befell 
A  paltry  province  far  away. 

In  the  solenm  midnight. 
Centuries  ago  ? 

Within  that  province  far  away 

Went  plodding  home  a  weary  boor ; 
A  streak  of  light  before  him  lay, 

Fallen  through  a  half-shut  stable-door 
Across  his  path.    He  passed — for  naught 

Told  what  was  going  on  within ; 
How  keen  the  stars,  his  only  thought — 

The  air  how  calm,  and  cold,  and  thin. 

In  the  solemn  midnight, 

Centuries  ago  I 

Oh,  strange  indifference  I  low  and  high 

Drowsed  over  common  joys  and  cares; 
The  earth  was  still — ^but  knew  not  why 

The  world  was  listening,  unawares. 
How  calm  a  moment  may  precede 

One  that  shall  thrill  the  world  for  ever  I 
To  that  still  moment,  none  would  heed, 

Man's  doom  was  linked  no  more  to  sever- 
In  the  solemn  midnight. 
Centuries  ago  I 

It  b  the  calm  and  solemn  night! 

A  thousand  bells  ring  out,  and  throw 
rheir  joyous  peals  abroad,  and  smite 

The  darkness — charmed  and  holj  now  I 


The  night  that  erst  no  name  had  worn, 

To  it  a  happy  name  is  given ; 
For  in  that  stable  lay,  new-bom, 
The  peaceful  prince  of  earth  and  heaven. 
In  the  solemn  midnight. 
Centuries  ago ! 

Alfssd  DoMMxn. 


CHRISTMAS. 

RiNe  out,  wild  bells,  to  the  wild  sky, 
The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  light: 
The  year  is  dying  in  the  niglit — 

Ring  out,  wild  bells,  and  let  him  die. 

Ring  out  the  old,  ring  in  the  new — 
Ring,  happy  bells,  across  the  snow : 
The  year  is  going,  let  him  go ; 

Ring  out  the  false,  ring  in  the  true. 

Ring  out  the  grief  that  saps  the  mind, 
For  those  that  here  we  see  no  more 
Ring  out  the  feud  of  rich  and  poor, 

Ring  in  redress  to  all  mankind. 

Ring  out  a  slowly  dying  cause. 
And  ancient  forms  of  party  strife ; 
Ring  in  the  nobler  modes  of  life, 

With  sweeter  manners,  purer  laws. 

Ring  out  the  want,  the  care,  the  sin, 
The  faithless  coldness  of  the  times : 
Ring  out,  ring  out  my  mournful  rhymes. 

But  ring  the  fuller  miustrcl  in. 

Ring  out  false  pride  in  place  and  blood, 
The  civic  slander  and  the  spite; 
Ring  in  the  love  of  truth  and  right. 

Ring  in  the  common  love  of  good. 

Ring  out  old  shapes  of  foul  disease. 
Ring  out  the  narrowing  lust  of  gold ; 
Ring  out  the  thousand  wars  of  old, 

Ring  in  the  tliousand  years  of  peace. 

Ring  in  the  valiant  man  and  free. 
The  larger  heart,  the  kindlier  hand ; 
Ring  out  the  darkness  of  the  land — 

Ring  in  the  Christ  that  is  to  be« 
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ST.  PETER'S  DAY. 

Thou  thrice  denied,  yet  thrice  beloved, 
Watch  by  Thine  own  forgiven  friend  1 

In  sharpest  perils  faitbfal  proved, 
Let  his  soul  love  Thee  to  the  end. 


The  prayer  is  heard— ^Ise  why  so  deep 
His  slnmber  on  the  eve  of  death  ? 

And  wherefore  smiles  he  in  his  sleep. 
As  one  who  drew  celestial  breath  ? 

He  loves  and  is  beloved  again — 
Can  his  sonl  choose  bnt  be  at  rest? 

Sorrow  hath  fied  away,  and  pain 
Dares  not  invade  the  guarded  nest. 

He  dearly  loves,  and  not  alone ; 

For  his  winged  thoughts  are  soaring  high. 
Where  never  yet  frail  heart  was  known 

To  breathe  in  viun  affection's  sigh. 

He  loves  and  weeps ;  but  more  than  tears 
Have  scaled  Thy  welcome  and  his  love — 

One  look  lives  in  him,  and  endears 
Crosses  and  wrongs  where'er  he  rove — 

That  gracious  chiding  look.  Thy  call 
To  win  liim  to  himself  and  Thee, 

Sweetening  tlie  sorrow  of  his  fall 
Which  else  were  rued  too  bitterly ; 

Even  through  the  veil  of  sleep  it  shines. 
The  memory  of  that  kindly  glance ; — 

The  angel,  watching  by,  divines, 
And  spares  awhile  his  blissful  trance. 

Or  haply  to  liis  native  lake 
His  vision  wafts  him  back,  to  talk 

With  Je^sus,  ere  liis  flight  he  take, 
As  in  that  soleiim  evening  walk, 

When  to  the  bosom  of  his  friend, 
The  Shepherd,  He  wliose  name  is  Good, 

Did  His  dear  lambs  and  sheep  commend, 
Both  booght  and  nourished  with  Uia blood; 


Tlien  laid  on  him  th*  inyerted  trae^ 
Which,  firm  embraced  with  hflnt  tDd  8 

Might  cast  o'er  hope  and  memofj, 
O'er  life  and  death,  its  awful  dnnn. 

With  brightening  heart  he  bean  it  on, 
Hia  passport  throngh  th*  eternal  gile^ 

To  his  sweet  home — so  nearly  won, 
He  seems,  as  by  the  door  he  wait% 

The  unezpressive  notes  to  hear 
Of  angel  song  and  angel  motion, 

Rising  and  falling  on  the  ear 

Like  waves  in  joy's  nnbonnded  ocein.  - 

His  dream  is  changed — the  tyrant's  voiee 
Calls  to  that  last  of  glorions  deeda- 

But  as  he  rises  to  rejoice. 
Not  Herod,  but  an  angel  leads. 

He  dreams  he  sees  a  lamp  flash  hri^t^ 
Glancing  around  his  prison  room ; 

Bnt 't  is  a  gleam  of  heavenly  light 
That  fiUs  up  all  the  ample  gloom. 

The  flame,  that  in  a  few  short  years 
Deep  through  the  chambers  of  the  date 

Shall  pierce,  and  dry  the  fount  of  tears, 
Is  waving  o'er  his  dungeon-bed. 

Touched,  he  upstarts — ^his  chains  unbind- 
Through  darksome  vault,  up  massy  sta 

His  dizzy,  doubting  footsteps  wind 
To  freedom  and  cool,  moonlight  air 

Then  all  himself  all  joy  and  calm. 
Though  for  awhile  his  hand  forego, 

Just  as  it  touched,  the  martyr's  palnu 
He  turns  him  to  his  task  below  * 

The  pastoral  stafl^  the  keys  of  heaven, 
To  wield  awhile  in  gray-haired  might 

Then  from  his  cross  to  spring  forgiven, 
And  follow  Jesus  out  of  sight 


\ 
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EMIGRANTS  IN  BERMUDAS. 

uc  the  remote  Bermadas  ride 
'  ocean^s  bosom,  unespied — 
a  small  boat,  that  rowed  along, 
ist^niDg  winds  received  this  song : 

lat  should  we  do  but  sing  His  praise 
led  US  tfarongh  the  watery  maze 
an  isle  so  long  unknown, 
f  et  far  kinder  than  our  own  ? 
e  He  the  huge  sea-monsters  wracks 
lift  the  deep  upon  their  backs, 
nds  us  on  a  grassy  stage, 
rom  the  storms,  and  prelate^s  rage, 
ive  us  this  eternal  spring 
h  here  enamels  every  thing, 
sends  the  fowls  to  us  in  care, 
lily  visits  through  the  air. 
mgs  in  shades  the  orange  bright, 
^Iden  lamps  in  a  green  night, 
loes  in  the  pomegranates  close 
3  more  rich  than  Ormus  shows, 
akes  the  figs  our  months  to  meet, 
iirows  the  melons  at  our  feet, 
pples — ^plants  of  such  a  price 
ee  could  ever  bear  them  twice, 
cedars,  chosen  by  His  hand 
Ix)banon,  He  stores  the  land ; 
nakes  the  hollow  seas,  that  roar, 
aim  the  ambergris  on  shore. 
si  (of  which  we  rather  boast) 
^^ospeFs  peari  upon  our  coast ; 
n  these  rocks  for  us  did  frame 
iple,  where  to  sound  His  name, 
et  our  voice  Bis  praise  exalt 
arrive  at  heaven's  vault ; 
li,  then,  perhaps  rebounding,  may 
beyond  the  Mexique  bay. 

sang  they,  in  the  English  boat, 
y  and  a  cheerful  note ; 
dl  the  way,  to  guide  their  chime, 
falling  oars  they  kept  the  time. 


HYMN  OF  THE  HEBREW  MAID. 

When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved. 

Out  from  the  iand  of  bondage  came, 
Her  father's  God  before  her  moved, 

An  awful  guide  in  smoke  and  flame. 
By  day,  along  the  astonished  lands 

The  cloudy  pillar  glided  slow ; 
By  night,  Arabia's  crimsoned  sands 

Returned  the  fiery  column's  glow. 

There  rose  the  choral  hymn  of  praise, 

And  trump  and  timbrel  answered  keen ; 
And  Zion's  daughters  i)oured  their  lays. 

With  priest's  and  warrior's  voice  betweet. 
No  portents  now  our  foes  amaze — 

Forsaken  Israel  wanders  lone ; 
Our  fathers  would  not  know  Thy  ways. 

And  Thou  hast  left  them  to  their  own. 

But,  present  still,  though  now  unseen. 

When  brightly  shines  the  prosperous  day, 
Be  thoughts  of  Thee  a  cloudy  screen. 

To  temper  the  deceitful  ray. 
And  oh,  when  stoops  on  Judah's  path 

In  shade  and  storm  the  frequent  night, 
Be  Thou,  long-suffering,  slow  to  wrath, 

A  burning  and  a  shining  light  I 

Our  harps  we  left  by  Babel's  streams — 

The  tyrant's  jest,  the  Gentile's  scorn; 
No  censer  round  our  altar  beams. 

And  mute  are  timbrel,  trump,  and  honi. 
But  Thou  hast  said,  the  blood  of  goats, 

The  flesh  of  rams,  I  will  not  priz&— 
A  contrite  heart,  and  humble  though^ 

Are  mine  accepted  sacrifice. 

SxK  Walvib  800T7 


THE  LABORER'S  NOONDAY  HYMN. 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 
The  voice  of  praise  at  early  mom, 
And  He  accepts  the  punctual  hymn 
Sung  as  the  light  of  day  grows  dim ; 

Nor  will  He  turn  his  ear  aside 
From  holy  offerings  at  noontide : 
Then,  here  reposing^  let  ua  v^iisi^ 
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What  thongli  our  burden  be  not  light, 
We  need  not  toil  from  morn  to  night ; 
The  respite  of  the  mid-day  hour 
Is  in  the  thankful  creature's  power. 

Blest  are  the  moments,  doubly  blest, 
That,  drawn  from  this  one  hour  of  rest, 
Are  with  a  ready  heart  bestowed 
Upon  the  service  of  our  God  I 

Each  field  is  then  a  hallowed  spot — 
An  altar  is  in  each  man^s  cot, 
A  church  in  every  grove  that  spreads 
Its  living  roof  above  our  heads. 

Look  up  to  heaven  I  the  industrious  sun 
Already  half  his  race  hath  run ; 
.  He  cannot  halt  nor  go  astray — 
But  our  immortal  spirits  may. 

Lord  I  since  his  rising  in  the  east 
If  we  have  faltered  or  transgressed, 
Guide,  from  Thy  lovers  abundant  source. 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  course. 

Help  with  Thy  grace,  through  life's  short 

day, 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west, 
When  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest. 

William  WoRoewoKTH. 


TO  KEEP  A  TRUE  LENT. 

Is  this  a  fast — to  keep 
The  larder  lean, 
And  clean 
From  fat  of  veals  and  sheep  ? 

la  it  to  quit  the  disli 

Of  flesh,  yet  still 
To  fill 
The  platter  high  with  fish? 

Is  it  to  fast  an  hour — 

Or  ragged  to  go— 
Or  show 
A  dQwncast  look,  and  sour  ? 


No  I  'tis  a  fast  to  dole 

Thy  sheaf  of  whent, 
And  meat, 
Unto  the  hungry  souL 

It  is  to  fast  from  strife. 
From  old  debate 
And  hate — 
To  circumcise  thy  life. 

To  show  a  heart  grief-rent; 
To  starve  thy  nn, 
Not  bin — 
And  that 's  to  keep  thy  lent 

SOBBlHl 


FASTING. 

Is  fasting  then  the  thing  that  God  req 
Can  fasting  expiate,  or  slake  those  i 
That    sin    hath    blown    to  snch  a 

flame? 
Can  sackcloth  clothe  a  fault,  or  hide  a 
Can  ashes  cleanse  thy  blot,  or  poige 

fence? 
Or  do  thy  hands  make  heaven  a  recoi 
By  strewing  dust  upon  thy  briny  fac€ 
Are  these  the  tricks  to  purchase  h 

grace  ? — 
No!  though  thou  pine  thyself  with 

want, 
Or  face  look  thin,  or  carcass  ne'er  so  j 
Althougli  thou  worser  weeds  than  S8 

wear, 
Or  naked  go,  or  sleep  in  shirts  of  bar 
Or  though  thou  choose  an  ash-tub  for 
Or  make  a  daily  dunghill  on  thy  hea< 
Thy  labor  is  not  poised  with  equal  ga 
For  thou  hast    naught  but    labor 

pains. 
Such  holy  madness  God  rejects  and  1 
That  sinks  no  deeper  than  the  skin  or 
'Tis  not  thine  eyes,  which,  taught 

by  art. 
Look  red  with  tears  (not  guilty  of  thj 
'T  is  not  the  holding  of  thy  hands  so 
Nor  yet  the  purer  squinting  of  thine 


CHABITT   AND    HUMILITY. 


ture  plirases,  or  affected  gncee, 
ol  Dp-baoding  of  thine  ejea, 
ibful  balls  do    seem  to  pelt  the 

e  strict  reforming  of  yonr  hair, 
,)jat    all    the   noighbur    skull    is 

lo  droopizig  of  tijy  head  so  low, 
e  lowering  of  thy  sullen  brow  ; 
ill  howliog  that  diatorba  the  air, 
tlons,  or  your  tedious  prayer : 
Is  none  of  this,  that  God  re^'nrds — 
of  fools  their  own  applause  re- 
ds; 
et-plays  to  heaven  are  strange  and 


qoaiotod  with  the  secret  smart 
ences — hates  the  bosom  sin 
which  tlio  soul  took  pleasure  in. 
io-iifted,  no  sin  unpresented, 
unseen ;  aod  seen,  none  unlament- 

led  soul's  amazed  with  dire  asi)ects 
.ins  committed,  and  dutuct't 


f,  merC7 — cries,  and  cries  again ; 
rieves,  and  soiiurly  lumcnts; 

for    grace,    refurms,  ri'iiims,  re- 
its. 

is  incense  whose  accepted  favor 
)  the  heavenly  Throne,  iind  finileth 

is  it  whose  valor  never  fiiils — 
.  it  stoutly  wrestles,  an<l  prevails; 
is  it  that  pierces  heaven  aliovc, 
oming  home,  like  Noah's  duve, 
;«  on  olive  leaf,  or  some  iucreaso 
ks  solvatioD,  and  eternal  peace. 


CHARITY  AND  HUMILITY. 

Fab  have  I  clambered  In  my  mind, 
But  naught  BO  great  as  love  I  find; 
Deep-searching  vit)  monnt-moring  might, 
Are  naught  compared  to  that  good  spright 
Life  of  delight,  and  sonl  of  bliss  1 
Sore  source  of  lasting  happiness  I 
Higher  than  heaven,  lower  than  hell ! 
What  is  thy  tentt  where  mayst  thou  dwell 

Uy  mansion  hight  humility, 
Heaven's  vastest  capability — 
The  further  it  doth  downward  tend 
The  higher  up  it  doth  ascend ; 
If  it  go  down  to  ntmost  naught 
It  shall  return  wiih  that  it  sought. 

Lord,  stretch  Thy  tent   in   my  strdi 
breast — 
Enlarge  it  downward,  that  sure  rest 
May  there  bo  pight;  for  that  pure  fire 
Wherewith  thou  wontest  to  inspire 
All  self-dead  souls.    My  life  is  gone^ 
Sad  sobtude  's  my  irksome  wonoe, 
Cnt  off  from  men  and  all  this  world. 
In  Lethe's  lonesome  ditch  I  'm  hurled. 
Nor  might  nor  sight  doili  aught  roe  mOTti, 
Nor  do  I  care  to  be  above. 
O  feeble  rays  of  meotal  light, 
That  best  be  seen  in  this  dork  night! 
What  are  yon  i  what  is  any  strength 
If  it  bo  not  laid  in  one  length 
With  pride  or  lovo  ?    I  naught  desire 
But  B  new  life,  or  quite  t' expire. 
Could  I  demolish  witti  mine  eye 
Strong  ton'cr.i,  stop  the  fleet  stars  in  sky. 
Bring  down  to  eurth  the  pale-faced  moon. 
Or  turn  black  midnight  to  bright  noun — 
Though  alt  things  were  put  in  my  huinl — 
As  parched,  as  dry,  as  the  Libyan  s:iud 
Would  be  my  life,  if  clmrity 
Were  wautiug.     Hut  humility 
Is  more  than  my  poor  poiiI  dur^it  crave, 
Tliat  lies  intombcd  in  Imvly  grave. 
But  if 't  were  lawful  np  lo  wnd 
My  voice  to  heaven,  this  shoold  it  rend : 

Lord,  thrust  me  deeper  into  dust 
That  Thou  mayest  raise  me  with  the  Just  I 
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HUMILITY. 

Thb  bird  that  soars  on  highest  wing 
Bnilds  on  the  ground  her  lowlj  nest ; 

And  she  that  doth  most  sweetly  sing 

Sings  in  the  shade,  where  all  things  rest; 
In  lark  and  nightingale  we  see 

What  honor  hath  humility. 

When  Mary  chose  "  the  better  part," 

She  meekly  sat  at  Jesns^  feet ; 
And  Lydia's  gently  opened  heart 

Was  made  for  God^s  own  temple  meet : 
Fairest  and  best  adorned  is  she 

Whose  clothing  is  humility. 

The  saint  that  wears  heaven's  brightest 
crown 

In  deepest  adoration  bends : 
The  weight  of  glory  bows  him  down 

Then  most,  when  most  his  soul  ascends : 
Nearest  the  throne  itself  must  be 

The  footstool  of  humility. 

JUUB  MOHTOOMXBT. 


'*  IS  THIS  A  TIME  TO  PLANT  AND 

BUILD?" 

Is  this  a  time  to  plant  and  build^ 
Add  house  to  house,  and  field  to  field, 
When  round  our  walls  the  battle  lowers — 
When  mines  are  hid  beneath  our  towers, 
And  watchful  foes  are  stealing  round 
To  search  and  spoil  the  holy  pround  ? 

.s  this  a  time  for  moonlight  dreams 
Of  love  and  home,  by  mazy  streams — 
For  fancy  with  her  shadowy  toys. 
Aerial  hopes  and  pensive  joys, 
While  souls  are  w^andering  far  and  wide, 
And  curses  swarm  on  every  side  ? 

N"o— rather  steel  thy  melting  heart 
To  act  the  martyr's  sternest  part — 
To  watch,  with  firm  unshrinking  eye, 
Phy  darling  visions  as  they  die, 
rill  all  bright  hopes,  and  hues  of  day. 
Have  faded  into  twilight  gray. 
Yes — let  them  pass  without  a  sigh ; 
And  if  the  world  seem  dull  and  dry — 


If  long  and  sad  thy  lonely  hoars, 
And  winds  have  rent  thy  sheltering  \k 
Bethink  thee  what  thou  art,  and  wiiei 
A  sinner  in  a  life  of  care. 

The  fire  of  God  is  soon  to  fall— 
Thou  know*8t  it--on  this  earthly  ball 
Full  many  a  soul,  the  price  of  blood 
Marked  by  the  Almighty^s  hand  for  g< 
To  utter  death  that  hour  shall  aweep- 
And  will  the  saintR  in  heaven  dare  we 

Then  in  His  wrath  shall  God  nproot 
The  trees  He  set,  for  lack  of  froit; 
And  drown  in  rude  tempestuous  blaze 
The  towers  His  hand  had  deigned  to  r 
In  silence,  ere  that  storm  begin, 
Count  o^er  His  mercies  and  thy  gdn. 

Pray  only  that  thine  aching  heart— 
From  visions  yam  content  to  part, 
Strong  for  love's  sake  its  woe  to  hide- 
May  cheerM  wait  the  cross  beside : 
Too  happy  i^  that  dreadful  day, 
Thy  life  be  given  thee  for  a  prey. 

Snatched  sudden  from  the  avenging  n 
Safe  in  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 
How  wilt  thou  then  look  back,  and  so 
On  thoughts  that  bitterest  seemed  er 
And  bless  the  pangs  that  made  thee  » 
This  was  no  world  of  rest  for  thee ! 

Jom  ] 


HYMN 


FOB  ANNIVSBSABY  MABBIAOE  DA' 

Lord,  living  here  are  we — 

As  fast  united  yet 
As  when  our  hands  and  hearts  b; 

Together  first  were  knit. 
And  in  a  thankful  song 

Now  sing  we  will  Thy  praise, 
For  that  Thou  dost  as  well  prolon 

Our  loving  as  our  dayi. 


THE    PRIEST. 


»?•? 
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ther  we  have  now 

jrnn  another  year ; 

low  much  time  Thou  wilt  allow 

ou  mak^st  it  not  appear. 

therefore,  do  implore 

at  live  and  love  we  may, 

BO  as  if  but  one  day  more 

gether  we  should  stay. 

ach  of  other's  wealth 
Bserve  a  faithful  care, 
of  each  other's  joy  and  health 
if  one  soul  we  were, 
conscience  let  us  make, 
ch  other  not  to  grieve, 
we  daily  were  to  take 
r  everlasting  leave. 

rowardness  that  springs 
)m  our  corrupted  kind, 
om  those  troublous  outward  things 
lich  may  distract  the  mind, 
it  Thou  not,  O  Lord, 
r  constant  love  to  shake- 
disturb  our  true  accord, 
make  our  hearts  to  ache. 

et  these  frailties  prove 
ection's  exercise ; 
that  discretion  teach  our  love 
lich  wins  the  noblest  prize, 
ne,  which  wears  away, 
d  ruins  all  things  else, 
fix  our  love  on  Thee  for  aye, 
whom  perfection  dwells. 

OXOKOB  WrIOB. 


HOATION  OF  A  CIIURCn. 

j£M,  that  place  divine, 
,on  of  sweet  peace  is  named; 
en  lier  glorious  turrets  shine — 
Us  of  living  stones  are  framed ; 
)  angels  guard  her  on  each  side— 
>mpany  for  such  a  bride. 

3ked  in  new  attire  from  heaven, 
iding  chamber  now  descends, 
d  in  marriage  to  be  given 
•t,  on  whom  her  joy  depends. 


Her  walls,  wherewith  she  is  inclosed, 
And  streets,  are  of  pure  gold  composed. 

The  gates,  adorned  with  pearls  most  bright, 

The  way  to  hidden  glory  show ; 

And  tliither,  by  the  blessed  might 

Of  faith  in  Jesus'  merits,  go 
All  those  who  are  on  earth  distressed 
Because  they  have  Christ's  name  pri»- 
fessed. 

These  stones  the  workmen  dreas  and  beat 
Before  they  throughly  polished  are ; 
Then  each  is  in  his  proper  seat 
Established  by  the  builder's  care — 
'In  this  fair  frame  to  stand  for  ever. 
So  joined  that  them  no  force  can  sever. 

To  God,  who  sits  in  highest  seat^ 

Glory  and  power  given  be ! 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Paraclete, 

Who  reign  in  equal  dignity — 
Whose  boundless  power  we  still  adore, 
And  sing  Their  praise  for  evermore ! 

William  DBUJivoiru 


THE  PRIEST. 

I  WOULD  I  were  an  excellent  divine 

That  had  the  bible  at  my  fingers'  ends ; 
Tliat  men  might  hear  out  of  this  month  of 
mine, 
How  God    doth    make  Ills  enemies  Ili^ 
friends ; 
Rather  than  with   a  thundering  and  long 

prayer 
Be  led  into  presumption,  or  despair. 

Thig  would  I  be,  and  would  none  otlier  be — 
But  a  religious  servant  of  my  God ; 

And  know  there  is  none  other  God  but  He, 
And  willingly  to  suffer  mercy's  rod — 

Joy  in  His  grace,  and  live  but  in  His  love. 

And  seek  my  bliss  but  in  the  world  above. 

And  I  would  frame  a  kind  of  faithful  prayer. 

For  all  estates  within  the  state  of  grace, 
That  careful  love  might  never  know  despair, 

Nor  servile  fear  might  faithful  love  deiace : 
And  this  would  I  both  day  and  ni^ht  ^ksyv^ 
To  make  my  \ium\A«  «^vt\^}%  ^-xst^sA^* 
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And  I  would  read  the  roles  of  sacred  life ; 
Persaade  the  troubled  soul  to  patience ; 
The  husband  care,  and  comfort  to  the  wife, 

To  child  and  Borvant  due  obedience; 
Faith  to  the  friend,  and  to    the   neighbor 

peace, 
That  love  might  live,  and  quarrels  all  might 
cease. 

Prayer  for  the  health  of  all  that  are  diseased, 
Confession  unto  all  that  are  conyiotedy 

And  patience  unto  all  that  are  displeased, 
And  comfort  unto  all  that  are  afflicted, 

And  mercy  unto  all  that  have  offended, 

And  grace  to  all:  that  all  may  be  amended. 


ON  A  PRAYER  BOOK  SENT  TO  UBJBL 

fll.  R« 

Lo  I  here  a  little  volume,  but  great  book, 

(Fear  it  not,  sweet — 

It  is  no  hypocrite  I  ) 
Much  larger  in  itself  timn  in  its  look ! 

It  is — in  one  rich  handful — ^lieaven,  and  all 
Heaven's  royal  hosts  encamped — thus  small 
To  prove,  that  true  schools  use  to  tell, 
A  thousand  angels  in  one  point  can  dwell. 
It  is  love's  great  artillery, 
Which  here  contracts  itself,  and  comes  to  lie 
Close  couched  in  your  white  bosom,  and  from 

thence, 
As  from  a  snowy  fortress  of  defence, 
Against  the  ghostly  foe  to  take  your  part^ 
And  fortify  the  hold  of  your  chaste  heart. 

It  is  the  armory  of  light — 

Let  constant  use  but  keep  it  bright, 

You  Ul  find  it  yields 
To  holy  hands  and  humble  hearts 

More  swords  and  shields 
Than  sin  hath  snares,  or  hell  hath  darts. 

Only  be  sure 

The  hands  be  pure 
That  hold  these  weapons,  and  the  eyes 
Those  of  turtles — chaste  and  true, 

Wakeful  and  wise. 
ffere  is  a  friend  shaU  fight  ior  ^fOTi; 


Hold  but  this  book  before  yoqr 
Let  prajer  akme  to  plij  bb  part* 

Bntohl  the  heart 
That  studies  this  Ugh  art 
Most  be  a  sore  honse-keeper. 
And  yet  no  deeper. 

Dear  soul,  beitrong^ 
llen^  will  oome  ere  long, 
And  bring  her  boaom  Ml  of 
Flowers  of  neyer-tSiding  graoe^ 
To  make  immortal  dreasinga 
For  worihj  sools^  whose  wiaaembiasi 
Store  op  themselTes  Ibr  Him  wlwlsd 
The  spouse  of  virginsi  and  the  HiglB 

Bat  if  the  noble  bridegroom,  whao  ksi 

ShaU  find  the  wanderiqg   ImhI 
home, 

Leaving  her  chaste  abode 
To  gad  abroad — 
Amongst  the  gay  mates  of  the  god  off 

To  take  her  pleasures,  and  to  play. 

And  keep  the  devil's  holiday — 
To  dance  in  the  sun-shine  of  some  smil 

But  beguiling 

Spear  of  sweet  and  sugared  lies — 
Some  slippery  pair 
Of  false,  perhaps  as  fair, 

Flattering  but  forswearing  eyes — 

Doubtless  some  other  heart 
Will  get  the  start, 
And,  stepping  in  before, 

Will  take  possession  of  the  sacred  store 
Of  hidden  sweets  and  holy  joys- 
Words  which  are  not  heard  with  t 

(These  tumultuous  shops  of  noise) 
Effectual  whispers,  whoso  still  voi 

The  soul  itself  more  feels  than  hears — 

Amorous  languishments,  luminous  trai 
Sights  which  are  not  seen  with  ey 

Spiritual  and  soul-piercing  glances, 
Whose  pure  and  subtle  lightning  f 

Home  to  the  hearty  and  sets  tlie  hou»e  c 

And  melts  it  down  in  sweet  desire ; 
Yet  doth  not  stay 

,1^  ^d^  >(2cv^  Hi\\i<^ss^%\«vc^  Vf^  ^un  tliat  1 
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in 


deaths,  soft  exhalations 
lear  and  divine  annihilations — 
lonsand  nnknown  rites 
oys,  and  rarified  delights — 
red  thousand  loves  and  graces, 

many  a  mystic  thing 
ch  the  divine  embraces 
iHT  Spouse  of  spirits  with  them  will 

bring, 

which  it  is  no  shame 

1  mortality  must  not  know  a  name. 

.11  this  hidden  store 

ngs,  and  ten  thousand  more, 

rhen  lie  Tome, 

he  heart  from  home, 

btless  He  will  unload 

some  otherwhere, 

.  pour  abroad 

precious  sweets 

&ir  soul  whom  first  He  meets. 

oh  fortunate !  oh  rich !  oh  dear ! 
:iappy  and  thrice  happy  she— 
r  silver-breasted  dove, 
>e'er  she  be — 
ose  early  love 
h  winged  vows 

aste  to  meet  her  morning  spouse, 
«  with  Ilis  immortal  kisses — 
•py  soul  I  who  never  misses 
mprove  that  precious  hour, 
I  every  day 
e  her  sweet  prey — 
fresh  and  fragrant  as  lie  rises, 
pping  with  a  bahuy  shower, 
clicious  dew  of  spices ! 

that  happy  soul  hold  fast 
renly  armful ;  she  shall  taste 
ten  thousand  paradises — 
he  shall  have  power 
o  rifle  and  deflower 
and  roseal  spring  of  those  rare  sweets 
with  a  swelling  bosom,  there  she 
meets — 
ss  and  infinite,  bottomless  treasures 

Of  pure  inebriating  pleasures : 
oul !  she  shall  discover 

What  joy,  what  bliss, 
[ow  many  heavens  at  once,  it  is 
a  God  become  her  lover. 

ElCHAMB  CllSBAW. 


THE  TRUE  USE  OF  MUSIC. 

Listed  into  the  cause  of  sin, 

Why  should  a  good  be  evil  ? 
Music,  alas  I  too  long  has  been 

Pressed  to  obey  the  devil — 
Drunken,  or  lewd,  or  light,  the  lay 

Flowed  to  the  soul's  undoing — 
TVidened,   and  strewed  with  flowers, 
way 

Down  to  eternal  ruin. 

Who  on  the  part  of  God  will  rise, 

Innocent  sound  recover — 
Fly  on  the  prey,  and  take  the  prize. 

Plunder  the  carnal  lover — 
Strip  him  of  every  moving  strain, 

Every  melting  measure — 
Music  in  virtue's  cause  retain. 

Rescue  the  holy  pleasure  f 

Come  let  us  try  if  Jesus'  love 

Will  not  as  well  inspire  us ; 
This  is  the  theme  of  those  above— 

This  upon  eartli  shall  tiro  us. 
Say,  if  your  hearts  are  tune<l  to  sinj» 

Is  there  a  subject  greater  ? 
Harmony  all  its  strains  may  bring; 

Jesus'  name  is  sweeter. 

Jesus  the  soul  of  music  is — 

His  is  the  noblest  passion ; 
Jesus's  name  is  joy  and  peace. 

Happiness  and  salvation ; 
Jesus^s  name  the  dead  can  raise — 

Show  us  our  sins  forgiven — 
Fill  us  witli  all  the  life  of  grace  — 

Carry  us  up  to  heaven. 

Who  hath  a  right  like  us  to  sing — 

Us  whom  His  mercy  raises  ? 
Merry  our  hearts,  for  Christ  is  King; 

Cheerful  are  all  our  faces ; 
Who  of  His  love  doth  once  partjike 

He  evermore  rejoices ; 
Melody  in  our  hearts  we  make — 

Melody  with  our  voices. 

lie  that  a  sprinkle<l  conscience  hath— 
He  that- in  God  is  merry — 

Let  him  sing  psalms^  t\\A  S^vnl  «^^d^ 
JoyM  and  i\ii^«  N^««rj  \ 
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Offer  the  sacrifice  of  praise, 

Hearty  and  never  ceasing — 
Spiritual  songs  and  anthems  raise. 

Honor,  and  thanks,  and  blessing;. 

Then  let  us  in  His  praises  join — 

Triumph  in  His  salvation ; 
Glory  ascribe  to  love  divine, 

Worship  and  adoration ; 
Heaven  already  is  begun — 

Opened  in  each  believer ; 

Only  believe,  and  still  sing  on : 

Heaven  is  ours  for  ever. 

Chablu  Wsblkt. 


CENTENNIAL  ODE. 

Break  forth  in  song,  ye  trees. 
As,  through  your  tops,  the  breeze 

Sweeps  from  the  sea ! 
For,  on  its  rushing  wings, 
To  your  cool  shades  and  springs, 
That  breeze  a  people  brings, 

Exiled  though  free. 

Ye  sister  hills,  lay  down 
Of  ancient  oaks  your  crown, 

In  homage  due ; 
These  are  the  great  of  earth — 
Great,  not  by  kingly  birth, 
Great  in  their  well-proved  worth — 

Firm  hearts  and  true. 

These  are  the  living  lights, 

That  from  your  bold,  green  heights 

Shall  shine  afar. 
Till  tliey  who  name  the  name 
Of  freedom,  toward  the  flame 
Come,  as  the  magi  came 

Toward  Bethlehem's  star. 

Gone  are  those  great  and  good 
"Who  here  in  peril  stood 

And  raised  their  hvnm. 
Peace  to  the  reverend  dead! — 
The  light,  that  on  their  head 
Two  hundred  }uai*s  have  shed. 

Shall  ne'er  grow  dim. 


Yo  temples,  that  to  God 
Rise  where  our  fathers'  trod. 

Guard  well  your  trust: 
The  faith  that  dared  the  sea; 
The  truth  that  made  them  free; 
Their  cherished  purity, 

Their  garnered  dust. 

Thou  high  and  holy  One, 

Whose  care  for  sire  and  son 

All  nature  fills — 

Wliile  day  shall  break  and  close. 

While  night  her  crescent  shows, 

Oh,  let  Thy  light  repose 

On  these  onr  hills ! 

Jour  Pbu 


THE  FIELD  OF  THE  WORLD 

Sow  in  the  mom  thy  seed, 
At  eve  hold  not  thine  hand — 

To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  h 
Broad-cast  it  o'er  the  land. 

Beside  all  waters  sow. 

The  highway  furrows  stock — 
Drop  it  where  thorns  and  thistles 

Scatter  it  on  the  rock. 

The  good,  the  fruitful  ground 
Expect  not  here  nor  there ; 

O'er  hill  and  dale  by  plots  't  is  foi 
Go  forth,  then,  everywhere. 

Thou  know'st  not  which  may  thri 
The  late  or  early  sown ; 

Grace  keeps  the  precious  germs  al 
When  and  wherever  strown. 

And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ei 

And  the  full  com  at  length. 

Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain — 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  gamers  in  the  sky. 
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WHAT    IS    PRAYER? 


in 


0,  wben  the  glorious  end, 
day  of  God  is  come, 
igel-rcapers  shall  descend, 
.  heaven  cry  "  Hai'vest  home  1 " 

Jahbs  Montoomsbt. 


TTLE-SONG  OF  GUSTAVUS 
ADOLPHUS. 

D  little  flock,  the  foe 

r  seeks  your  overthrow, 

not  his  rage  and  power ; 

2:h  your  courage  sometimes  faints? 

g  triumph  o'er  God's  saints 

)ut  a  little  hour. 


cheer ;  your  cause  belongs 
lo  can  avenge  your  wrongs, 
it  to  nim,  our  Lord. 
Iden  from  all  our  eyes, 
I  Gideon  who  shall  rise 
ave  us,  and  His  word. 


God's  own  word  is  true, 
>r  hell  with  all  their  crew 
it  us  shall  prevail, 
by-word  arc  they  grown ; 
i  us,  we  are  Tlis  own, 
ctorv  cannot  fail. 


1  Jesus ;  grant  our  prayer ! 
ain,  now  Thine  arm  make  bare ; 
br  us  once  again  ! 
!  saints  and  martyrs  raise 
horns  to  Thy  praise, 
without  end  I     Amen. 

Michael  Altkxbubo.    (Gorman.) 
Translation. 


IE  MARTYRS'  HYMN, 

to  the  hce<llcsis  wi;uls, 
m  the  waters  cast, 
artyrs'  ashes,  watcbed, 
1  gathered  l>e  at  last ; 


And  from  that  scattered  dust, 
Around  us  and  abroad. 

Shall  spring  a  plenteous  seed 
Of  witnesses  for  God. 


The  Father  hath  received 

Their  latest  living  breath ; 
And  vain  is  Satan's  boast 

Of  victory  in  their  death ; 
Still,  still,  though  dead,  they  speak, 

And  trumpet-tongued,  proclaim 
To  many  a  wakening  land, 

The  one  availing  name. 

Mabtdi  Lomrit 
Thuisladon  of  Wilxjax  Jouh  Fox. 


WHAT  IS  PRAYER  t 

Prayek  is  the  soul's  sincere  denrci 
Uttered  or  unexpressed — 

The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 


Prayer  is  the  burthen  of  a  sigh, 
The  falling  of  a  tear — 

The  upward  glancing  of  an  eje, 
When  none  but  God  is  near, 


Prayer  is  the  simplest  fonn  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try — 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 

The  m^esty  on  high. 


Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice 
Returning  from  his  wuvh, 

While  angels  in  their  songs  rcgoioQ, 
And  cry,  "  Behold  ho  i»rays  I 


»» 


Prayer  is  tne  Cliristiaii's  vital  breath— 

The  Christian's  native  air — 
ETis  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death — 
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The  saints  io  prayer  appear  as  one 
In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind, 

While  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 

Nor  prayer  b  made  by  man  alone — 
The  Holy  Spirit  pleads — 

And  Jesus,  on  the  eternal  throne, 
For  sinners  intercedes. 


0  Thou  by  whom  we  come  to  God — 
The  life,  the  truth,  the  way ! 

The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod  ; 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  I 

Jambs  Moktooxkbt. 


«♦  on,  YET  WE  TRUST." 

Oh,  yet  we  trust  that  somehow  good 
Will  be  the  final  goal  of  ill. 
To  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  will. 

Defects  of  doubt  and  taints  of  blood  ; 


That  nothing  walks  with  aimless  feet 
That  not  one  life  sliaJl  be  destroy ea. 
Or  cast  as  rubbish  to  the  void, ' 

When  God  hath  made  the  pile  complete ; 


That  not  a  worm  is  cloven  in  vain  ; 
That  not  a  moth  with  vain  desire 
Is  shrivelled  in  a  fruitless  fire. 

Or  but  subserves  another's  gain. 

Behold  I  we  know  not  any  thing; 

I  can  but  trust  that  good  shall  fall 
At  last — far  off— at  last,  to  all — 

And  every  winter  change  to  spring. 

So  runs  ray  dream ;  but  what  am  I  ? 
An  infant  crying  in  the  night — 
An  infant  crying  for  the  light — 

And  with  no  language  but  a  cry. 

Altekd  TKNimox. 


EXHORTATION  TO  PRAYEE 

Not  on  a  prayerless  bed,  not  on  ft  pn; 
bed 
Compose  thy  wearj  lunbs  to  rwi; 
For  they  alone  are  blessed 
With  balmy  sleep 
Whom  angels  keep ; 
Nor,  though  by  care  oppressed. 
Or  anxious  sorrow. 
Or  thought  in  many  a  coil  perplei 
For  coming  morrow, 
Lay  not  thy  head 
On  prayerless  bed. 

For  who  can  tell,  when  sleep  thine  eje 
dose, 
That  earthly  cares  and  woes 
To  thee  may  e'er  return  • 
Arouse,  my  soul  I 
Slumber  control, 
And  let  thy  lamp  bum  brightly 

So  shall  thine  eyes  discern 
Things  pure  and  sightly ; 
Taught  by  the  Spirit,  learn 
Never  on  prayerless  bed 
To  lay  thine  nnblest  head. 

Hast  thou  no  pining  want,  or  wish,  or 
Tliat  calls  for  holy  prayer  ? 
Has  thy  day  been  so  bright 
That  in  its  flight 
There  is  no  trace  of  sorrow  ? 
Aud  thou  art  sure  to-morrow 
Will  be  like  this,  and  more 
Abundant  ?    Dost  thou  yet  lay  up  th] 
Aud  still  make  plans  for  more  ? 
Thou  fool  1  this  very  night 
Thy  soul  may  wing  its  flight 

Hast  thou  no  being  than  thyself  more 
That  ploughs  the  ocean  deep, 
And  when  storms  sweep 
Tlio  wintry,  lowering  sky, 
For  whom  thou  wak'st  and  weepes' 
Oh,  when  thy  pangs  are  deepest. 
Seek  then  the  covenant  ark  of  pray 
For  He  that  slumbereth  not  is  tb 
His  ear  is  open  to  thy  cry. 


I 


MARY. 
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Oh,  then,  on  prayerless  bed 
Lay  not  thy  thoughtless  head. 

ft.'x>a8e  tliee,  weary  soul,  nor  yield  to  slara- 
her, 
nil  in  communion  blest 

With  the  elect  ye  rest — 
Thotie  souls  of  countless  number ; 
xVnd  with  them  raise 
The  note  of  praise, 
Beaching  from  earth  to  heaven — 
Chosen,  redeemed,  forgiven ; 
So  lay  thy  liappy  head, 
Plrayer-orowned,  on  blessed  bed. 

IdUKGAmrr  Mxbcxk. 


HYMN. 


When  the  angels  all  are  singing 
All  of  glory  ever-springing, 
In  the  ground  of  heaven^s  high  graces, 
Where  all  virtues  have  their  places, 
Oh  that  my  poor  soul  were  near  them. 
With  an  humble  fmth  to  hear  them ! 


Then  should  faith,  in  love's  submisdon, 
Joying  but  in  mercy's  blessing. 
Where  that  sins  are  in  remission 
Sing  the  Joyful  souPs  confessing — 
Of  her  comforts  high  commending. 
All  in  glory  never-ending. 


But,  ah  wretched  sinful  creature  I 
How  should  the  cornipted  nature 
Of  this  wicked  heart  of  mine 
Think  upon  that  love  divine. 
That  doth  tune  the  angels'  voices 
While  the  host  of  heaven  rejoices? 


No!  the  song  of  deadly  sorrow 

In  the  night  that  hath  no  morrow — 

And  their  pains  are  never  ended 

That  have  heavenly  powers  offended — 

It  more  fitting  to  the  merit 

Of  my  foul  infeoted  spirit 


Yet  while  mercy  is  removinjr 
All  the  sorrows  of  the  loving, 
IIow  can  faith  be  full  of  blindness 
To  despair  of  mercy's  kindness — 
Wliile  the  hand  of  heaven  b  giving 
Comfort  froni  the  ever-living? 

No,  my  soul,  be  no  more  sorry — 
Look  unto  that  life  of  glory 
Wliich  the  grace  of  faith  regardeth. 
And  the  tears  of  love  rewardetli— r 
Where  the  soul  the  comfort  getteth 
That  the  angels'  music  settetlu 

There^when  thou  art  well  conducted. 
And  by  heavenly  grace  instructed 
IIow  the  faithful  thoughts  to  fashion 
Of  a  ravished  lover's  passion — 
Sing  with  saints,  to  angels  nighest, 
llallelujali  in  the  highest  I 

Gloria  in  excehU  Domino  ! 

Nicholas  Bmiroit 


MARY. 


Her  eyes  are  homes  of  silent  prayer ; 
Nor  other  thought  her  mind  admits 
But — ^he  was  dead,  and  there  he  sits 

And  He  that  brought  him  back  is  there. 

Then  one  deep  love  doth  supersede 
All  other,  when  her  ardent  gaze 
Roves  from  the  living  brother's  face. 

And  rests  upon  the  life  indeed. 

All  subtle  thought,  all  curious  fears, 

Borne  down  by  gladness  so  complete. 
She  bows,  she   bathes  the  Saviour't 
feet 

With  costly  spikenard  and  with  tears. 

Tliricc  blest  whose  lives  are  faithful  prayers, 
Whose  loves  in  higher  love  endure ; 
What    souls    possess   themselves  ec 
pure. 

Or  is  there  blessedness  like  theirs? 
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JOY  AND  PEACE  IN  BELIEVING. 

SoMETEMsa  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings ; 
It  is  the  Lord,  who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings. 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  dear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

In  holy  contemplation. 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation. 

And  find  It  ever  new ; 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow. 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
E'en  let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may  I 

It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  Ho  will  bear  us  through ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing 

Will  clothe  His  people  too. 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 

The  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 

Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear, 
lliough  all  the  fields  should  wither, 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there : 
Yet  God  the  same  abiding 

His  praise  shall  tune  ray  voice, 
For,  while  in  Ilim  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

WrujAai  Ck>wpBB. 


CHARITY. 

Could  I  command,  with  voice  or  pen, 
The  ton^ies  of  angels  and  of  men, 
A  tinkling  cymbal,  sounding  brass, 
My  speech  and  preaching  would  8uri>ass ; 
Vuin  were  such  eloquence  to  me, 
Without  the  grace  of  charity. 

Could  I  the  martyr's  flame  endure. 
Give  all  my  goods  to  feed  the  poor — 
Had  I  the  faith  from  Alpine  steep 
To  hurl  the  mountain  to  the  deep — 


What  were  each,  zeal,  snch  power,  to 
Without  the  grace  of  charity  ? 

Gould  I  behold  with  prescient  eye 
Things  future,  as  the  things  gone  b>- 
Could  I  all  earthly  knowledge  scan, 
And  mete  out  heaven  with  a  span^ 
Poor  were  the  chief  of  gifts  to  ma 
Without  the  chiefest — charity. 

Charity  suffers  long,  is  kind — 
Charity  bears  a  humble  mind 
Rejoices  not  when  ills  befall, 
But  glories  in  the  weal  of  all ; 
She  hopes,  believes,  and  envies  bo!, 
Nor  vaunts,  nor  murmurs  o'er  her  lot. 


The  tongues  of  teachers  shall  be  duml 
Prophets  discem  not  things  to  come, 
Knowledge  shall  vanish  out  of  though 
And  miracles  no  more  be  wrought; 
But  charity  shall  never  fail — 
Her  anchor  is  within  the  veil. 

Jaksb  MoxTQoicr 


FOR  BELIEVERS. 

Thou  hidden  source  of  calm  repose, 
Thou  all-suflScient  love  divine, 

My  help  and  refuge  from  my  foea, 
Secure  I  am  if  Tljou  art  mine ! 

And  lo  I  from  sin,  and  grief,  and  sham 

I  hide  me,  Jestis,  in  Thy  name. 

Thy  mighty  name  salvation  is, 
And  keeps  my  happy  soul  above ; 

Comfort  it  brings,  and  power,  and  pea 
And  joy,  and  everlasting  love ; 

To  me,  with  Thy  dear  name,  are  given 

Pardon,  and  holiness,  and  heaven. 

Jesus,  my  all  in  all  Thou  art — 
My  rest  in  toil,  my  ease  in  pain; 

The  medicine  of  my  broken  heart ; 
In  war  my  peace ;  in  loss  my  gain ; 

My  smile  beneath  the  tyrant's  frown ; 

In  shame  my  glory  and  my  crown : 

In  want  my  plentiful  supply ; 

In  weakness  my  almighty  power ; 
In  bonds  my  perfect  liberty ; 

My  fight  in  Satan's  darkest  hour ; 

In  grief  my  joy  imspeakable ; 

My  life  in  death,  my  heaven  in  hcU. 

Obaklm  W»i 


{ 
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DESmiNG  TO  LOVE. 

O  LovK  divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art  I 
When  shall  I  find  mj  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  Thee? 
( thirst,  and  ftunt,  and  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, — 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable ; 

The  first-bom  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depth  to  see— 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  length,  and  breadth,  and  height. 

God  only  knows  the  lova  of  God — 
()h  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion.  Lord,  bo  mine — 

Be  mine  tliis  better  part. 

Oil  that  I  could  for  ever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet  I 

Be  this  my  happy  choice — 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
Mj*  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this — 

To  hear  the  bridegroom's  voice. 

Oh  that,  with  humbled  Peter,  I 
Could  weep,  believe,  and  thrice  reply. 

My  faithfulness  to  prove ! 
Thou  knowest,  for  all  to  Thee  is  known — 
Thou  knowest,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  alone— 

Thou  knowest  that  Thee  I  love. 

Oh  that  I  could,  with  favored  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast  I 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free. 
Give  me,  0  Lord,  to  find  in  Thee 

My  everlasting  rest ! 

Thy  only  love  do  I  recjuire — 
Nothing  in  earth  beneath  desire. 

Nothing  in  heaven  above ; 
Let  earth  and  heaven  and  all  things  go — 
Give  me  Thy  only  love  to  know, 

Giv4  me  Thy  only  love  t 

Chablv  Wbut. 


DIVINE  LOVE. 

Thou  hidden  love  of  God !  whose  height, 
Whose  depth  unfathomed,  no  man  knc»ws— 

I  see  from  far  Thy  beauteous  light, 
Inly  I  sigh  for  thy  repose. 

My  heai*t  is  pained  ;  nor  can  it  be 

At  rest  till  it  finds  rest  in  Thee. 

Thy  secret  voice  invites  me  still 
The  sweetness  of  Thy  yoke  to  prove ; 

And  fain  I  would ;  but. though  my  will 
Seem  fixed,  yet  wide  my  passions  rove ; 

Yet  hindrances  strew  all  the  way — 

I  aim  at  Thee,  yet  from  Thee  stray. 

'T  is  mercy  all,  that  Tliou  hast  brought 
My  mind  to  seek  her  peace  in  Thee ! 

Yet  while  I  seek,  but  find  Thee  not, 
No  peace  my  wandering  soul  shall  see. 

Oh  when  shall  all  my  wanderings  end, 

And  all  my  steps  to  Theeward  tend  ? 

Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun 

That  strives  with  Thee  my  heart  to  shore  i 
Ah,  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone— 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there ! 
Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free, 
When  it  huth  found  repose  in  Thee. 

Oh  hide  this  self  from  me,  that  I 
No  more,  but  Christ  in  me,  may  live ! 

My  vile  affections  crucify. 
Nor  let  one  darling  lust  survive  I 

In  all  things  nothing  may  I  see, 

Nothing  desire  or  seek,  but  Thee 

O  Love,  Thy  sovereign  aid  impart 
To  sjive  me  from  low-ttioughted  care; 

Chase  this  self-will  through  all  my  heart, 
Through  all  its  latent  mazes  there ; 

Make  me  Thy  duteous  child,  that  I 

Ceaseless  may  "Abba,  Father,"  cry  I 

Ah,  no  I  ne'er  will  I  backward  turn — 
Thine  wholly.  Thine  alone  I  am ; 

Tlirice  happy  he  who  views  with  scorn 
Earth's  toys,  for  Thee  his  constant  flaciCi 

Oh  help,  that  1  may  never  move 

From  t\\e  V)\«at  Iv>o\a\.c^  ^ITXi-^  VshO. 
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Each  moment  draw  from  earth  awaj 
My  heart,  that  lowly  waits  Thy  call ; 

Speak  to  my  inmost  soul,  and  say 
"  I  am  thy  love,  thy  God,  thy  all  I " 

To  feel  Thy  power,  to  hear  Thy  voice, 

To  taste  Thy  love,  be  all  my  choice. 

OassASD  TxKSTZKOKif.    (OomuuL) 
TrsnaUtion  of  Jomi  Wblzt. 


LITAKY  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

In  the  hour  of  my  distress, 
When  temptations  me  oppress. 
And  when  I  my  sins  confess. 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me  I 

When  I  lie  within  my  bed, 
Sick  at  heart,  and  sick  in  head, 
And  with  doubts  discomforted, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me  I 

When  the  house  doth  sigh  and  weep. 
And  the  world  is  drowned  in  sleep, 
Yet  mine  eyes  the  watch  do  keep. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me ! 

When  the  artless  doctor  sees 
No  one  hope,  but  of  his  fees, 
And  his  skill  runs  on  the  lees, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me! 

When  his  potion  and  his  pill, 
His  or  none  or  little  skill, 
Meet  for  nothing,  but  to  kill — 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me ! 

When  the  passing  bell  doth  toll, 
And  the  Furies,  in  a  shoal. 
Come  to  fright  a  j)arting  soul, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me ! 

When  the  tapers  now  bum  blue. 
And  the  comforters  are  few, 
And  that  number  more  than  tnie, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me! 

When  the  priest  his  last  hath  prayed, 
And  I  nod  to  what  is  said 
Because  my  speech  is  now  decayed^ 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me! 


fHien,  Grod  knows,  I  'm  tost  about 
Either  with  despair  or  doubt, 
Yet  before  the  glass  be  ont, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  m«! 

When  the  tempter  me  pnrsa^th 
With  the  sins  of  all  my  youth. 
And  half  damns  me  with  untrath, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me! 

When  the  flames  and  hellish  cries 
Fright  mine  ears,  and  fright  mine  c 
And  all  terrors  me  surprise, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me  I 

When  the  jodgment  is  revealed, 
And  that  opened  which  was  sealed 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appealed. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me! 

BoBBT  Hoi 


OH!  FEAR  NOT  THOU  TO  DIE 

Oh  fear  not  thou  to  die — 

Far  rather  fear  to  live  !^-for  life 

Has  thousand  snares  thy  feet  to  try. 

By  peril,  pain,  and  strife. 

Brief  is  the  work  of  death ; 

But  life— the  spirit  shrinks  to  see 

How  full,  ere  heaven  recalls  the  bref 

The  cup  of  woe  may  be. 

Oh  Ibar  not  thou  to  die- 
No  more  to  suffer  or  to  sin — 
No  snare  without,  thy  faith  to  try- 
No  traitor  heart  within ; 
But  fear,  oh  rather  fear 
The  gay,  the  light,  the  changeful  see 
The  flattering  smiles  that  greet  thet 
From  heaven  thy  heart  to  wean. 


On  fear  not  thou  to  di< 
To  die  and  be  that  blessed  one 
Who  in  the  bright  and  beauteous  sk: 
May  feel  his  conflict  done- 
May  feel  that  never  more 
The  tear  of  grief,  of  shame,  shall  coi 
For  thousand  wanderings  from  the 
Who  loved  and  called  thee  home. 


THE    TALEDIOTION. 


E  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  SOUL. 

t'lTAi.  spart  of  heavenly  flame, 
}iiit,  oh  quit  this  tnoHal  frame ! 
rrembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying —         | 
)li  the  pun,  the  bliss  ofdTiag!  I 

?ease,  fond  natnre,  ccaae  thy  strife,  ' 

Vnd  let  me  languish  into  1if«  \ 

larkt  they  whisper:  angels  !>By, 
ilster  spirit,  come  away  I 
That  is  tiiia  alisorbs  me  quite, 
Iteals  my  senses  shnia  my  aiglil, 
)rown9  my  spirits,  draws  my  breath  t 
'ell  me,  my  eonll  can  this  be  deatli  ? 

he  world  recedes— it  disappears; 

[eavcn  Opeas  on  my  oyea ;  my  ears 

rith  sounds  seraphio  ring; 

«iid,  lend  yonr  wings!     I  mount,  t  fly  I 

'  ({rave !  where  h  thy  victory  t 

'  death  1  where  is  tliy  sting? 


THE  VALEPIOTION. 

Vaix  worid,  what  in  in  thee  < 
What  do  poor  mortils  see 
Which  should  esteemed  be 

■Worthy  their  pleasure? 
Is  it  the  mother's  womb. 
Or  sorrows  which  soon  eonii>. 
Or  a  dark  grave  and  tumb; 

Which  is  their  treasure  ' 
How  dost  tliou  man  deceive 

By  thy  rain  glory  f 
Why  do  they  still  believe 

Thy  false  history! 

Is  it  children's  book  and  mi, 
The  laborer's  heavy  load, 
Poverty  undertnxl. 

The  world  desirctli! 
Is  it  distracting  eores. 
Or  heart- tormenting  feara, 
Or  pining  grief  and  tears, 

Which  man  reqnireth ) 


Or  iH  it  yonthful  rage. 
Or  childish  toying  t 

Or  is  decrepit  age 

Worth  man's  enjoying? 

Is  it  deceitful  wealth, 

Got  by  care,  fraud,  or  etealtli, 

Or  short,  uncertain  bctdtti, 

Whiel^tbns  befool  men? 
Or  do  the  lierpcnt's  lies. 
By  the  world's  Ilutlerics 
And  tempting  van i lies, 

Still  overrule  them  t 
Or  do  they  ia  a  dream 

Sleep  out  their  season? 
Or  liome  down  by  lust's  stream, 

Which  conquers  reason  ? 

Tlie  silly  lambs  to-dny 
Pleasantly  skip  and  pliiy, 
Whom  butchers  mean  to  i^ltiy, 

Purlinps  to-morrow ; 
In  a  more  brutish  sort 
Do  careless  aitiners  sport, 
Or  in  dead  sleep  still  enurt, 

Aa  near  to  sorrow ; 
Till  life,  not  well  begun, 

Itc  sadly  ended, 
And  Ihc  web  they  have  sgiuu 

Can  ne'er  Ihi  mended. 


Is  it  not  now  as  none  I 

Tlie  present  stays  not. 
Time  posteth,  ob  how  fa.<)t! 
Unwelcome  death  makes  liBst>': 
None  can  call  back  what 's  I'l.-t  - 

Judgment  delays  not ; 
Though  God  bring  in  Uie  liglil. 

Sinners  awake  not— 
llecanse  liell  's  out  of  sight, 

Tliey  sin  forsake  not. 

Man  walks  in  a  vain  show; 
They  know,  yet  will  not  know; 
Sit  still  when  they  sliould  go- 
But  run  fur  sliadow.s 
While  they  iniglit  taste  and  know 
The  living  streams  that  flow, 
And  crop  the  flowers  that  grow. 
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Life 's  better  slept  away 
Than  as  thev  use  it ; 

Til  sin  and  drnnken  play 
Vain  men  abuse  it. 

Malignant  world,  adieu! 
Where  no  foul  vice  is  new- 
Only  to  Satan  true, 
God  still  offended ; 


He  loves  this  world  of  strife. 

Hates  that  would  mend  i! 
Loves  death  that 's  called  life, 

Fears  what  would  end  it. 


Though  taught  and  warned  by  Grod, 

And  His  chastising  rod, 

Keeps  still  the  way  that 's  broad, 

Never  amended. 
Baptismal  vows  some  make, 

But  ne^er  perform  them ; 
If  angels  from  heaven  spake, 

Twould  not  reform  them. 

They  dig  for  hell  beneath, 
They  labor  hard  for  death. 
Run  themselves  out  of  breath 

To  overtake  it. 
Hell  is  not  had  for  naught, 
Danmation  's  dearly  bought. 
And  with  great  labor  sought — 

They  '11  not  forsake  it. 
Their  souls  are  Satan's  fee — 

He  '11  not  abate  it. 
Grace  is  refused  that 's  free — 

Mad  sinners  hate  it. 

Vile  man  is  so  perverse. 

It 's  too  rough  work  for  verse 

His  badness  to  rehearse. 

And  show  his  folly ; 
He  '11  die  at  any  rate»— 
He  God  and  conscience  hates. 
Yet  sin  he  consecrates, 

And  calls  it  holv. 
The  grace  he  '11  not  endure 

Which  would  renew  him — 
Constant  to  all,  and  sure. 

Which  will  undo  him. 

His  head  comes  first  at  birth, 
And  takes  root  in  the  earth — 
As  nature  shooteth  forth, 

His  feet  grow  highest, 
To  kick  at  all  above. 
And  spurn  at  saving  love ; 
His  God  is  in  his  grove, 

Because  it 's  oighest  ^ 


All  that  is  good  he  'd  crush. 
Blindly  on  sin  doth  rush — 
A  pricking  thorny  bush, 

Such  Christ  was  crowned  wi 
Their  worship 's  like  to  this— 
The  reed,  the  Judas  kiss : 
Such  the  religion  is 

That  these  abound  with; 
They  mock  Christ  with  the  knee 

Whene'er  they  bow  it — 
As  if  God  did  not  see 

The  heart,  and  know  it 

Of  good  they  choose  the  least, 
Despise  that  which  is  best — 
The  joyful,  heavenly  feast 

Which  Christ  would  give  the 
Heaven  hath  scarce  one  cold  wish 
They  live  unto  the  flesh ; 
Like  swine  they  feed  on  wash- 
Satan  doth  drive  them. 
Like  weeds,  they  grow  in  mire 

Which  vices  nourish — 
Where,  warmed  by  Satan's  fire, 
All  sins  do  flourish. 

Is  this  tlie  world  men  choose, 
For  which  they  heaven  refuse, 
And  Christ  and  grace  abuse. 

And  not  receive  it? 
Shall  I  not  guilty  be 
Of  this  in  some  degree. 
If  hence  Grod  would  me  free. 

And  I  'd  not  leave  it  ? 
My  soul,  from  Sodom  fly, 

Lest  wrath  there  find  thee: 
Thy  refuge-rest  is  nigh — 

Look  not  behind  thee ! 

There  's  none  of  this  ado. 
None  of  the  hellish  crew ; 
God's  promise  is  most  true — 

Boldly  believe  it 
My  friends  are  gone  before. 
And  I  am  near  the  shore ; 
My  soul  stands  at  the  door^~ . 

0  Lord,  reoeiye  it 


THOU  ART  GONE  TO  THE  GRAVE 
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It  trusts  Christ  and  His  merits— 

The  dead  He  raises ; 
Join  it  with  blessed  spirits 

Who  sing  Thy  praises. 

RiOHAKD  BiLZTSB. 


HYMN. 


When  rising  from  the  bed  of  death, 
O'erwhelmed  with  guilt  and  fear, 

I  see  my  Maker  face  to  face, 
Oh,  how  ahall  I  appear  f 

If  yet  while  pardon  may  be  found, 

And  mercy  may  be  sought, 
My  heart  with  inward  horror  shrinks. 

And  trembles  at  the  thought — 

When  Thou,  O   Lord,  shalt  stand  dis- 
closed 

In  m^esty  severe, 
And  sit  in  judgment  on  my  soul, 

Oh,  how  shall  I  appear  ? 

But  Thou  hast  told  the  troubled  mind 

Who  does  her  sins  lament. 
The  timely  tribute  of  her  tears 

Shall  endless  woe  prevent. 

Then  see  the  sorrows  of  my  heart 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late, 
And  hear  my  Saviour's  dying  groans 

To  give  those  sorrows  weight. 

For  never  shall  my  soul  despair 

Her  pardon  to  procure. 
Who  knows  Thine  only  Son  has  died 

To  make  her  pardon  sure. 

Joseph  Aoddom. 


HYMN. 


Bbuthsb,  thou  art  gone  before  us, 

And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye; 

Ani  sorrow  is  unknown — 
From  the  burden  of  the  flesh. 

And  from  care  and  sin  released, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest 


The  toilsome  way  thou  'st  travelled  o'er, 

And  hast  borne  the  heavy  load : 
But  Christ  hath  taught  thy  wandering  feel 

To  reach  His  blest  abode. 
Thou  'rt  sleeping  now,  like  Lazarus, 

On  his  Father's  faithful  breast, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troublini?, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now, 

Nor  can  doubt  thy  faith  assail ; 
Nor  thy  meek  trust  in  Jesus  Christ 

And  the  Holy  Spirit  fail. 
And  there  thou  'rt  sure  to  meet  the  good, 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovest  best. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  arc  at  rest. 

^  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust," 

Thus  the  solenm  priest  hath  said — 
So  we  lay  the  turf  above  thee  now. 

And  seal  thy  narrow  bed ; 
But  thy  spirit,  brother,  soars  away 

Among  the  faithful  blest, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

And  when  the  Lord  shall  summon  us 

Whom  thou  now  hast  left  behind. 
May  we,  untainted  by  the  world. 

As  sure  a  welcome  find ; 
May  each,  like  thee,  depart  in  peace. 

To  be  a  glorious,  happy  guest 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

HnrsT  Hakt  Miucjlk. 


THOU  ART  GONE  TO  THE  GRAVE 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave — we  no  longer 
deplore  thee. 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass 
the  tomb ; 
The  Saviour  has  passed  through  its  portals 
before  thee. 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide 
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Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave — we  no  longer 
behold  thee, 
JSTor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by 
thy  side ; 
But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  en- 
fold thee, 
And  sinners  may  ho()e,  since  the  Sinless  has 
died. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave — and,  its  mansion 
forsaking, 
Perhaps  thy  tried  spirit  in  dddbt  lingered 
long, 
But  the  sunshine  of  heaven  beamed  bright  on 
thy  waking, 
And  the  song  which  thou  heard^st  was  the 
seraphim^s  song. 

rhou  art  gone  to  the  grave — but 't  were  wrong 
to  deplore  theo, 
When  Grod  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian, 
thy  guide ; 
Ee  gave  thee,  and  took  thee,  and  soon  will 
restore  thee, 
Where  death  hath  no  sting,  since  the  Sa^ 
viour  hath  died. 

BSODTALD    HmXB. 


DEATH. 


Au,  lovely  appearance  of  death ! 

What  sight  upon  earth  is  so  fair  ? 
Xot  all  the  gay  j)ageants  that  breathe 

Can  with  a  dead  body  coini»are  ; 
With  solenm  delight  I  survey 

The  corpse,  when  the  spirit  is  fled — 
In  love  with  the  beautiful  clav, 

And  longing  to  lie  in  its  stead. 

How  blest  is  our  brother,  bereft 

Of  all  that  could  burden  his  mind ! 
How  easy  the  soul  tliat  has  left 

This  wearisome  body  behind ! 
Of  evil  incapable,  thou, 

Whoso  relics  with  envv  I  se( 
N"©  longer  in  misery  now, 

Ko  longer  a  sinner  like  me. 


This  earth  is  affected  no  more 

With  sickness,  or  shaken  with  pais 
The  war  in  the  members  is  o'er. 

And  never  shall  vex  him  again ; 
No  anger  henceforward,  or  ahamei 

Shall  redden  this  innocent  day; 
Extinct  is  the  animal  flame, 

And  passion  is  vanished  away. 

This  languishing  head  is  at  rest — 

Its  thinking  and  aching  are  oW; 
This  quiet,  immovable  breast 

Is  heaved  by  affliction  no  more ; 
This  heart  is  no  longer  the  seat 

Of  trouble,  and  torturing  pun : 
It  ceases  to  flutter  and  beat — 

It  never  shall  flutter  again. 

The  lids  he  so  seldom  could  close, 

By  sorrow  forbidden  to  sleep- 
Sealed  up  in  their  mortal  repose, 

Have  strangely  forgotten  to  weep ; 
The  fountains  can  yield  no  supplies^ 

These  hollows  from  water  are  free 
The  tears  are  all  wiped  from,  these  ej 

And  evil  they  never  shall  see. 

To  mourn  and  to  suffer  is  mine, 

While  bound  in  a  prison  I  breathe, 
And  still  for  deliverance  pine. 

And  press  to  the  issues  of  death ; 
What  now  with  my  tears  I  bedew 

Oh  might  I  this  moment  become ! 
My  spirit  created  anew. 

My  flesh  be  consigned  to  the  tonil» 

Chajuleb  We 


A  DIRGE. 

"  Eakth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust 
Here  the  evil  and  the  just. 
Here  the  youthful  and  the  old, 
Here  the  fearful  and  the  bold, 
Here  the  matron  and  the  maid. 
In  one  silent  bed  are  laid ; 
Here  the  vassal  and  the  king 
Side  by  side  lie  withering ; 
Here  the  sword  and  sceptre  rust — 
"  Earth  to  eartK  and  dust  to  dost  t 


FOR  A  WIDOWEK  OR   WIDOW. 


311  ago  aball  roll  along 

this  pale  uid  mightj  throng ; 

J  that  wept  them,  they  that  weep, 

lall  with  these  sleepers  sleep ; 

lers,  Biatera  of  the  worm, 

oer'a  sua,  or  winter's  storm, 

of  peace,  or  battle's  roar 

'  shall  break  their  alumbers  more; 

I  shall  keep  his  aulten  trust — 

th  to  eartti,  and  dust  to  dust ! " 


.  da;  is  comiug  fast — 
I,  th;  mightiest  aod  thy  last! 
ill  come  in  fear  and  wonder, 
(led  by  trump  and  tliundcr; 
ill  come  in  strife  and  toil, 
ill  come  in  blood  and  spoil ; 
ill  oomc  in  empire's  groans, 
ing  temples,  rnined  thrones; 
,  ambition, rue  thy  lost! 
th  to  earth,  and  du^t  to  diistr' 


shall  come  the  judgment  sign ; 

0  east  the  king  shall  shine, 

ing  from  heaven's  golden  gato— 
aands,  thousands,  round  His  3tat«— 
3  with  the  crown  and  plume ; 
hie  then,  thoa  sullen  tomb ! 
ea  shall  open  on  thy  sight, 

1  be  turned  to  living  light — 
iout  of  tlio  ransomed  just — 
th  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust." 


thy  mount,  Jerusalem, 
be  gorgooos  as  a  gem  ! 
shall  in  the  dc-^irt  ri^ 
3  of  more  than  Paradise; 
I  by  angel  feet  be  Irod — 
jreat  garden  of  her  GihI  ! 
je  dried  the  martyr's  tears, 
ugh  a  thousand  glorious  years! 
Id  hojio  of  nini  wo  trust — 
■th  to  eartli,  and  dust  to  dust." 

Geowii  Cmlt. 


FOE  A  wmOWER  OR  WIDOW 


k   LOVIKQ  TOKEFBIXOW. 

now  near  me  came  the  hand  of  death, 
When  at  my  aide  he  struck  my  dear. 
And  took  away  the  precious  breath 
Which  quickened  my  beloved  peer! 
How  helpless  am  I  thereby  made — 
By  day  how  grieved,  by  night  how  mo 
And  now  my  life's  delight  is  gone, 
Alas,  how  am  I  left  alone ! 


The  voice  which  I  did  moro  esteem 
Than  masio  in  her  sweetest  key. 
Those  eyes  which  unto  me  did  seem 
More  comfortable  than  the  day — 
Those  now  by  me,  as  they  have  been, 
Shalt  never  more  bo  heard  or  seen; 
Itat  what  I  once  enjoyed  in  them 
Shall  seem  hereafter  as  a  dream. 

All  eartlily  comforts  vanish  Ihn^— 
So  little  hold  of  them  have  wo 
That  wo  from  them  or  tliey  from  as 
May  in  a  moment  ravished  bo ; 
Yet  we  are  neither  just  nor  wise 
If  proscBt  mureics  wo  despise. 
Or  mind  not  how  there  may  he  made 
A  thankful  use  of  what  we  had. 

I  therefore  do  not  so  bemoan. 
Though  these  beseeming  tears  I  droR 
The  loss  of  my  beloved  one 
As  they  that  are  deprived  of  hope; 
ISut  in  expressing  of  my  grief         ' 
My  heart  receiveth  some  relief. 
And  joyeth  in  the  good  1  had. 
Although  my  sweets  are  bitter  made. 

Lord,  keep  me  faithful  to  the  trust 
Which  my  dear  9|«>usc  reposed  in  roe  I 
To  him  now  dead  preserve  mo  just 
In  all  that  should  jierformed  he; 

For  tliough  our  being  man  and  wife 

Extcndeth  only  to  this  life, 
Tet  neither  life  nor  death  ehouVk  tiiA 
The  being  ot  s.  ^wftitA  lAeai. 
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Those  helps  which  I  through  him  enjoyed, 
Let  Thy  continual  aid  suppjly — 
That,  though  some  hopes  in  him  are  void, 
I  always  may  on  Thee  rely ; 

And  whether  I  shall  wed  again. 

Or  in  a  single  state  remain, 

Unto  Thine  honor  let  it  be, 

And  for  a  blessing  unto  me. 

GaoBOB  Wrideb. 


THEY  ARE  ALL  GONE. 

Ihey  are  all  gone  into  the  world  of  light. 

And  I  alone  sit  lingering  here ! 
Their  very  memory  is  fair  and  bright. 
And  my  sad  thoughts  doth  clear ; 

It  glows  and  glitters  in  my  cloudy  breast, 

Like  stars  upon  some  gloomy  grove — 
Or  those  faint  beams  in  which  this  hill  is  drest 
After  the  sun's  remove. 

I  see  them  walking  in  an  air  of  glory, 

Wliose  light  doth  trample  on  my  days — 
My  days  which  are  at  best  but  dull  and  hoary. 
More  glimmering  and  decays. 

0  holy  hope !  and  high  humility — 

nigh  as  the  heavens  above ! 
These  are  your  walks,  and  yon  have  showed 
them  me 
To  kindle  my  cold  love. 

Dear,  beauteous  death  —the  jewel  of  the  just — 

Shining  nowhere  but  in  the  dark  I 
What  mysteries  do  lie  beypnd  thy  dust. 
Could  man  outlook  that  mark ! 

He  that  hath  found  some  fledged  bird's  nest 
may  know. 
At  first  sight,  if  the  bird  be  flown ; 
But  what  fair  dell  or  grove  he  sings  in  now. 
That  is  to  him  unknown. 

And  yet,  as  angels  in  some  brighter  dreams 

Call  to  the  soul  when  man  doth  sleep. 
So    some    strange    thoughts    transcend  our 
^\'onted  themes, 
And  into  glory  peep. 


If  a  star  were  confined  into  a  tomb, 

Her  captive  flames  must  needs  bum 
But  when  the  band  that  locked  her  up 
room, 
She  '11  shine  through  aU  the  sphen 

O  Father  of  etemai  life,  and  all 
Created  glories  under  Thee ! 
Resume  thy  spirit  from  this  world  of  tl 
Into  true  liberty. 

Either  disperse  these  mists,  which  blc 
fill 
My  perspective  still  as  they  pass ; 
Or  else  remove  me  hence  unto  that  hill 
Where  I  shall  need  no  glass. 

HmrTAn 


EACH  SORROWFUL  MOURNEl 

Eaoh  sorrowful  mourner,  je  silent  I 
Fond  mothers,  give  over  your  weepii 
Nor  grieve  for  those  pledges  as  perisb 
This  dying  is  life's  reparation. 

Now  take  him,  O  earth,  to  thy  keepi 
And  give  him  soft  rest  in  thy  bosom; 
I  lend  thee  the  frame  of  a  Christian- 
I  entrust  thee  the  generous  fragments 

Thou  holily  guard  the  deposit — 
He  will  well.  He  will  surely,  require 
Wlio,  forming  it,  made  its  creation 
The  type  of  His  image  and  likeness. 

But  until  the  resolvable  bodv 
Thou  recallest,  O  God,  and  reforme? 
What  regions,  unkhown  to  the  morta 
Dost  Thou  will  the  pure  soul  to  inha! 

It  shall  rest  upon  Abraham's  bos<:)m. 
As  the  spirit  of  blest  Eleazar, 
Whom,  afar  in  that  Paradise,  Dives 
Beholds  from  the  flames  of  his  tonn< 

We  follow  Thy  saying,  Redeemer, 
Whereby,  as  on  death  Thou  wast  tran 
The  thief,  Tliy  companion,  Tlion  wil 
To  tread  In  Thy  footsteps  and  triami 
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e  faithful  the  bright  way  is  open, 
.'forward,  to  Paradise  leading, 
X)  that  blessed  grove  we  have  access 
eof  man  was  bereaved  by  the  serpent. 

leader  and  guide  of  Thy  people, 
command  that  the  soul  of  Thy  servant 
lave  holy  repose  in  the  country 
ce,  exile  and  erring,  he  wandered. 

ill  honor  the  place  of  his  resting 
violets  and  garlands  of  flowers, 
vill  sprinkle  inscription  and  marble 
odors  of  costliest  fragrance. 

AuRELiim  PsuDBxnus.    (Latin.) 
ion  of  JoBX  Maaoh  Xealk. 


A  UTTLE  WHILE. 

n>  the  smiling  and  the  weeping 

I  shall  be  soon ; 
id  the  waking  and  the  sleeping, 
id  the  sowing  and  the  reaping, 

I  shall  be  soon. 
\ov€y  restj  and  home! 
weet  Tiope  ! 
ord,  tarry  not,  hut  come, 

d  the  blooming  and  the  fading 

I  shall  be  soon ; 
d  the  shining  and  the  shading, 
d  the  hoping  and  the  dreading, 

I  shall  be  soon. 
ove,  re^t,  and  home  ! 
weet  hope  ! 
ordy  tarry  not,  hut  come. 

d  the  rising  and  the  setting 

I  shall  be  soon ; 
d  the  calming  and  the  fretting, 
d  remembering  and  forgetting, 

I  shall  be  Boon. 
ore,  reel,  and  home  ! 
weet  hope  I 
crdy  tnrry  not,  hut  come, 

id  the  gathering  and  the  strewing 
I  shall  be  soon ; 


Beyond  the  ebbing  and  the  flowing, 
Beyond  the  coming  and  the  going, 
I  shall  be  soon. 

Love,  rest,  and  home! 

Siceet  hope  ! 

Lord,  tarry  not,  hut  come. 

Beyond  the  parting  and  the  meetirg 

I  shaU  be  soon ; 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting. 
Beyond  this  pulse's  fever  beating, 
I  shall  be  soon. 
Lote,  rest,  and  home! 
Sweet  hope  ! 
Lord,  tarry  not,  hut  come. 

Beyond  the  frost  chain  and  the  fever 

I  shall  be  soon ; 
Beyond  the  rock  waste  and  the  river, 
Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never, 
I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  and  home  ! 
Sweet  hoj)e  ! 
Lord,  tarry  not,  hut  come, 

IIOftATIUS  BOKAU. 


GOD  THE  EVERLASTIKG  LIGHT  OF 
THE  SAINTS  ABOVE. 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell. 

With  all  your  feeble  light ; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon, 

Pale  empress  of  the  night 

And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  arrayed, 
^[y  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere 

No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  divine  abode. 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

The  Father  of  eternal  light 
Shall  there  His  beams  display, 

Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 
With  t\ial  \wi\«nsA  ^^  • 
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No  more  tlie  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes, 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amidst  those  brighter  skies. 

There  all  the  millions  of  His  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite, 

And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view 

With  infinite  delight. 

Philip  Doddbxdok. 


THE  HEAVENLY  CANAAN. 

These  ia  a  land  of  pure  delight^ 
Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 

Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides. 
And  never-withering  flowers ; 

Death,  Hke  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  tlie  swelling  flood 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

But  timorous  mortals  start  and  sliriuk 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger  sliivcring  on  tlie  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

Oh  I  could  wo  make  our  doubts  remove, 
Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 

And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eves — 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  oVr, 

Not  Jordan's  stream,   nor  death's  cold 

flood. 

Should  fright  us  from  tlie  shore. 

Isaac  Watts. 


THE  NEW  JERUSALEM; 

OR,   THE  SOUL^S  BSEATHINO   AFTKB  TBI 
ENLT  COUyiBT. 


**Binoe  ChilBfs  &ir  tmth  needs  no  nm't 
Ttike  this  rade  eong  in  better  part." 


O  MornsB  dear,  Jerosalein, 

When  shall  I  con^ie  to  thee  ? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  en 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 
0  happy  harbor  of  God's  saints  I 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil  I 
In  thee  no  sorrows  can  be  foond— 

No  grie^  no  care,  no  toil. 

In  thee  no  sickness  is  at  all, 

No  hurt,  nor  any  sore ; 
There  is  no  death  nor  ngly  night, 

But  life  for  evermore. 
No  dimming  cloud  overshadows  the 

No  doad  nor  darksome  night, 
But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun — 

For  God  himself  gives  light. 

There  lust  and  lucre  cannot  dwell, 

There  envy  bears  no  sway ; 
There  is  no  hunger,  thirst,  nor  heal 

But  pleasures  every  way. 
Jerusalem  I  Jerusalem! 

Would  God  I  were  in  thee ! 
Oh !  that  my  sorrows  had  an  end, 

Thy  joys  that  I  might  see  I 

No  pains,  no  pangs,  no  grieving  gr 

No  woeful  night  is  there ; 
No  sigh,  no  sob,  no  cry  is  heard — 

No  well-away,  no  fear. 
Jerusidem  the  city  is 

Of  God  our  king  alone ; 
The  lamb  of  God,  the  light  therco 

Sits  there  upon  His  throne. 

O  God  I  that  I  Jerusalem 

With  speed  may  go  behold  I 
For  why  ?  the  pleasures  there  abo 

Which  here  cannot  be  told. 
Thy  turrets  and  thy  j)innacles 

With  carbuncles  do  shine — 
With  jasper,  pearl,  and  chrysolite. 

Surpassing  pare  and  fine. 
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Thy  booses  are  of  ivory, 

Thy  windows  crystal  clear, 
Thy  streets  are  laid  with  beaten  gold — 

There  angels  do  appear. 
Thy  walls  are  made  of  prccioos  stone, 

Thy  bulwarks  diamond  sqoare, 
Thy  gates  are  made  of  orient  pearl — 

O  God  I  if  I  were  there  I 

Within  thy  gates  nothing  can  come 

That  is  not  passing  clean ; 
Ho  spider^s  web,  no  dirt,  nor  dnst, 

No  filth  may  there  be  seen. 
Jehovah,  Lord,  now  come  away, 

And  end  my  griefs  and  plaints — 
fake  me  to  Thy  Jerusalem, 

And  place  me  with  Thy  saints ! 

Who  there  are  crowned  with  glory  great. 

And  see  God  face  to  face, 
Tliey  triumph  still,  and  aye  rejoice — 

Most  happy  is  their  case. 
Bnt  we  that  are  in  banishment, 

Continually  do  moan ; 
We  sign,  we  mourn,  wo  sob,  we  weep — 

Perpetually  we  groan. 

Oar  sweetness  mixed  is  with  gall, 

Our  pleasures  are  but  pain. 
Our  joys  not  worth  tlie  looking  on — 

Our  sorrows  aye  remain. 
But  there  they  live  in  such  delight, 

Such  pleasure  and  such  play, 
That  unto  them  a  thousand  years 

Seems  but  as  yesterday. 

O  my  sweet  home,  Jerusalem ! 

Thy  joys  when  sliall  I  see — 
The  king  sitting  upon  His  throne, 

And  thy  felicity  ? 
n^  vineyards,  and  thy  orchards. 

So  wonderfully  rare, 
Are  ftimished  with  all  kinds  of  fruit. 

Most  beautifolly  fair. 

Thy  gardens  and  thy  goodly  walks. 

Continually  are  green ; 
There  grow  such  sweet  and  pleasant  flowers 

As  nowhere  else  are  seen. 
There  cinnamon  and  sugar  grow. 

There  nard  and  balm  abound ; 
Ko  tongae  can  tell,  no  heart  can  think. 

The  pleasures  there  are  found. 


There  nectar  and  ambrosia  spring — 

There  music  *s  ever  sweet ; 
There  many  a  fair  and  dainty  thing 

Are  trod  down  under  feet. 
Quite  through  the  streets,  with  pleasant 
sound, 

The  flood  of  life  doth  flow ; 
Upon  the  banks,  on  every  side. 

The  trees  of  life  do  grow. 

These   trees   each   month    yield  ripened 
fruit — 

For  evermore  they  spring ; 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  world 

To  thee  their  honors  bring. 
Jerusalem,  God's  dwelling-place 

Full  sore  I  long  to  see ; 
Oh  I  that  my  sorrows  had  an  end, 

That  1  might  dwell  in  thee ! 

There  David  stands,  with  harp  in  hand, 

As  master  of  the  dioir ; 
A  thousand  times  that  man  were  blest 

That  might  his  music  hear. 
There  Mary  sings  **  Magnificat," 

With  tunes  surpassing  sweet ; 
And  all  the  virgins  bear  their  part, 

Singing  about  her  feet. 

"  Te  Deum  "  doth  St.  Ambrose  sing, 

St  Austin  doth  the  like ; 
Old  Simeon  and  Zacharie 

Have  not  their  songs  to  seek. 
There  Magdalene  hath  left  her  moan. 

And  cheerfully  doth  aing, 
With  all  blest  saints  whose  harmony 

Through  every  street  doth  ring. 

Jerusalem!  Jerusalem  I 

Thy  joys  fain  would  I  see; 
Come  quickly.  Lord,  and  end  my  grie£ 

And  take  me  home  to  Tliee ; 
Oh  I  paint  Thy  name  on  my  forehead, 

And  take  me  henc«  away. 
That  I  may  dwell  with  Tlice  in  blif«a, 

And  sing  Thy  praises  aye. 

Jerusalem,  the  happy  home — 

Jehovah's  throne  on  high ! 
0  sacred  city,  queen,  and  wife 
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0  comedy  queen  with  glory  clad, 
With  honor  and  degree. 

All  fair  thou  art,  exceeding  bright— 
Xo  spot  there  is  in  thee  1 

1  long  to  see  Jerusalem, 
The  comfort  of  us  all ; 

For  thou  art  fair  and  beautiful — 

None  ill  can  thee  befall. 
In  thee,  Jerusalem,  I  say, 

No  darkness  dare  appear — 
No  night,  no  shade,  no  winter  foul — 

No  time  doth  alter  there. 

No  candle  needs,  no  moon  to  shine, 

No  glittering  star  to  light ; 
For  Christ,  the  king  of  righteousness. 

For  ever  shineth  bright. 
A  lamb  unspotted,  white  and  pure. 

To  thee  doth  stand  in  lieu 
Of  light — so  great  the  glory  is 

Thine  heavenly  king  to  view. 

He  is  the  King  of  kings,  beset 

In  midst  His  servants*  siglit ; 
And  they.  His  happy  household  all. 

Do  serve  Him  day  and  night. 
There,  there  the  choir  of  angels  sing — 

There  the  supernal  sort 
Of  citizens,  which  hence  are  rid 

From  dangers  decj),  do  sport. 

There  be  the  prudent  prophets  all. 

The  apostles  six  and  six. 
The  glorious  martyrs  in  a  row, 

And  confessors  betwixt. 
Tliere  doth  tlie  crew  of  righteous  men 

And  matrons  all  consist — 
Young  men  and  maids  that  here  on  earth 

Their  pleasures  did  resist. 

The  sheep  and  lambs,  that  hardly  'scaped 

The  snare  of  death  and  hell. 
Triumph  in  joy  eternally. 

Whereof  no  tongue  can  tell ; 
And  though  the  glory  of  each  one 

Doth  differ  in  degree, 
Yet  is  the  joy  of  all  alike 

And  common,  as  we  see. 

There  love  and  charity  do  reign, 

And  Christ  is  all  in  all. 
Whom  they  most  perfectly  behold 

In  joy  celestial. 


They  love,  they  praise — ^they  prak 
love; 

They  "  Holy,  holy/'  cry ; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  fsdni,  nor  enc 

But  laud  continnally. 

Oh !  happy  thousand  tames  were  I, 

If,  after  wretched  days, 
I  might  with  listening  ears  coDceiv< 

Those  heavenly  songs  of  praise. 
Which  to  the  eternal  king  are  sung 

By  happy  wights  above — 
By  saved  souls  and  angels  sweet, 

Wiw  love  the  God  of  love. 

Oh !  pjissing  happy  were  my  state, 

Might  I  be  worthy  found 
To  wait  upon  my  God  and  king, 

His  praises  there  to  sound ; 
And  to  enjoy  my  Christ  above. 

His  favor  and  His  grace, 
According  to  Ifis  promise  made, 

Which  here  I  interlace  ; 

"O  Father 'dear,"  quoth  he,  "let  tht 

Which  Thou  hast  put  of  old 
To  me,  be  there  where  lo !  I  am— 

Thy  glory  to  behold ; 
Wliich  I  with  Thee,  before  the  worl 

Was  made  in  perfect  wise, 
Have  had — from  whence  the  fountain 

Of  glory  doth  arise." 

Again :  *'  If  any  man  will  serve 

Thee,  let  him  follow  me ; 
For  where  I  am,  he  there,  right  sun 

Then  shall  my  servant  be." 
And  still :  "  If  any  man  loves  me. 

Him  loves  mv  father  dear. 
Whom  I  do  love — ^to  him  myself 

In  glory  will  appear." 

Lord,  take  away  my  misery, 

That  then  I  may  be  bold 
With  Thee,  in  Thy  Jerusalem, 

Thy  glory  to  behold ; 
And  so  in  Zion  see  my  king, 

My  love,  my  Lord,  my  all — 
Where  now  as  in  a  glass  I  secv 

There  face  to  face  I  shall. 
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Oh  I  blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart — 

Their  sovereign  they  shall  see ; 
O  ye  most  happy,  heavenly  wights, 

Which  of  God's  household  be  I 
O  Lord,  with  speed  dissolve  my  bands. 

These  gins  and  fetters  strong ; 
For  I  have  dwelt  within  the  tents 

Of  Kedar  over  long. 

Yet  search  me,  Lord,  and  find  me  ont  I 
*  Fetch  me  Thy  fold  unto. 
That  all  Thy  angels  may  rejoice, 

While  all  Thy  will  I  do, 
O  mother  dear  I  Jerusalem  I 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end, 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see? 

Yet  once  again  I  pray  Thee,  Lord, 

To  quit  me  from  all  strife, 
That  to  Thy  hill  I  may  attmn. 

And  dwell  there  all  my  life— 
With  chernbims  and  seraphims 

And  holy  souls  of  men. 
To  mng  Thy  praise,  0  God  of  hosts  I 

Forever  and  amen  I 

AvoirrxoFB. 


PEACE. 


My  sonl,  there  is  a  country 

Afiir  beyond  the  stars. 
Where  stands  a  winged  sentry, 

AH  skilibl  in  the  wars. 
There,  above  noise  and  danger, 

Sweet  peace  sits  crowned  with  smiles, 
And  One  bom  in  a  manger 

Commands  the  beauteous  files. 
He  is  thy  gracious  friend. 

And  (O  my  soul  awake  I) 
Did  in  pure  loye  d^cend. 

To  die  here  for  thy  sake. 
If  thou  canst  get  but  thither. 

There  grows  the  flower  of  peace — 
The  rose  that  cannot  wither— 

Thy  fortress,  and  thy  ease. 
Leave,  then,  thy  foolish  ranges ; 

For  none  can  thee  secure. 
But  One  who  never  changes — 

Thy  God,  thy  life,  thy  cure. 


OF  HEAVEN. 

0  BBAirrEous  God  I  UDcircumscribed  treasure 
Of  an  eternal  pleasure  I 
Thy  throne  is  seated  far 
Above  the  highest  star. 
Where  Thou  preparest  a  glorious  place, 
Within  the  brightness  of  Thy  face. 
For  every  spirit 
To  inherit 

That  builds  his  hopes  upon  Thy  merit, 
And  loves  Thee  with  a  holy  charity. 
What  ravished  heart,  seraphic  tongue  or  eyce 
Clear  as  the  morning  rise. 
Can  speak,  or  think,  or  see 
That  bright  eternity. 

Where  the  great  king's  transparent  throne 
Is  of  an  entire  jasper  stone  ? 
There  the  eye 
0'  the  chrysolite, 
And  a  sky 

Of  diamonds,  rubies,  chrysoprase — 
And  above  all,  Thy  holy  face — 
Makes  an  eternal  charity. 
When  Thou  Thy  jewels  up  dost  bind,  that  day 
Remember  us,  we  pray — 
That  where  the  beryl  Ues, 
And  the  crystal  'bove  the  skies. 
There  Thou  mayest  appoint  us  place 
Within  the  brightness  of  Thy  face — 
And  our  soul 
In  the  scroU 

Of  life  and  blissfulness  enroll. 
That  we  may  praise  Thee  to  eternity.    Al- 
lelujah ! 

Jkrkmt  Tatlob. 


THE  FUTURE  PEACE  AND  GLORY  OF 
THE  CHURCH. 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : 

"  O  my  people,  faint  and  few. 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you ; 
Thorns  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways; 
You  shall  name  your  walls  salvation, 

And  yowr  %«tt«9k  ^\i^  ^\i<i^  Yt^sN&^. 


i92 


POEMS   OF   RELIGION. 


**  There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden, 

Pleasures  withoat  end  shall  flow ; 
For  the  Lord,  jour  faith  rewarding, 

All  His  bounty  shall  bestow. 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression. 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 

'*  Ye  no  more  your  suns  descending. 

Waning  moons,  no  more  shall  see ; 
But,  your  griefs  for  ever  ending, 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me. 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you, 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God  your  everlasting  light." 

WiLUAM   COWPBB. 


THE  WILDERNESS  TRANSFORMED. 

Amazing,  beauteous  change ! 
A  world  created  new ! 
My  thoughts  with  transport  range, 
The  lovely  scene  to  view ; 

In  all  I  trace, 

Saviour  divine. 

The  work  is  Thine — 

Be  Thine  the  praise ! 

See  crystiil  fountains  play 
Amidst  the  burning  sands ; 
The  river^s  winding  way 
Shines  through  the  thirsty  lands; 

New  grass  is  seen, 

And  o'er  the  meads 

Its  carpet  spreads 

Of  living  green. 

Where  pointed  brambles  grew, 
Entwined  with  horrid  thorn. 
Gay  flowers,  for  ever  new. 
The  painted  fields  adorn — 

The  blushing  rose 

And  lily  there. 

In  union  f;iir 

Their  sweets  disclose. 


Where  the  bleak  moontain  fltoc 
All  bare  and  disarrayed. 
See  the  wide-branching  wood 
Diffuse  its  grateful  shade ; 
Tall  cedars  nod. 
And  oaks  and  pines, 
And  elms  and  vineM 
Confess  the  God. 

The  tyrants  of  the  pl^n 
Their  savage  chase  give  o'er- 
No  more  they  rend  the  slain, 
And  thirst  for  blood  no  more: 

But  infant  hands 

Fierce  tigers  stroke, 

And  lions  yoke 

In  flowery  bands. 

Oh  when.  Almighty  Lord, 
Shall  these  glad  scenes  arise. 
To  verify  Thy  word. 
And  bless  our  wondering  eyes! 

That  earth  may  raise, 

With  all  its  tongues, 

United  songs 

Of  ardent  prtdse. 

Phiup  D0» 


ALL  WELL. 

No  seas  again  shall  sever. 
No  desert  intervene ; 

No  deep,  sad-flowing  river 
Shall  roll  its  tide  between. 

No  bleak  clif&,  upward  tower 
Shall  bound  our  eager  sight 

No  tempest,  darkly  lowering, 
Shall  wrap  us  in  its  night. 

Love,  and  unsevered  union 
Of  soul  with  those  we  love. 

Nearness  and  glad  communio 
Shall  be  our  joy  above. 

No  dread  of  wasting  sickness. 

No  thought  of  ache  or  paii 
No  fretting  hours  of  weakne 

Shall  mar  our  peace  a^n. 


VENI,    CREATOR. 
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death,  oar  homes  o'ershading, 
[lall  e^er  our  harps  unstring ; 
all  is  life  unfading 
1  presence  of  our  king. 

HOXATTCB    BOVAB. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

I  to  God,  immortal  praise, 

e  love  that  crowns  our  days — 

eous  source  of  every  joy, 

ly  praise  our  tongues  employ ! 

e  blessings  of  the  field, 
,0  stores  the  gardens  yield, 
e  vine's  exalted  juice, 
e  generous  olive's  use : 

I  that  whiten  all  the  plain, 
V  sheaves  of  ripened  grain, 
)  that  drop  their  fattening  dews, 
hat  temperate  warmth  diffuse— 

at  spring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
rs  o'er  the  smiling  land ; 
it  liberal  autumn  pours 
lier  rich  o'erflowing  stores : 

to  Thee,  my  God,  we  owe — 
)  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ! 
)r  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
ul  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

ould  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
its  stem  the  ripening  ear — 
I  tlie  fig-tree's  blasted  shoot 
ler  green  untimely  fruit — 

I  the  vine  put  forth  no  more, 
le  olive  yield  her  store — 
h  the  sickening  flocks  should  fall, 
be  herds  desert  the  stall — 

1  Thine  altered  hand  restrain 
irly  and  the  latter  rain, 
»ach  opening  bud  of  joy, 
ie  rising  year  destroy ; 


Yet  to  Thee  my  soul  should  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise, 
And,  when  every  blessing 's  flown. 
Love  Thee— for  Thyself  alone. 

AKXA   LjCTXTIA  BABBAUlDt. 


VENI,  CREATOR! 

Cbbatob  Spirit,  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid. 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind ; 
Come,  pour  Thy  joys  on  human  kind ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free. 
And  make  Thy  temples  worthy  Thee  I 

0  source  of  uncreated  light, 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire. 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire^ 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring. 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing  I 

Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  higli. 
Rich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy  I 
Thou  strength  of  Ilis  almighty  hand 
Whose  power  docs  heaven  and  earth  com- 
mand ! 
Proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence, 
Who  dost  the  gifts  of  tongues  dispense. 
And  crown'st  Thy  gifts  with  eloquence! 

Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts ; 
But  oh,  infiame  and  fire  our  hearts  I 
Our  frailties  help,  our  vice  control — 
Submit  the  senses  to  the  soul ; 
And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown. 
Then  lay  Tliy  hand,  and  hold  them  down. 

Chase  from  our  minds  the  infernal  foe. 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  bestow ; 
And,  lest  our  feet  should  step  astray, 
Protect  and  guide  us  in  tlie  way. 

Make  us  eternal  t  nit  lis  receive. 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe , 
Give  us  Thyself,  that  we  may  see 
The  Fatiiw,  widtYi^  ^ti^X^i  Tew^^. 
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Immortal  honor,  endless  fame, 

Attend  the  almighty  Father^s  name ! 

The  Savionr  Son  be  glorified, 

Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died! 

And  equal  adoration  be, 

Eternal  Paraclete,  to  Thee ! 

St.  AMBS06X.    (Latin.) 
Paraphrase  of  Joux  Dbtden. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Lo !  God  is  here !  let  us  adore, 
And  own  how  dreadful  is  this  place ; 

Let  all  within  us  feel  His  power, 
^Vnd  silent  bow  before  His  face  I 

Who  know  His  power,  His  grace  who  prove. 

Serve  Him  with  awe,  with  reverence  love. 

Lo !  God  is  here  I  Him  day  and  night 
Th'  united  choirs  of  angels  sing ; 

To  Him,  enthroned  above  all  height. 
Heaven's  host  their  noblest  praises  bring ; 

Disdain  not,  Lord,  our  meaner  song. 

Who  praise  Thee  with  a  stammering  tongue. 

Gladly  the  toils  of  earth  we  leave, 
Wealth,  pleasure,  fame,  for  Thee  alone ; 

To  Thee  our  will,  soul,  flesh,  we  give — 
Oh  taiie !  oh  seal  thorn  for  Thine  own ! 

Thou  art  the  God,  Thou  art  the  Lord — 

Be  Thou  by  all  Thy  works  adored ! 

Being  of  beings  1  may  our  praise 
Thy  courts  with  grateful  fragrance  fill ; 

Still  may  we  stand  before  Thy  face, 
Still  hear  and  do  Thy  sovereign  will ; 

To  thee  may  all  our  thoughts  arise — 
easeless,  accepted  sacrifice. 


4. 


In  Thee  we  move ;  all  things  of  Thee 
Are  full.  Thou  source  and  life  of  all ; 

Thou  vast  unfathomable  sea  1 
(Fall  prostrate,  lost  in  wonder  fall, 

Ye  sons  of  men  I     For  God  is  man  I) 

A.11  may  we  lose,  so  Thee  we  gain ! 


As  fiowers  tneir  openmg  leaves  displa 
And  glad  drink  in  the  solar  fire. 

So  may  we  catch  Thy  every  ray, 
So  may  Thy  influence  us  inspire — 

Thou  beam  of  the  eternal  beam ! 

Thou  purging  fire.  Thou  quickening  £ 

Qkehakd  Tkbstkboks.    (G 
Tranalatioii  of  Johh  Wblxt. 


THE  LORD  THE  GOOD  SHEPE 

The  Lord  is  my  shepherd,  nor  want 
know; 
I  feed  in  green  pastures,  safe-foldei 
He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still 
flow. 
Restores   me   when   wandering,  ; 
when  oppressed. 

Through  the  valley  and  shadow  o 
though  I  stray. 
Since  Thou  art  my  guardian  no  evi 
Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  Thy  staff 
stay; 
No  harm  can  befall  with   my  a 
near. 

In  the  midst  of  affliction  my  table  is  ; 
With  blessings  unmeasured  my  c 
neth  o'er ; 
With  perfume  and  oil  Thou    anoin 
head ; 
Oh !  what  shall  I  ask  of  Thy  Pn 
more? 

Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountifi 
Still  follow  my  steps  till  I  meet  The 

I  seek,  by  the  path  which  my  forefatl 
Through  the  land  of  their  sojou 
kingdom  of  love. 

JAMn  MOHT 


SONNET. 

The  prayers  I  make  will  then  be  s^ 

deed. 
If  Thou  the  spirit  give  by  which  I  pr 
My  unassisted  heart  is  barren  clay, 
That  of  its  native  self  can  nothing  fee 


THE   POET'S   HTHN    FOR    HIUSELF. 


f  good  u)d  pions  works  ThoD  art  the  wed, 
bat  qoiokens  only  where  thon  saj'st  it  ma;. 
uleM  Thon  show  to  as  Thine  own  tine  waj, 
'o  man  can  Snd  it ;  Father !  thon  must  lead. 
>o  Thon,  then,  breathe  those  thoaghta  int4 

aij  mind 
7  which  sDoh  virtne  may  in  me  be  bred 
bat  in  Th;  holy  footsteps  I  may  tread; 
he  fetters  of  my  tongne  do  Thon  nnbind, 
hat  I  msy  have  the  power  to  sing  of  Thee, 
sd  sound  Thy  praisos  everlastingly. 


CouE,  oh  cornel  with  sacred  lays 

Let  n9  Bonnd  tbe  Almighty's praisel 
Sther  bring,  in  tme  consent. 
Heart,  and  voice,  and  instrument. 
Let  the  orphorion  sweet 
With  the  hatp  and  viol  meet ; 
Let  yonr  voices  tnne  the  late; 
Let  not  tongoe  nor  string  be  mnte ; 
Nor  a  creatare  dumb  be  fonnd 
That  hsth  either  voice  or  sonnd  1 

Let  BQch  things  as  do  not  live, 
In  Btill  mnsic  praises  give  1 
Lowly  pipe,  ye  worms  that  creep 
On  the  earth,  or  in  the  deep ; 
Lend  aloft  year  voices  strain, 
Beasta,  and  monsters  of  the  main ; 
Birds,  your  warbling  treble  sing ; 
Cloads,  yonr  peals  of  thunder  ring ; 
Bun  and  moon,  exalted  higher, 
And  yon,  stars,  aogment  the  choirl 

Come,  ye  sons  of  hnnian  race. 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place  1 
And  amid  this  mortal  throng 
Be  you  masters  of  the  song. 
Angela  snd  celestial  powers. 
Re  the  noblest  tenor  yonre  I 
Let,  in  praise  of  God,  the  sonnd 
Kun  a  never-ending  ronnd, 

That  our  holy  hymn  may  be 

Everlasting  aa  is  He. 


From  the  earth's  vast  hoUon-  womh 
Mnaio's  deepest  bass  shall  come  j 
Sea  and  floods,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Shall  the  connter-tenor  roar ; 
To  this  concert,  when  we  sing, 
Whistling  winds,  your  descant  bring. 
Which  may  bear  the  sound  above 
Where  the  orb  of  fire  doth  move. 
And  ao  climb  from  sphere  to  sphere, 
Till  our  song  the  Almighty  hear  I 

So  shall  lie,  fW>m  heaven's  high  tower, 
On  the  earth  His  blessings  shower; 
All  this  hoge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be ; 
There  our  voices  we  will  rear, 
Till  wc  fill  it  every  where, 
And  enforce  the  fiends,  that  dwell 
In  the  air,  to  sink  to  hell. 
Then,  oh  come  I  with  sacred  lays 
Let  n?  sound  the  Almighty's  praise. 


THE  POET'S  HYMN  FOR  nmSELF. 

Gekat  Almighty,  Idng  of  heaven. 
And  ouo  God  in  persons  three — 
Honor,  praise,  and  thanks  be  given 
Now  and  evermore  to  Thee, 
Who  hast  more  for  Tliine  prepared 
Than  by  words  can  be  declared ! 

By  Thy  mercies  I  was  taken 

From  the  pits  of  miry  clay. 

Wherein,  wretched  and  forsaken. 

Helpless,  hopeless  too,  I  lay ; 
And  those  comforts  Thon  didst  give  mp 
Whereof  no  man  can  deprive  me. 

By  Thy  gracs  the  pasdons,  troubles, 
And  what  most  my  heart  oppressed. 
Have  appeared  as  airy  bubbles, 
Dreams,  or  sufferings  but  in  jest ; 
And  with  profit  that  Lath  ended 
Which  my  foes  for  harm  intended. 

Those  afflictions  and  those  terrors, 
Which  did  plagues  at  first  appear, 
Did  bnt  show  me  what  mine  errum 
And  mine  imperfections  were; 
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But  tliey  wretched  could  not  make  me, 
Nor  from  Thy  affection  shake  me. 

Therefore  as  Thy  blessed  Psalmist, 
When  bis  warfares  had  an  end, 
And  his  days  were  at  the  calmest, 
Psalms  and  hymns  of  prmses  penned — 
So  my  rest,  by  Thee  enjoyed. 
To  Thy  praise  I  have  employed. 

Lord  1  accept  my  poor  endeavor. 

And  assist  Thy  servant  so. 

In  well  doing  to  persever, 

That  more  perfect  I  may  grow — 
Every  day  more  prudent,  meeker, 
And  of  Thee  a  faithful  seeker. 

Let  no  passed  sin  or  folly, 

Nor  a  future  fault  in  me. 

Make  unfruitful  or  unholy 

What  I  offer  now  to  Thee; 
But  with  favor  and  compassion 
Cure  and  cover  each  transgression. 

And  with  Israel's  royal  singer 
Teach  me  so  faith's  hymns  to  sing — 
So  Thy  ten-stringed  law  to  finger, 
And  such  music  thence  to  bring — 

That  by  grace  I  may  aspire 

To  Thy  blessed  angel  choir ! 

Gbobgs  WrrmcK. 


PSALM  XIII. 


LoBD,  how  long,  how  long  wilt  Thou 
Quite  forget,  and  quite  neglect  me  ? 
How  long,  with  a  frowning  brow, 
Wilt  Thou  from  Thy  sight  reject  me  ? 

II. 

How  long  shall  I  seek  a  way 

Forth  this  maze  of  thoughts  perplexed, 

Where  my  grieved  mind,  night  and  day. 

Is  with  thinking  tired  and  vexed? 

How  long  shjill  my  scornful  foe, 

On  my  fall  his  greatness  placing. 

Build  upon  my  overthrow, 

And  be  graced  by  my  disgracing? 


m. 

Hear,  0  Lord  and  God,  my  cries ! 
Mark  my  foes'  unjust  abusing ; 
And  illmninate  mine  eyes,  * 

Heavenly  beams  in  them  infusing- 
Lest  my  woes,  too  great  to  bear, 
And  too  infinite  to  number. 
Rook  me  soon,  'twizt  hope  and  fear, 
Into  death's  eternal  slumber — 

IV. 

Lest  my  foes  their  boasting  make : 
Spite  of  right,  on  him  we  trample; 
And  a  pride  in  mischief  take, 
Hastened  by  my  sad  example. 

As  for  me,  I  '11  ride  secure 
At  Thy  mercy's  sacred  anchor; 
And,  undaunted,  will  endure 
Fiercest  storms  of  wrong  and  rancour 

VI. 

These  black  clouds  will  overblow— 
Sunshine  shall  have  his  returning; 
And  my  grief-duUed  heart,  I  know, 
Into  mirth  shall  change  his  mourning 
Therefore  I  '11  rejoice,  and  sing 
Hymns  to  God,  in  sacred  measure. 
Who  to  happy  pass  will  bring 
My  just  hopes,  at  His  good  pleasure. 


PSALM  XVIIL 


PABT  FIBST. 


0  (JoD,  my  strength  and  fortitude,  of  f 

must  love  Thee ! 
Thou  art  my  castle  and  defence  in  my  i 

sity— 
My  God,  my  rock   in   whom  I   trust 

worker  of  my  wealth 
My  refuge,  buckler,  and  my  shield,  the 

of  all  my  health. 

When  I  sing  laud  unto  the  Lord  most  v 

to  be  served. 
Then  from  my  foes  I  am  right  sure 

shall  be  ^reserved. 


PSALM    XXIIl. 


1\yi 


pangs  of  death  did  compass  me,  and 
botmd  me  everywhere ; 
)  flowing  waves  of  wickedness  did  put  me 
in  great  fear. 

)  sly  and  subtle  snares  of  hell  were  round 

aboat  me  set ; 
3  for  my  death  there  was  prepared  a  deadly 

trapping  net. 
hos  beset  with  pain  and  grie^  did  pray  to 

Qod  for  grace ; 
d  he  forthwith  did  hear  my  plaint  out  of 

His  holy  place. 

;h  is  His  power  that  in  His  wrath  He  made 

the  earth  to  qnake — 
1,  the  foundation  of  the  mount  of  Basan 

for  to  shake. 
1  from  His  nostrils  came  a  smoke,  when 

kindled  was  His  ire ; 
1  from  His  mouth  came  kindled  coals  of 

hot  consuming  fire. 

Lord  descended  from  above,  and  bowed 
the  heavens  high ; 

I  underneath  His  feet  He  cast  the  darkness 
of  the  sky. 

cherubs  and  on  cherubims  full  royally  He 
rode; 

I  on  the  wings  of  all  the  winds  came  fly- 
ing all  abroad. 

Thomas  Stxxnhold. 


PSALM  XIX. 

heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  Lord  I 
{  every  star  Thy  wisdom  shines ; 
when  our  eyes  behold  Tliy  word, 
""e  read  Thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 
nd  nights  and  days  Thy  power  confess ; 
the  blest  volume  Thou  hast  writ 
oveals  Tljy  justice  and  Thy  grace. 

,  moon,  and  stars  convey  Thy  praise 
onnd  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand ; 
when  Thy  truth  begun  its  race 
touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 


Nor  shall  Thy  spreading  gospel  rest 
Till  through  tiie  world  Thy  truth  has  run ; 

Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blest 
That  see  the  light  or  feel  the  sxm. 

Great  sun  of  righteousness,  arise  I 
Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light  I 

Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise — 
Thy  laws  are  pure.  Thy  judgments  right. 

Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view. 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiven ; 

Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew, 
And  make  Thy  word  my  guide  to  hcoven  i 

ISAAO  Watth. 


PSALM  XXIIL 

I. 

God,  who  the  universe  doth  hold 

In  His  fold, 
Is  my  shepherd,  kind  and  heedful — 
Is  my  shepherd,  and  doth  keep 

Me,  His  sheep. 
Still  supplied  with  all  things  needftiL 

n. 

He  feeds  me  in  His  fields,  which  been 

Fresh  and  green. 
Mottled  with  spring's  flowery  painting — 
Tliro'  which  creep,  with  murmuring  crooksi 

Crystal  brooks. 
To  refresh  my  spirit's  fainting. 

m. 

When  my  soul  from  heaven's  way 

Went  astray. 
With  earth's  vanities  seduced. 
For  His  name's  sake,  kindly,  Ho 

Wandering  me 
To  Hid  holy  fold  reduced. 

IV. 

Yea,  though  I  stray  through  death's  vjJc, 

Where  His  pale 
Shades  did  on  each  side  enfold  me, 
Dreadless,  having  Thee  for  guide, 

Should  I  bide ; 
For  Thy  rod  and  staff  >\\»\iQV!L\stf^ 
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V. 

Thou  inj  board  with  messes  large 

Dost  surcharge; 
My  bowls  fbll  of  wine  Thon  poorest ; 
And  before  mine  enemiee' 

Enyioos  eyes 
Balm  apon  my  head  Thon  showerest 

Tl. 

yeithor  dnres  Thy  bonnteons  grace 

For  a  space ; 
Bnt  it  knows  no  bound  nor  measure ; 
So  my  days,  to  my  lifers  end, 

I  shall  spend 
Tn  Thy  courts  inth  heavenly  pleasure. 


PSALM  xxm. 

Lo,  my  Shepherd's  hand  divine ! 
Want  shall  never  more  be  mine. 
In  a  pasture  fdr  and  largo 
He  shall  feed  His  happy  charge, 
And  my  coach  with  tendcrest  care 
'Midst  the  springing  gi*ass  prepare. 

When  I  f(unt  with  summer^s  heat, 
He  shall  lead  my  weary  feet 
To  the  streams  that,  still  and  slow, 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 
He  my  soul  anew  shall  frame ; 
And,  His  mercy  to  proclaim. 
When  through  devious  paths  I  stray. 
Teach  my  steps  the  better  way. 

Though  the  dreary  vale  I  tread 
By  the  shades  of  death  o'erspread ; 
There  I  walk  from  terror  free. 
While  my  every  wish  I  see 
By  Thy  rod  and  staff  supplied — 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 

While  my  foes  are  gazing  on, 
Thou  Tliy  favoring  care  hast  shown ; 
Thou  my  [)lentooii9  board  hast  spread ; 
Thon  with  oil  refreshed  my  head  ; 
Filled  by  Thee,  my  cup  overflows ; 
For  Thy  love  no  limit  knows. 
Constant,  to  my  latest  end. 
This  my  footsteps  shall  attend. 
And  ahall  bid  Thy  hallowed  dome 
Yldd  me  an  eternal  home. 

Jamwb  MnixoE. 


PSALM  ZZX. 


LoBDi,  to  Tbe«,  while  I  am  fiviog^ 
"^inil  I  fling  byxnna  of  tfaank^gmag; 
For  Thon  hast  drawn  me  from  a  golf  of  i 

So  thatmjfoeo 

Do  not  deride  me. 

n. 
When  Thine  aid,  Lord,  I  Inqiloied, 
Thai  >y  Thee  was  I  restored ; 
My  manniftd  heart  with  Jox  ^^"^  ^ 
dldfltfill, 

So  that  none  ill 
Doth  now  betide  me. 

m. 

My  flooL  grievoody  discreved. 
And  ^th  death  well-iu|^  oppwe 
IVom  death^fl  devouring  Jaw%  Laid, ' 
didfltaave, 

And  from  the  grave 
My  soul  deliver. 

rv. 

Oh,  all  ye  that  e'er  had  savor 
Of  God's  everlasting  favor, 
Gomel  come  and  help  lue  gratefhl  pr 
sing 

To  the  world's  king, 
And  my  life's  giver. 

V. 

For  His  anger  never  lasteth, 
And  Hb  favor  never  wasteth. 
Though  sadness  be  thy  guest  in  sullen  n 
The  cheerful  light 
Will  cheerful  make  thee. 

VI. 

Lulled  asleep  with  charming  pleasoi 
And  base,  eartlily,  fading  treasures. 
Rest,  peaceful  soul,  said  I,  in  happy  stc: 
Xo  storms  of  fate 
Shall  ever  shake  thee 

vn. 
For  Jehovah's  grace  unbounded 
Hath  my  greatness  surely  founded ; 
And  hath  my  state  as  strongly  fortifie<l, 
On  every  side, 
As  rocky  mouuLams. 


PSALM    XLVI. 
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vra. 

ut  hwsj  His  face  God  turned — 
was  troubled  then,  and  mourned ; 
;hu8  I  poured  forth  prayers  and  doleful 
cries. 

With  weeping  eyes 
Like  watery  fountains : 

DC. 

1  my  blood  there  is  no  profit ; 
r  I  die  what  good  comes  of  it  ? 
rotten  bones  or  senseless  dust  express 

Thy  thankfulness, 

And  works  of  wonder  ? 

X. 

►h  then  hear  me,  prayers  forthpouring, 
hrowned  in  tears,  from  moist  eyes  show- 
ering; 
mercy,  Lord,  on  me ;  my  burden  ease, 

If  Thee  it  please. 

Which  I  groan  under  1 

XI. 

lius  prayed  I,  and  God,  soon  after, 
Changed  my  moumii^  into  laughter ; 
ashy  sackcloth,  mark  of  mine  annoy, 

To  robes  of  joy 

Eftsoons  He  turned. 

xn. 

!*herefore,  harp  and  voice,  cease  never,  ^ 

Jut  sing  sacred  lays  for  ever 

eat  Jehovah  mounted  on  the  skies. 

Who  dried  mine  eyes 

When  as  I  mourned. 

FxAiron  Datiion. 


PSALM  XLVL 

is  the  refuge  of  His  saints, 
ten  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade ; 
re  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Kold  Him  present  with  His  aid. 

lOuntttiDB  ftom  their  seats  be  hurled 
wn  to  Hie  deep,  and  buried  there — 
nlsloiiB  (ihake  the  solid  world ; 
r  ildth  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 


Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar ; 

In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide, 
While  every  nation,  every  shore. 

Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 

Supplies  the  city  -jf  our  God — 
Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  througli, 

And  watering  our  divine  abode ; 

That  sacred  stream  Thine  holy  word. 
That  all  our  raging  fear  controls ; 

Sweet  peace  Thy  promises  afiford. 
And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 

Sion  enjoys  her  monarch's  love. 
Secure  against  a  threatening  hour ; 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 
Built  on  His  truth,  and  armed  with  powei 

IlAAO  Watib. 


PSALM  XLVI. 

A  SAFE  stronghold  our  God  is  still, 
A  trusty  shield  and  weapon  ; 
He  '11  help  us  clear  from  all  the  ill 
That  hath  us  now  overtaken. 
The  ancient  prince  of  hell 
Hath  risen  with  purpose  fell ; 
Strong  mail  of  craft  and  power 
He  weareth  in  this  hour — 
On  earth  is  not  his  fellow. 

By  force  of  arms  we  nothing  caii — 
Full  soon  were  we  down-ridden  ; 
But  for  us  fights  the  proper  man, 
Whom  God  himself  hath  bidden. 
Ask  ye.  Who  is  this  same  ? 
Christ  Jesus  is  His  name. 
The  Lord  Zebaoth's  son — 
He  and  no  other  one 

Shall  conquer  in  the  battle. 

And  were  this  world  all  devils  o'er, 
And  watching  to  devour  us. 
We  lay  it  not  to  heart  so  sore- 
Not  they  can  overpower  us. 
And  let  the  prince  of  ill 
Look  grim  as  e'er  he  wiU, 
He  harms  us  not  a  whit ; 
For  why  ?    His  doom  is  writ — 

1l  "wot^  ^«5\  ^<2»^i  ifi«q\isKu 
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God^s  word,  for  all  their  craft  and  force, 
One  moment  will  not  linger ; 
Bat,  spite  of  IielL  shall  have  its  course — 
•T  is  written  by  llis  finger. 
And  though  they  take  our  life, 
Goods,  honor,  children,  wife, 
Tet  is  their  profit  small ; 
These  things  shall  vanish  all — 
The  city  of  God  remaineth. 

MAsnx  LuTHXB.    (Qcrmau.) 
Translation  of  Thomas  Cakltlb. 
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SECOND  PABT. 


'  T  IS  by  Thy  strength  the  mountains  stand, 

God  of  eternal  power ! 
The  sea  grows  calm  at  Thy  command. 

And  tempests  cease  to  roar. 

Thy  morning  light  and  evening  shade 

Successive  comforts  bring ; 
Thy  i)lenteous  fruits  make  harvest  glad — 

Thy  flowers  adorn  the  spring. 

Seasons  and  times,  and  moons  and  hours, 
Ileavcn,  earth,  and  air,  are  Thine ; 

When  clouds  distil  in  fruitful  showers. 
The  author  is  divine. 

Those  wandering  cisterns  in  the  sky, 

Borne  by  the  winds  around, 
With  watery  treasures  well  supply 

The  furrows  of  the  ground. 

The  thirsty  ridges  drink  their  fill, 

And  ranks  of  corn  appear ; 
Thy  ways  abound  with  blessings  still — 

Thy  goodness  crowns  the  year. 

Isaac  Wattb. 
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Happy  sons  of  Israel, 
Who  in  j)loasant  Canaan  dwell, 
Fill  the  air  with  shouts  of  joy — 
Shouts  redoubled  from  the  sky. 
Sing  the  jrreat  Jehovah's  praise, 
Trophies  to  His  glory  raise ; 


Say :  How  wonderful  Thy  deedc 
Lord,  Thy  power  all  power  exc€ 
Conquest  on  Thy  sword  doth  sit 
Trembling  foes  through  fear  sub 

Let  the  many-peopled  earth. 
All  of  high  and  humble  birth, 
Worship  our  eternal  king — 
Hymns  unto  His  honor  sing. 
Come,  and  see  what  God  hath  wr 
Terrible  to  human  thought ! 
He  the  bUlows  did  divide. 
Walled  with  waves  on  either  sid 
While  we  passed  safe  and  dry ; 
Then  our  souls  were  rapt  with  jc 

Endless  His  dominion — 
All  beholding  from  His  throne. 
Let  not  those  who  hate  us  most, 
Let  not  the  rebellious,  boast. 
Bless  the  Lord  I  His  praise  be  su 
While  an  ear  can  hear  a  tongue  I 
He  our  feet  establbheth  ; 
He  our  souls  redeems  from  deatli 

I^rd,  as  silver  purified, 
Tliou  hast  with  aflBiction  tried ; 
Thou  hast  driven  into  the  net, 
Burdens  on  our  shoulders  set 
Trod  on  by  their  horse's  hooves- 
Theirs  whom  pity  never  moves— 
We  through  fire,  with  flames  en: 
We  through  raging  floods  have  p 
Yet  by  Thy  conducting  hand 
Brought  into  a  wealthy  laud. 

I  will  to  Thy  house  repair, 
Worship,  and  Thy  power  declare 
Offerings  on  Thy  altar  lay. 
All  my  vows  devoutly  pay. 
Uttered  with  my  heart  and  tong 
When  oppressed  with  powerful ' 
Fatlings  I  will  sacrifice ; 
Incense  in  perfume  shall  rise — 
Bullocks,  shaggy  goats,  and  ram 
Offered  up  in  sacred  flames. 

You  who  great  Jehovah  fear, 
Come,  oh  come,  you  blest !  and 
What  for  me  the  Lord  hath  wro 
Then  when  near  to  ruin  brought 
Fervently  to  Ilim  I  cried ; 
I  His  goodness  magnified. 
If  I  vices  should  affect. 
Would  not  He  my  prayers  rejed 


PSALM    C. 


801 


lie  Lora  my  prajera  hath  heard 
h  m  J  tongue  with  tears  preferred. 
»  of  mercy  be  Thou  blest, 
hast  granted  my  request! 

Oaomos  8Ain>Ta 
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FIB8T  PAST. 


Grod,  whose  universal  sway 
own  and  unknown  worlds  obey, 
ive  the  kingdom  to  Thy  Son — 
I  His  power,  exalt  His  throne  I 

eptre  well  becomes  His  hands — 
ivcn  submits  to  his  commands ; 
jtice  shall  avenge  the  poor, 
ride  and  rage  prevail  no  more. 

)ower  he  vindicates  the  just, 
reads  the  oppressor  in  the  dust ; 
^rship  and  His  fear  shall  last 
)urs  and  years,  and  time,  be  past 

n  on  meadows  newly  mown, 
dl  he  send  His  influence  down ; 
ace  on  fainting  souls  distils, 
leavenly  dew  on  thirsty  hills. 

eathen  lands  that  lie  beneath 
ladcs  of  overspreading  death, 
e  at  His  first  dawning  light, 
leserts  blossom  at  the  sight. 

aints  shall  flourish  in  His  days, 
ed  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praise; 
>,  like  a  river,  from  his  throne, 
flow  to  nations  yet  unknown. 
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who  art  enthroned  above- 
by  whom  we  Uve  and  move  I 
ow  sweet,  how  excellent, 
with  tongue  and  hearths  consent, 
kfal  hearts,  and  joyful  tongues, 
mown  Thy  name  in  songs— 
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When  the  morning  paints  the  skies. 
When  the  sparkling  stars  arise, 
Thy  high  favors  to  rehearse, 
Thy  firm  fieiith  in  grateful  verse  I 

Take  the  lute  and  >iolin ; 
Let  the  solemn  harp  begin — 
Instruments  strung  with  ten  strings — 
While  the  ulver  cymbal  rings. 

From  Thy  works  my  joy  proceeds; 
How  I  triumph  in  Thy  deeds  1 
Who  Thy  wonders  can  express? 
All  Thy  thoughts  are  fathomless — 
Hid  from  men,  in  knowledge  blind — 
Hid  from  fools  to  vice  inclined. 
Who  that  tyrant  sin  obey, 
Though  they  spring  like  flowers  in  May, 
Parched  with  heat^  and  nipped  with  frosty 
Soon  shall  fade,  forever  lost. 

Lord,  Thou  art  most  great,  most  high- 
Such  from  all  eternity. 
Perish  shall  Tliy  enemies — 
Rebels  that  against  Thee  rise. 
All  who  in  their  sins  delight 
Shall  be  scattered  by  Tliy  might; 
But  Thou  shalt  exalt  my  horn. 
Like  a  youthful  unicorn ; 
Fresh  and  fragrant  odors  shed 
On  Thy  crowned  prophet's  head. 

I  shall  see  my  foe's  defeat, 

Shortly  hear  of  their  retreat; 

But  the  just,  like  palms,  shall  flourish 

Which  the  plains  of  Judah  nourish^ 

Dke  tall  cedars  mounted  on 

Cloud-ascending  Lebanon. 

Plants  set  in  Thy  court,  below 

Spread  their  roots  and  upwards  grow ; 

Fruit  in  their  old  age  shall  bring— 

Ever  fat  and  flourishing. 

This  God's  justice  celebrates — 

He,  my  rock,  iigustice  hates. 

Gbowii  BAvcm 
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Wrm  one  consent  let  all  the  earth 

To  God  thwr  dieerfU  voices  raise- 
Glad  homage  pay  with  awfol  mvctXi.^ 
And  i&ng\>^to«'!B^mi  vn^s^  ^^ 


ji,i.>  mercy  IS  itirC'Vt-r  sure; 
His  truth,  wliicli  all  times  firmly  stood. 
To  endless  agcn  sNulI  t-n-liirc. ' 


Fwwi  all  t!i;it  dwdl  l..I..iv  tl:o  ^ki. 
I*tt!K-Cr.vH-,r-»i,rL,N..;irwt-; 

Let  tllC-  Ilt-IOMIH-P'.,  llulNu  ;,u  iim^. 

Throu-!j  every  lunJ,  !,_v  evtry  t.^; 

Ettrnai  lire  Tiiy  mercios,  Lord— 
Etuniiil  truth  attoiipls  Tljv  unnl; 
Tliy  i»raJ*o  sliull  fwwl  (nm,  -li.jrl  i 
Till  8iins  sliiijl  rise  niiil  r^ec  mm  iNurc 
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Thoa  heaven  of  heavens,  His  vast  abode, 
Te  clouds,  proclaim  joar  forming  Grod ! 

Wlio  called  yon  worlds  from  night ; 
**  Ye  shades,  dispel  1 " — the  Eternal  said. 
At  once  the  involving  darkness  fled, 
And  nature  sprung  to  light 

Whatever  a  blooming  world  contains 
Tliat  wings  the  air,  that  skims  the  plains, 

United  praise  bestow ; 
Ye  dragons,  sound  I£s  awful  name 
To  heaven  aloud ;  and  roar  acclaim, 

Ye  swelling  deeps  below ! 

Let  every  element  rejoice ; 

Ye  thunders,  burst  with  awful  voice 

To  Him  who  bids  you  roll ; 
His  pruse  in  softer  notes  declare, 
Kacb  whispering  breeze  of  yielding  air, 

And  breathe  it  to  the  soul  I 

To  Him,  ye  graceful  cedars,  bow ; 
Ye  towering  mountains,  bending  low. 

Your  great  Creator  own  I 
T^  when  afErighted  nature  shook, 
How  Sinai  kindled  at  His  look, 

And  trembled  at  His  frown. 

Ye  flocks  that  haunt  the  humble  vale, 
Ye  insects  fluttering  on  the  gale, 

In  mutual  concourse  rise ; 
Drop  the  gay  resets  vermeil  bloom, 
And  waft  its  spoils,  a  sweet  perfume. 

In  incense  to  the  skies ! 

Wgke,  all  ye  mountaiu  tribes,  and  sing — 
Ye  plumy  warblers  of  the  spring. 

Harmonious  anthems  raise 
To  Him  who  shaped  your  finer  mould. 
Who  tipped  your  glittering  wings  with 
gold, 

And  tuned  your  voice  to  praise  I 

Let  man — ^by  nobler  passions  swayed — 
The  feeling  heart,  the  judging  head, 

In  heavenly  praise  employ ; 
Spread  His  tremendous  name  around, 
Tin  heaven's  broad  arch  rings  back  the 
■oond, 

Hie  geoeral  hant  ofjoj. 


Ye,  whom  the  charms  of  grandeur  please. 
Nursed  on  the  downy  lap  of  ease. 

Fall  prostrate  at  His  tlirone ; 
Ye  princes,  rulers,  all,  adore — 
Praise  Him,  ye  kings,   wlio  make  yf-ur 
power 

An  image  of  Ilis  own  I 

Ye  fair,  by  nature  formed  to  movtJ, 
Oh  praise  the  eternal  source  of  love, 

With  youth's  enlivening  lire ; 
Let  age  take  up  the  tuneful  lay. 
Sigh  Ilia  blessed  name — then  soar  away, 

And  ask  an  angel's  lyre ! 

Jonx  OoiLvift 
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You  who  dwell  al)Ove  tlie  skies, 

Free  from  human  miseries — 

You  whom  highest  heaven  embowers, 

Praise  the  Lord  with  all  your  powers  I 

Angels,  your  clear  voices  raise — 

Him  your  heavenly  armies  praise; 

Sun  and  moon,  with  borrowed  light; 

All  you  sparkling  eyes  of  night ; 

Waters  hanging  in  the  air ; 

Heaven  of  heavens — His  praise  deoiare. 

His  deserved  praise  record, 

He  who  made  you  by  His  word — 

Made  you  evermore  to  last, 

Set  you  bounds  not  to  be  passed  I 

Let  the  earth  His  praise  rewound ; 

Monstrous  whales,  and  seas  profound ; 

Vapors,  lightnings,  hail,  an<l  snow; 

Storms  which,  when  He  bids  them,  blow; 

Flowery  hills  and  mountains  high ; 

Cedars,  neighbors  to  tlie  sky ; 

Trees  that  fruit  in  season  yield ; 

All  the  cattle  of  the  field  ; 

Savage  beast«»,  all  creeping  things ; 

All  that  cut  the  air  with  wings; 

You  who  awful  sceptres  sway. 

You  inured  to  obey — 

Princes,  judges  of  the  earth. 

All  of  high  and  humble  hirth; 

Youths  and  virgins  flourishing 

In  the  beauty  of  your  spring; 

You  who  bow  with  age's  wei^V 

You  w\xo  ^<ii^\i>aX\>otTi  ^I'SjI^v 
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Praise  Hid  name  with  one  consent. 
Oh,  how  great  I  how  excellent  1 
Than  the  earth  profounder  far, 
Higher  than  the  highest  star, 
He  will  ns  to  honor  raise ; 
Yon,  His  saints,  resound  Hb  praise— 
You  who  are  of  Jacob's  race, 
And  united  to  His  grace  I 

GBQI0S  Bahdib. 


HYMN. 


Whkn  all  Thy  mercies,  0  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view,  I  'm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

0  how  shall  words  with  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare, 
That  glows  within  my  ravished  heart  ? — 

But  Thou  canst  read  it  there  1 


Thy  providence  my  life  sustained. 

And  all  my  wants  redrest, 
When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay. 

And  hung  upon  the  breast. 

To  all  my  weak  complaiuts  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  Lad  learnt 

To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 

Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 

From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

TVith  heedless  steps  I  ran. 
Thine  arm  unseen  conveyed  me  safe, 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  deaths. 

It  gently  cleared  my  way, 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice, 

More  to  be  feared  than  they. 


When  worn  with  dokness  oft  hast ' 
With  health  renewed  mj  face, 

And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sank 
Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  I 
Has  made  my  cup  mn  o'er, 

And  in  a  kind  and  &ithfiil  friend 
ELas  doubled  all  my  store. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  preoioos  gift 
My  daily  thanks  employ. 

Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 
That  tastes  those  gifts  ¥nth  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  nay  life 
Thy  goodness  1 11  pursue, 

And  after  death  in  distant  worldb 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fSails,  and  day  and  jQgli 
Divide  Thy  works  no  mora, 

My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 
Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 
A  joyful  song  I  '11  raise ; 

For  oh  1  eternity  's  too  short 
To  utter  all  Thy  praise. 

JOOPB  AO 


HYMN, 


How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lonl 
How  sure  is  their  defence  I 

Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 
Their  help  omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  Tliy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  passed  ua 

And  breathed  in  tainted  air. 

Tliy  mercy  sweetened  every  soil, 
Made  every  region  please; 

The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warmed. 
And  smoothed  the  Tyrrhene  seas. 
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Tliink,  O  my  soul,  devoutly  tliink, 

How  with  afirighted  eyes 
Thou  saw'st  the  wide-extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rise  f 

Cunfosion  dwelt  in  every  face, 

And  fear  in  every  heart, 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gulfe  in  gulfs, 

Overcame  the  pilot^s  art 

Fet  then  from  all  my  griefs,  0  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free ; 
Whilst  in  the  confidence  of  prayer 

My  soul  took  hold  on  Thee. 

For  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung, 

High  on  the  hroken  wave ; 
[  knew  Thou  wert  not  slow  to  hear, 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 

Hie  storm  was  laid,  the  winds  retired, 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ; 
The  sea,  that  roared  at  Thy  command, 

At  Thy  command  was  still. 

In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths, 

Thy  goodness  I  '11  adoro— 
And  praise  Thee  for  Thy  mercies  past, 

And  hnmbly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  Thou  preserv'st  my  life, 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  be ; 
And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom. 

Shall  join  my  soul  to  Thee. 

JOSSPB  ADDDOX. 


THE  CREATOR  AND  CREATURES. 

God  is  a  name  my  soul  adores — 
The  almighty  Three,  the  eternal  One  1 

STatore  and  grace,  with  all  their  powers, 
Ck)nfes8  the  infinite  Unknown. 

From  Thy  great  self  Thy  being  springs— 

Thou  art  Thy  own  original. 
Hade  np  of  uncreated  things ; 

And  telf-flulficience  bears  them  a]L 


Thy  voice  produced  the  sens  and  spheres, 
Bid  the  waves  roar,  and  planets  shine ; 

But  nothing  like  Thyself  appears 
Through  all  these  spacious  works  of  Thine. 

Still  restless  nature  dies  and  grows — 
From  change  to  change  the  creatures  mn 

Thy  being  no  succession  knows, 
And  all  Thy  vast  designs  are  one. 

A  glance  of  Thine  runs  throngh  the  globes, 
Rules  the  bright  worlds,  and  moves  theii 
frame; 

Broad  sheets  of  light  compose  Thy  robes; 
Tliy  guards  are  formed  of  living  flame. 

Thrones  and  dominions  round  Thee  fall, 
And  worship  in  submissive  forms : 

Thy  presence  shakes  this  lower  ball, 
This  little  dwelling-place  of  worms. 

IIow  shall  affrighted  mortals  dare 

To  sing  TJiy  glory  or  Thy  grace- 
Beneath  Thy  feet  we  lie  so  far, 
And  see  but  shadows  of  Thy  face? 

Who  can  behold  the  blazing  light — 
Who  can  approach  consuming  flame  ? 

None  but  Thy  wisdom  knows  Tliy  might— 
None  but  Thy  word  can  speak  Thy  name. 
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God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea. 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill. 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 

And  works  His  sovereign  wiU. 

Ye  fearful  sfuuts,  fresh  courage  take  I 
The  clouas  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  \AeBnn\5&  on  ^o^\ai^ 
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Judge  Dot  tbe  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
Bat  trust  Him  for  His  grace : 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 

Unfolding  every  hour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  His  work  in  vain : 

God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 

William  Cowm. 


SEARCH  AFTER  GOD. 

I  souGirr  Thee  round  about,  O  Thou  my  God  1 

In  thine  abode. 
[  said  unto  the  earth :  ^^  Speak  I  art  thou  he?  '^ 

She  answered  me : 
"  I  am  not," — I  enquired  of  creatures  all, 

In  general, 
Ck>ntained  therein — they  with  one  voice  pro- 
claim 
That  none  amongst  them  challenged  such  a 
name. 

I  asked  the  seas  and  all  tbe  deeps  below, 

My  God  to  know ; 
I  asked  the  reptiles,  and  whatever  is 

In  the  abyss — 
Even  from  the  shrimp  to  tbe  leviathan 

Enquiry  ran ; 
But  in  those  deserts  which  no  line  can  sound. 
The  God  I  sought  for  was  not  to  be  found. 

I  asked  the  air,  if  that  were  he ;  but 

It  told  me  no. 
I  from  the  towering  eagle  to  the  vrron 

Demanded  then 
If  any   feathered  fowl  'mongst  them  were 
such  ; 

But  they  all,  much 
OjQTended  with  my  question,  in  full  choir 
Answered :  "  To  find  thy  God  thou  must  look 
higher." 


I  asked  the  heavens,  son,  moon^  and 
but  they 

Said:  "We  obey 
The  God  thou  seekest."    I  asked,  wl 
or  ear 

Could  see  or  hear — 
What  in  the  world  I  might  descry  or  1 

Above,  below ; 
— With  an  unanimous  voice,  all  these 

said: 
"We  are  not  God,  but  we  by  Hfti 
made." 

I  asked  the  world^s  great  universal  maf 

If  that  God  was ; 
Which  with  a  mighty  and  strong  voi 
plied, 

As  stupefied : 
"  I  am  not  He,  0  man  I  for  know  that 

By  Him  on  high 
Was  fashioned  first  of  nothing;  thus  m 
And  swayed  by  Him,  by  whom  I  was  ere 

I  sought  the  court ;  but  smooth*tongiM 
tery  there 

Deceived  each  ear ; 
In  the  thronged  city  there  was  selliD^ 

ing, 

Swearing  and  lying ; 
V  the  country,  craft  in  Stmpleness  arra 

And  then  I  tjaid : 
"  Vain  is  my  search,  although  my  pa 

great — 
Where  my  God  is  there  can  be  no  dec* 

A  scrutiny  within  myself  I,  then, 
Even  thus,  began : 

"  O  man,  what  art  thou  ? " — What  mon 
I  say 

Than  dust  and  clay — 

Frail,  mortal,  fading,  a  mere  puff,  a  bk 
That  cannot  last — 

Enthroned  to-day,  to-morrow  in  an  ur 

Formed  from  that  earth  to  which  I  m 

tlUTl? 

I  asked  myself,  what  this  great  God 
be 

That  fashioned  me; 
I  answered :  The  all-potent,  soiely  imnr 

Surpassing  sense — 
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able,  inscrutable,  eternal, 

Lord  over  all ; 
terrible,  strong,  just,  and  trne, 
li  no  end,  and  no  beginning  knew. 

i  well  of  lite,  for  He  dotli  give 

To  all  that  live 
ath  and  being.    lie  is  the  creator 

Both  of  the  water, 
r,  and  fire.    Of  all  things  that  sub- 
$t 

He  hath  the  list — 
3  heavenly  host,  or  what  earth  claims, 
)  the  scroll,  and  caUs  them  by  their 
imes. 

,  my  God,  by  Thine  illumining  grace. 

Thy  glorious  face 
)rth  as  it  may  discovered  be) 

Methinks  I  see; 
igh  invisible  and  infinite. 

To  human  sight 
Thy  mercy,  justice,  truth,  appear- 
t— 

1  to  our  weak  sense  Thou  comest 
are»t. 

us  apt  to  seek,  and  quick  to  find, 

Thou  God,  most  kind  I 
ovo,  hope,  and  faith  in  Thee  to  trust, 

Thou  God,  most  just! 
our  offences,  wo  entreat — 

Most  good,  most  great! 
lat  our  willing,  though  unworthy 
est 

)ugh  Thy  grace,  admit  us  'mongst 
e  blest. 

TnoxAS  IIetwood. 


WAI^KIXG  WITU  GOD. 

tor  ft  closer  walk  with  God, 
calm  and  heavenly  frame, 
^ht  to  shine  upon  the  road 
lat  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

re  is  tlie  blessedness  I  knew 
hen  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 
re  is  the  sonl-refreahing  view 
Jesus  and  His  word  9 


What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed— 
How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 

But  thoy  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return  I 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest : 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 

And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast 

The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 

A  ttd  worship  only  Thee. 

WiLUAX  Cowri:& 


ON  ANOTHER'S  SORROW. 

Can  I  see  another's  woe. 
And  n3t  be  in  sorrow  too  ? 
Can  I  see  another's  grief, 
And  not  seek  for  kind  relief? 

Can  I  see  a  falling  tear, 
And  not  feel  my  sorrow's  share? 
Can  a  father  see  his  child 
Weep,  nor  bo  with  sorrow  filled  ? 

Can  a  mother  sit  and  hear 
An  infant  groan,  an  infant  fear? 
No  I  no !  never  can  it  be — 
Never,  never  can  it  be ! 

And  can  He  who  smiles  on  all. 
Hear  the  wren  with  sorrows  small, 
Hear  the  small  bird's  grief  and  care- 
Hear  the  woes  that  infants  bear, — 

And  not  sit  beside  the  nest. 
Pouring  pity  in  their  breast  ? 
And  not  sit  the  cradle  near, 
Weeping  tear  on  infant's  tear  ? 

And  not  sit  botli  night  and  dny, 
Wiping  all  our  tears  away  ? 
Oh,  nol  ncvoi'can  it  be- 
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He  doth  give  His  joj  to  all ; 
He  becomes  an  infant  small^ 
He  becomes  a  man  of  woe, 
He  doth  feel  the  sorrow  too. 

Think  not  thou  canst  sigh  a  sigh, 
And  thy  maker  is  not  nigh ; 
Think  not  thon  canst  weep  a  tear, 
And  thy  maker  is  not  near. 

Oh !  He  gives  to  ns  His  joy, 
That  oar  griefs  He  may  destroy. 
Till  our  grief  is  fled  and  gone 
He  doth  sit  by  us  and  moon. 

William  Blael 


UOW  GRACIOUS  AND  HOW  WISE." 

How  gracious  and  how  wise 

Is  oar  chastising  God  I 
And  oh  I  how  rich  the  blessings  are 

Which  blossom  from  His  rod  I 

He  lifts  it  up  on  high 

With  pity  in  His  heart, 
That  every  stroke  His  children  feel 

May  grace  and  peace  impart. 

Instracted  thus,  they  bow, 
And  own  His  sovereign  sway — 

They  turn  their  erring  footsteps  back 
To  His  forsaken  way. 

His  covenant  love  they  seek, 

And  seek  the  happy  bands 
That  closer  still  engage  their  hearts 

To  honor  His  commands. 

Dear  Father,  wo  consent 

To  discipline  divine ; 
And  uless  tne  pains  that  make  our  souls 

Still  more  completely  Thine. 


GOD  IS  LOVE. 

AU I  foel,  and  hew,  and  aoe^ 
God  of  love,  is  Aill  of  ThM. 

E^BTH,  with  her  ten  thousand  fl< 
Air,  with  all  its  beams  and  show 
Ocean's  infinite  expanse ; 
Heaven's  resplendent  countenanf 
All  around,  and  all  above, 
Hath  this  record :  God  is  love. 

Sounds  among  the  vales  and  hilis 
In  the  woods,  and  by  the  rills, 
Of  the  breeze,  and  of  the  bird. 
By  the  gentle  murmur  stirred — 
All  these  songs,  beneath,  above. 
Have  one  burden :  Grod  is  love. 

All  the  hopes  and  fears  that  start 
From  the  fountain  of  the  heart : 
All  the  quiet  bliss  that  lies, 
All  our  human  sympathies — 
These  are  voices  from  above, 
Sweetly  whispering :  God  is  lov< 

Avoi 


THE  RESIGNATION. 

O  God  I  whose  thunder  shakes  the 
Whose  eye  this  atom-globe  survc 

To  Thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly, — 
Thy  mercy  in  Thy  justice  praise. 

The  mystic  mazes  of  Thy  will, 
The  shadows  of  celestial  night. 

Are  past  tlie  power  of  human  skill ; 
But  what  the  Eternal  acts  is  righ 

O  teach  me,  in  the  trying  hour — 
When  anguish  swells  the  dewy  t^ 

To  still  my  sorrows,  own  Thy  pow< 
Thy  goodness  love,  Thy  justice  fi 

K  in  this  bosom  aught  but  Thee, 
Encroaching,  sought  a  boundless 

Omniscience  could  the  danger  see, 
And  mercy  look  the  cause  awaj. 


CHORUS 
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why,  my  8C«1,  dost  thou  complain — 
ly  drooping  seek  the  dark  recess  < 
e  off  the  melancholy  chain ; 
r  God  created  all  to  hless. 

ih !  my  hreast  is  human  still ; 
e  rising  sigh,  the  falling  tear, 
ingnid  vitals'  fcehle  rill, 
e  sickness  of  my  soul  declare. 

ret,  with  fortitude  resigned, 
I  thank  the  inflictor  of  the  hlow — 
id  the  sigh,  compose  my  mind, 
r  let  the  gush  of  misery  flow. 

gloomy  mantle  of  the  night, 

lich  on  my  sinking  spirit  steals, 

vanish  at  the  morning  light, 

lich  Gk)d,  my  east,  my  sun,  reveals. 

Thoxis  Chatrbton. 


CHORUS. 

of  kmgs  I  and  Lord  of  lords ! 
OS  we  move,  our  sad  steps  timing 
oar  cymbals'  feeblest  chiming, 
"e  Thy  house  its  rest  accords. 
)d  and  wounded  birds  are  we, 
igh  the  dark  air  fled  to  Thee— 
e  shadow  of  Thy  wings, 
of  lords  I  and  king  of  kings  I 

Id,  O  Lord !  the  heathen  tread 
e  branches  of  Thy  fruitful  vine, 
its  luxurious  tendrils  spread 
\r  all  the  hills  of  Palestine. 
Qow  the  wild  boar  comes  to  waste 
us — ^the  greenest  boughs  and  last, 
drinking  of  Thy  choicest  dew, 
ion's  hill  in  beauty  grew. 

by  the  marvels  of  Tliine  hand, 
wilt  save  Thy  chosen  land  I 
1  Thine  ancient  mercies  shown, 
1  our  fathers'  foes  o'erthrown ; 
le  Egyptian's  car-borne  host, 
Bred  on  the  Red  Sea  coast — 
lat  wide  and  bloodless  slaughter 
meath  the  drowning  water. 

08,  in  utter  helplessness, 
eir  last  and  worst  distrea^^ 


On  the  sand  and  sea-weed  lying — 
Israel  poured  her  doleful  sighinp  • 
While  before  the  deep  sea  flowed. 
And  behind  fierce  Egyi)t  rode — 
To  their  fathers'  God  they  prayed, 
To  the  Lord  of  hosts  for  aid. 

On  the  margin  of  the  flood 

With  lifted  rod  the  prophet  stood ; 

And  the  summoned  east  wind  blew. 

And  aside  it  sternly  threw 

The  gathered  waves  that  took  their  stand. 

Like  crystal  rocks,  on  either  hand. 

Or  walls  of  sea-green  marble  piled 

Round  some  irregular  city  wild. 

Then  the  light  of  morning  lay 
On  the  wonder-paved  way. 
Where  the  treasures  of  the  deep 
In  their  caves  of  coral  sleep. 
The  profound  abysses,  where 
Was  never  sound  from  upper  air. 
Rang  with  Israel's  chanted  words : 
King  of  kings !  and  Lord  of  lords  I 

Then  with  bow  and  banner  glancing. 

On  exulting  Egypt  came ; 
With  her  chosen  horsemen  prancing, 

And  her  cars  on  wheels  of  flame, 
In  a  rich  and  boastful  ring, 
All  around  her  furious  king. 

But  the  Lord  from  out  Ills  cloud, 
The  Lord  looked  down  upon  the  proud ; 
And  the  host  drave  heavily 
Down  the  deep  bosom  of  the  sea. 

With  a  quick  and  sudden  swell 
Prone  the  liquid  ramparts  fell ; 
Over  horse,  and  over  car, 
Over  every  man  of  war. 
Over  Pharaoh's  crown  of  gold, 
The  loud  thundering  billows  rolled. 
As  the  level  waters  spread, 
Down  they  sank — they  sank  like  lead- 
Down  sank  without  a  cry  or  groan. 
And  the  morning  sun,  that  shone 
On  myriads  of  bright-armed  men, 
Its  meridian  radiance  then 
Cast  on  a  wide  sea,  heaving,  as  of  yore, 
Against  a  silent,  solitary  shore* 
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THE  UNIVERSAL  PRAYER. 

DEO   OPT.   MAX. 

Fatiieb  of  all  I  in  every  age, 

In  every  clime  adored — 
Bj  saint,  by  savage,  and  by  sage— 

Jehovab,  Jove,  or  Lord  I 

Thoa  great  first  cause,  least  understood, 

Who  all  my  sense  confined 
To  know  but  this :  that  Thou  art  good, 

And  that  myself  am  blind ; 

Tet  gave  me,  in  this  dark  estate, 

To  see  the  good  from  ill ; 
And,  binding  nature  fast  in  fate. 

Left  free  the  human  will. 

What  conscience  dictates  to  be  done. 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
This  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  shun, 

That  more  than  heaven  pursue. 

What  blessings  Thy  free  bounty  ^ves 

Let  me  not  cast  away — 
For  God  is  paid  wlien  man  receives : 

To  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet  not  to  earth's  contracted  span 

Thy  goodness  let  me  bound. 
Or  tliink  Thee  Lord  alone  of  man, 

When  thousand  worlds  are  round. 

J^»;t  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand 
Presume  Thy  bolts  to  throw, 

^Vnd  deal  damnation  round  the  land 
On  each  I  judge  Thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right,  Thy  gi-ace  impart 

Still  in  the  right  to  stay  ; 
If  I  am  wrong,  oh  teach  my  heart 

To  find  that  better  way. 

Save  me  alike  from  foolish  pride 

Or  impious  discontent. 
At  aught  Thy  wisdom  haw  denied. 

Or  aught  Tliy  goodness  lent. 


Teaoh  me  to  feel  another's  woci, 

To  hide  the  fault  I  see- 
That  mercy  I  to  others  show, 
That  mercy  show  to  me. 

Mean  though  I  am,  not  wholly  so, 
Since  quickened  by  Thy  breath ; 

Oh  lead  me,  wheresoe'er  I  go. 
Through  this  day's  life  or  death 

This  day  be  bread  and  peace  mj  1 
All  else  beneath  the  son 

Thou  know'st  if  best  bestowed  or  i 
And  let  Thy  will  be  done. 

To  Thee,  whose  temple  is  all  space 
Whose  altar,  earth,  sea,  skies — 

One  chorus  let  all  being  raise ! 
All  nature's  incense  rise ! 


DIVINE  EJACULATION. 

I. 

Gekat  God  I  whose  sceptre  rules  the  et 
Distil  Thy  fear  into  my  heart, 
That,  being  rapt  with  holy  mirth, 
I  may  proclaim  how  good  Thou  art ; 
Open  my  lips,  that  I  may  sing 
!  Full  praises  to  my  God,  my  king. 

u. 

Great  God  1  Thy  garden  is  defaced. 
The  weeds  tlirive  there,  Tliy  flowers  de 
Oh  call  to  mind  Thy  promise  past — 
Restore  Thou  them,  cut  these  away ; 
Till  then  let  not  the  weeds  have  powei 
To  starve  or  stint  the  poorest  flower. 

III. 

In  all  extremes,  Lord,  Thou  art  still 
The  mount  whereto  my  hopes  do  flee : 
Oh  make  my  soul  detest  all  ill. 
Because  so  much  abhorred  by  Thee ; 
Lord,  let  Thy  gracious  trials  show 
1  That  I  am  just — or  make  me  sa 


THOU,    GOD,    SEEST   ME. 
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oantain,  desert,  beast,  and  tree, 
i  that  heavenly  voice  of  Thine, 
ill  that  voice  not  startle  me, 
'  this  stone,  this  heart  of  mine  ? 
-d,  till  Thou  new-bore  mine  ear, 
oe  is  lost,  I  cannot  hear. 


V. 

n  of  light  and  living  breath, 
mercies  never  fail  nor  fade, 
with  life  that  hath  no  death, 
with  light  that  hath  no  shade ; 
t  the  remnant  of  mj  days 
Thy  power  and  sing  Thy  praise. 

VT. 

od  of  gods !  before  whose  throne 
torms  and  fire,  oh  what  shall  we 
to  heaven,  that  is  our  own, 
11  the  world  belongs  to  Thee  ? 
e  no  offerings  to  impart, 
ises,  and  a  wounded  heart. 

VII. 

that  sitt^st  in  heaven  and  sce^st 
ds  without,  my  thoughts  within, 
u  my  prince,  be  Thou  my  priest — 
nd  my  soul,  and  cure  ray  sin ; 
tter  my  afflictions  be 
lot,  so  I  rise  to  Thee. 

VIII. 

possess,  or  what  I  crave, 
no  content,  great  God,  to  inc, 
I  would,  or  what  I  have, 
possessed  and  blest  in  Thee : 
enjoy,  oh  make  it  mine, 
ing  me — that  have  it — Thine. 

• 

IX. 

winter  fortunes  cloud  the  brows 

ner  friends — when  eyes  grow  strange— 

flighted  faith  forgets  its  vows, 

arth  and  all  things  in  it  change — 

,  Thy  mercies  fail  me  never ; 

once  Tboa  lov^at,  Thou  lov^Bt  for  ever. 


Great  God  I  whose  kingdom  hath  no  end. 
Into  whose  secrets  none  can  dive, 
Whose  mercy  none  can  apprehend. 
Whose  justice  none  can  feel — and  live, 
What  my  dull  heart  cannot  aspire 
To  know,  Lord,  teach  me  to  admire. 

Jomr  QiTAmLU. 


"THOU,  GOD,  SEEST  MK" 

0  God,  unseen  but  not  unknown, 
Thine  eye  is  ever  fixed  on  me ; 

1  dwell  beneath  Thy  secret  throne, 
Encompassed  by  Thy  deity. 

Throughout  this  universe  of  space 

To  nothing  am  I  long  allied ; 
For  flight  of  time,  and  change  of  place. 

My  strongest,  dearest  bonds  divide. 

Parents  I  had,  but  where  are  they  ? 

Friends  whom  I  knew  I  know  no  mort* ; 
Companions,  once  that  cheered  my  way, 

Have  dropped  behind  or  gone  before. 

Now  I  am  one  amidst  a  crowd 
Of  life  and  action  hurrying  round  ; 

Now  left  alone — for,  like  a  cloud, 
They  came,  they  went,  and  are  not  found. 

Even  from  myself  sometimes  I  part — 
Unconscious  sleep  is  nightly  death — 

Yet  surely  by  my  couch  Thou  art, 
To  prompt  my  pulse,  inspire  my  breath. 

Of  all  that  I  have  done  and  said 

IIow  little  can  I  now  recall  I 
Forgotten  things  to  me  are  dead ; 

With  Thee  they  live, — Thou  know'st  thetc 
all. 

Thou  hast  been  with  me  from  the  womb. 

Witness  to  every  conflict  here ; 
Nor  wilt  Thou  leave  me  at  the  tomb — 

Before  Tliy  bar  I  must  appear. 

The  moment  comes, — the  only  one 

Of  all  my  time  to  be  foretold ; 
Yet  when,  and  how^  and  vrhere^  c«jv  wv\v.vvv 

Among  t\\ft  T«LCfe  Oi  TMJli  >Md<\^\ — 
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The  moment  comes  when  strength  shall  fail. 
When  —  health,  and   hope,  and   courage 
flown — 

1  must  go  down  into  the  vale 
And  shade  of  death  with  Thee  alone. 

Alone  with  Thee  I — ^in  that  dread  strife 
Uphold  me  through  mine  agony; 

And  gently  be  this  dying  life 
Exchanged  for  immortality. 

Then,  when  the  unbodied  spirit  lands 
Where  flesh  and  blood  have  never  trod. 

And  in  the  unveiled  presence  stands, 
Of  Thee,  ray  Saviour  and  my  Qod — 

Be  mine  eternal  portion  this — 
Since  Thou  wert  always  here  with  me : 

That  I  may  view  Thy  face  in  bliss, 
And  be  for  evermore  with  Thee. 

Javxb  Moxtoomxet. 


DELIGHT  IX  GOD  ONLY. 

I  LOVE,  and  have  some  cause  to  love,  the 
earth — 
She  is  my  maker's  creature,  therefore  good. 
She  is  my  mother,  for  she  gave  me  birth ; 
She  is  my  tender    nurse,    she   gives  me 

food: 
But  what's  a  creature.  Lord,   compared 

with  Thee  ? 
Or  what's  my  mother  or  my  nurse  to  me? 

I  love  the  air — ^her  dainty  sweets  refresh 

My  drooping  soul,  and  to  new  sweets  in- 
vite me ; 
Her  shrill-mouthed  choir   sustain    me  with 
their  flesh. 

And  with  their  polyphonian  notes  delight 
me : 

But  what 's  the  air,  or  all  the  sweets  that 
she 

Can  bless  my  potiI  withal,  compared  to 
Thee? 


I  love  the  sea — she  is  my  fellow-cr 

My  careful  purveyor;    she  pn 

store; 

She  waUs  me  round;  she  makes 

greater; 

She  wafts  my  treasure  from  a  fore 

But,  Lord  of  oceans,  whea  comp 

Thee, 
What  is  the  ocean  or  her  wealth 

To  heaven's  high  city  I  direct  my  j< 

Whose  spangled  suburbs  enten 

eye — 

Mine  eye,  by  contemplation's  great 

Transcends  the  crystal  pavemei 

sky: 
But  what  is  heaven,  great  God, 

to  Thee? 
Without  Thy  presence,  heaven 's  i 
to  me. 

Without  Thy  presence,  earth  gives 

tion; 
Without  Thy  presence,  sea  affords 

ure; 
Without  Thy  presence,  air 's  a  rank  i 
Without  Thy  presence,  heaven 's 

pleasure : 
If  not  possessed,  if  not  enjoyed  in 
What 's  earth,  or  sea,  or  air,  or  1 

me? 

The  highest  honors  that  the  world  c 

Are  subjects  far  too  low  for  my  d< 

The  brightest  beams  of  glory  are,  at 

But  dying  sparkles  of  Thy  living  i 

The  loudest  flames  that  earth  ca 

be 
But  nightly  glow-worms  if  com] 
Thee. 

Without  Thy  presence,  wealth   is 
cares; 
Wisdom  but  folly ;  joy,  disquiet^ 
Friendship  is  treason,  and  delights  arc 
Pleasures  but  pain,  and  mirth  but 

madness — 
Without  Thee,  Lord,  things  be  n 

they  be, 
Nor  have  their  beings  when  compa 
Thee. 
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g  all  things,  and  not  Thee,  what 

have  I? 

Etving  Thee,  what  have  mj  labors 

got? 

ly  oy  but  Thee,  what  farther  crave  I  ? 

iving  Thee  alone,  what  have  I  not  ? 

nor  sea,  nor  land,  nor  would  I  be 

ted  of  heaven,  heaven  nnpossessed 

of  Thee  I 


^ST  TIME  PASSING,  TDIE  TO 
COME. 

rhon  hast  been  Thy  people's  rest, 
»ugh  all  their  generations — 
efuge  when  by  troubles  pressed, 
r  hope  in  tribulations : 
3re  the  mountains  sprang  to  birth, 
r  Thou  hadst  formed  the  earth, 
Sod  from  everlasting. 

3  is  like  the  transient  breatli, 
tells  a  mournful  story — 
tr  Lite  stopped  short  by  death — 
where  is  all  our  glory  ? 
fB  are  threescore  years  and  ten, 
the  span  be  lengthened  then, 
*  strength  is  toil  and  sorrow. 

on  hast  set  before  Thine  eyes 
or  misdeeds  and  errors ; 
iret  sins  from  darkness  rise 
bine  awakening  terrors : 
lall  abide  the  trying  hour  f 
lows  the  thunder  of  Tliy  power? 
ee  unto  Thy  mercy. 

iach  us  so  to  mark  our  days 
we  may  prize  them  duly ; 
e  our  feet  in  wisdom's  ways 
we  may  love  Thee  truly  ; 
0  Ix)rd  I  our  griefs  behold, 
th  Thy  goodness,  as  of  old, 
itisfy  ns  early  1 


"THOU  GOD  UNSEARCHABLE." 

Thou  God  unsearchable,  unknown. 
Who  still  conoeal'st  Thyself  from  me, 

Hear  an  apostate  spirit  groan — 
Broke  off  and  banished  far  from  Thee: 

But  conscious  of  my  fall  I  mourn, 

And  fain  I  would  to  Thee  return. 

Send  forth  one  ray  of  heavenly  light. 
Of  gospel  hope,  of  humble  fear, 

To  guide  me  through  the  gulf  of  night  — 
My  poor  desponding  soul  to  cheer. 

Till  Thou  my  unbelief  remove, 

And  show  me  all  Thy  glorious  love. 

A  hidden  God  indeed  Thou  art — 
Thy  absence  I  this  moment  feel; 

Yet  must  I  own  it  from  my  heart — 
Concealed,  Thou  art  a  Saviour  stiU ; 

And  though  Thy  face  I  cannot  see, 

I  know  Thine  eye  is  fixed  on  me. 

My  Saviour  Thou,  not  yet  revealed ; 

Yet  will  I  Thee  my  Saviour  call. 
Adore  Thy  hand — from  sin  withheld — 

Thy  hand  shall  save  me  from  my  fall : 
Now  Lord,  throughout  my  darkness  shine 
And  show  Thyself  for  ever  mine. 

Okaklb  W*blsv. 

—  ^   .- 

GOD'S  GREATNESS. 

O  OOD,  Thou  bottomless  abyss  I 

Thee  to  perfection  who  can  know? 
O  height  immense  I  what  words  sufSoc 

Thy  countless  attributes  to  show  ? 
Unfathomable  depths  Thou  art ! 

O  plunge  me  in  Thy  mercy's  seal 
Void  of  true  wisdom  is  my  heart — 

With  love  embrace  and  cover  me ! 
While  Thee,  all  infinite,  I  set 

By  faith  before  my  ravished  eye, 
My  weakness  bends  beneath  the  weight— 

O'erpowered,  I  sink,  I  faint,  I  die ! 

Eternity  Thy  fountain  was, 

Which,  like  Thee,  no  beginning  knew : 
Thou  wast  ere  time  began  his  race, 

Ere  sloweii  ^'\\}Ei  t^wn  ^^  ^^vsma^^'^via^ 
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Greatness  imspeakable  is  Thioe^ 

GreatneM  whose  vndimiiiiihed  nj, 
When    short-liTed   worlds   are   kst^    ahaD 
aUne, — 

When  eartib  and  heaven  are  fled  awaj. 
(Jnohangeable,  all-perfeot  Lord, 

EssentM  lifb  *b  nnboonded  sea  1 
What  lives  and  moves,  lives  hy  Thy  iroid ; 

It  livesi  and  moves,  and  is,  from  Thee. 

Thj  parent-hand,  Thy  forming  ddU, 

Firm  fixed  this  udversal  ohain ; 
EHse  emp^,  hairen  darkness  stiD 

Had  held  his  nnmoleeted  reign. 
Whatever  in  earth,  or  sea,  or  sky, 

Or  shons  or  meets  the  wandering  thonght, 
Escapes  or  staikes  the  searching  eye, 

B  J  Thee  was  to  perfectiQn  hron^t  t 
High  is  Thy  power  above  all  height; 

Whatever  Thy  will  decrees  is  done ; 
Thy  wisdom,  eqnal  to  Thy  might, 

Only  to  Thee,  O  God,  is  known  1 


Heaven's  glory  is  Thy  awful  tlirone, 

Yet  earth  partakes  Thy  gracioos  sway; 
Vain  man  I  thy  wisdom  foUy  own — 

Lost  is  thy  reason's  feehle  ray. 
What  our  dim  eye  conld  never  see 

is  plain  ana  naked  to  Thy  sight ; 
What  thickest  darkness  veils,  to  Thee 

Shines  dearly  as  the  morning  light 
[n  light  Thou  dwell'st,  light  that  no  shade, 

No  variation,  ever  know ; 
Heaven,  earth,  and  hell  stand  all  displayed. 

And  open  to  Thy  piercing  view. 

Thou,  true  and  only  God,  lead'st  forth 

Th'  immortal  armies  of  the  sky  ; 
Thou  laugh'st  to  scorn  the  gods  of  earth ; 

Thou  thundercst,  and  amazed  they  fly  I 
With  downcast  eye  th'  angelio  choir 

Appear  before  Thy  awful  face ; 
Trembling  they  strike  the  golden  lyre, 

And  through  heaven's  vault  resound  Thy 
praise. 
In  earth,  in  heaven,  in  all  Thou  art ; 

The  conscious  creature  feels  Thy  nod. 
Whose  forming  hand  on  every  part 

Impressed  the  image  of  its  God. 


TUbu^  Lord,  Is  wMon,  TUnealoM 

jQstiee  and  trath  holbte  TlMe  ataa 
T«t^  nearer  to  Thj  sacred  tlinMii^ 

Men7  withholda  Thj  lifted  hMd. 
Xaoh  avenbig  shows  Thy  tender  Jon 

Badh  rising  mom  Thy  plenteous  gi 
Thy  wakened  wrath  doih  tkuwlf  mar 

Thy  willing  merpy  fliea  apeeel 
To  Thy  henign,  indulgent  eare, 

FUher,  this  U^t,  this  hreath  wee 
And  an  we  have,  and  all  we  are^ 

FromTliee^  great  aooroeof  bei^g^ 

Ftoeutof  goodyTl^boanteonalisni 

Inoeasant  Uesrings  down  dialiK 
And  all  in  air,  or  sea,  or  lead, 

With  plentaoQS  food  and  gladnwift 
An  thinga  in  Thee  Hve,  move^  eni  sr 

Thy  power  inftned  doUi  flU 
Even  those  Thy  daily  fovon 

Who  thankless  ^mm  Tliy  eaij  h|P 
Thy  snn  Then  hidd'st  his  genial  qr 

Alike  on  aU  impartial  poor; 
To  all,  who  hate  or  bless  Thy  swat, 

Thou  bidd'st  descend  the  fmitftd  Ai 

Yet  while,  at  length,  who  scorned  Th; 
Shall  feel  Thee  a  consuming  fire, 

How  sweet  the  joys,  the  oro wn  bow  I 
Of  those  who  to  Thy  love  aspire ! 

All  creatures  praise  th'  eternal  name 
Ye  hosts  that  to  His  court  belong- 

Cherubic  choirs,  seraphic  flames- 
Awake  the  everlasting  song ! 

Thrice  holy  1  Thine  the  kingdom  is — 
The  power  omnipotent  is  Thine ; 

And  when  created  nature  dies, 
Thy  never-ceasing  glories  shine. 

JOACnUf  JVBTUB  BsKTBAurr.    (G 
Translation  of  Jomr  Wblxt. 


GOD. 


O  THOU  eternal  One !  whose  presence 
AH  space  doth  occupy,  all  motion  gu: 
Unchanged   through    time's    all-dei 

flight  I 
Thou  only  God— there  is  no  God  bes 
Being  above  all  beiiigsl  Mighty  One, 


GOD. 


sn 


i  can  comprehend  and  none  ex- 

1 

xistence  with  Thyself  alone — 

ill,  supporting,  ruling  o'er, — 

n  we  call  Grod,   and  know  no 

I 

le  research,  philosophy 

e  out  the  ocean-deep— may  count 

)r  the  sun's  rays — ^but,  God  I  for 

*  weight  nor  measure;  none  can 
it 
mysteries;    Beason^s  brightest 

died  by  Thy  light,  in  vain  would 

y  counsels,  infinite  and  dark ; 
t  is  lost  ere  thought  can  soar  so 

ist  moments  in  eternity. 

>rimeval  nothingness  didst  call 
then  existence — ^Lord  I  in  Thee 
i  its  foundation ;  all 
b  from  Thee— of  light,  joy,  har- 

-all  life,  all  beauty  Thine ; 

reated  all,  and  doth  create ; 

r  fiUs  all  space  with  rays  divine ; 

d  wert.  and  shalt  be !    Glorious ! 

;I 

\  life-sustaining  potentate ! 

the   unmeasured  universe  sur- 
l— 

Thee,  by   Thee   inspired   with 
hi 

^nning  with  the  end  hast  bound, 
illy  mingled  life  and  death  I 
mount  upwards  from  the  fiery 

boro,  so  worlds  spring  forth  from 

> 

ipangles  in  the  sunny  rays 

the  silver  snow,  the  pageantry 

\   bright  army  glitters   in  Thy 

I 

/• 

pches  lighted  by  Thy  hand 


They  own  Thy  power,  accomplish  Thy  com- 
mand. 

All  gay  with  life,  all  eloquent  with  bliss. 

What  shall  we  coll  them  ?  Piles  of  crystal 
light- 

A  glorious  company  of  golden  streams — 

Lamps  of  celestial  ether  burning  bright — 

Suns  lighting  systems  with  their  joyous 
beams? 

But  Thou  to  these  art  as  the  noon  to  night 

Yes  I  as  a  drop  of  water  in  the  sea, 
All  this  magnificence  in  Thee  is  lost : — 
\That  are  ten  thousand  worlds  compared  to 

Thee? 
And  what  am  I  then? — ^Heaven's  nnnmn- 

bered  host, 
Though  multiplied  by  myriads,  and  arrayed 
In  all  the  glory  of  sublimest  thought. 
Is  but  an  atom  in  the  balance,  weighed 
Against  Thy  greatness — is  a  cipher  brought 
Against  infinity !    What  am  I  then?   Naught 

Naught  1     But  the  effluence  of  Thy  light  di- 
vine, 
Pervading  worlds,  hath  reached  my  bosom 

too; 
Yes  I  in  my  spirit  doth  Thy  spirit  shine. 
As  shines  the  sun-beam  in  a  drop  of  dew. 
Naught  I  but  I  live,  and  on  hope's  pinions  fly 
Eager  towards  Thy  presence — for  in  Tliee 
I  live,  and  breathe,  and  dwell ;  aspiring  high. 
Even  to  the  throne  of  Thy  divinity. 
I  am,  O  God !  and  surely  Thou  must  be ! 

Thou  art! — directing,  guiding  all — ^Thou  art! 
Direct  my  understanding  then  to  Thee ; 
Control    my    spirit,    guide    my    wandering 

heart ; 
Though  but  an  atom  midst  immensity, 
Still  I   am   something,  fashioned  by  Thy 

hand  I 
I  hold  a  middle  rank  'twixt  heaven  and 

earth — 
On  the  last  verge  of  mortal  being  stand. 
Close  to  the  realms  where  angels  have  their 

birth, 
Just  on  the  boundaries  of  the  spirit-land  I 

The  chain  of  being  is  complete  in  mo — 


'earied  throu/irli  the  blue  abyss —  |  In  me  \a  mattor^^XuaX  ^«i\»iC\Q»\iVaRX^ 
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And  the  next  step  is  spirit— deity ! 
I  can  communtl  the  lightning,  imd  am  dnsti 
A  monarch  and  a  slave— a  worm,  a  god  I 
Whence  came  I  here,  and  how?  so  marvel- 

lonsly 
Constructed  and  conceived  ?  unknown  I  this 

clod 
lives  surely  through  some  higher  energy ; 
For  from  itself  alone  it  could  not  be  I 

Creator,  yes !  Thy  wisdom  and  Thy  word 
Created  me  I    Thou  source  of  life  and  good ! 
Thou  spirit  of  my  spirit,  and  my  Lord ! 
Thy  light,  Thy  love,  in  their  bright  plenitude 
Filled  me  with  an  immortal  soul,  to  spring 
Over  the  abyss  of  death ;  and  bade  it  wear 
The  garments  of  eternal  day,  and  wing 


Its  heavenly  flight  beyond  this  lit:  *  spk 
Even  to   its   source — to  Theo— its    a 
there. 

Oh  thoughts  ineffable!  oh  visions  blest! 
Though  worthless  our  conceptions  all  of ' 
Yet  shall  Thy  shadowed  image  fill  our  b 
And  waft  its  homage  to  Thy  deity. 
God!   thus    alone  my  lowly  thoughts 

soar,  , 

Thus  seek  Thy  presence— Being  wise 

good! 

Midst  Thy  vast  works  admire,  obey,  adc 

And  when  the  tongue  is  eloquent  no  mc 

The  soul  shall  speak  in  tears  of  gratitud* 

Oabbbl  Romavowitch  Dxbzhatdl    (Hmm 

TltlDtUUOQ  of  JOOV  BOWBXKO 
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